
				There	is	a	garden	

						in	every	childhood,	

									an	enchanted	place	

														where	colors	are	brighter,	

																		the	air	softer,	

																			and	the	morning	

																				more	fragrant	than	

																		ever	again.	

																								~Elizabeth	Lawrence
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to	my	daughters

I	remember	the	way	grandma	held	my	cheeks

when	she	kissed	them	hello.	I	remember	the	way	she

smelled,	the	perfume	she	always	wore—White

Diamonds	by	Elizabeth	Taylor.	

That	was	my	name	once	but	now	I’m	a	wife	and

mother,	never	to	be	Elizabeth	Taylor	again.	You’ll

understand	when	you	are	older.	Motherhood	changes	a

girl	which	is	why	it’s	clear	to	me	that	I	never	really	met

Carol	Brady.	Grief	and	responsibility	took	her	away	long

before	I	had	the	chance	to	see	her	twirl	a	baton.	But

Dale	knew	her.	And	I	know	her	now	in	a	way	I	can’t

explain.	

These	stories	are	hers,	based	in	fact,	but	wrapped

enjoyably	in	fiction.	They	are	inspired	by	the	black	and

white	photographs	of	Carol's	childhood	and	youth.	I

imagined	the	colors—her	daughters	and	twin	helped	me

perfect	the	shades.	Through	this	discovery	process	I

found	every	memory	has	a	tint	that’s	controlled	by	the

mind	it’s	in.	So	sometimes	fact	is	little	more	than	fiction

and	reality	is	simply	what	we	know.	But	the	truth	is,

behind	every	adult	is	a	child	who’s	long	since	forgotten

their	heavenly	home.	

Carol	Brady	lives	in	heaven—she’s	still	Mrs.	Dale

Claude	Baldwin	there.	But	this	exercise	in	family

history	has	shown	to	me	she’s	real,	more	so	than	when
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we	knew	her,	when	she	walked	with	us	here.	

She	sends	her	love	and	spirit	to	us	the	daughters

that	she	bare.	The	women	who	call	her	mother—

whether	grand	or	great	or	dear—hold	a	little	piece	of

her	inside	them.	It’s	something	that	we	share.	

And	so	we	play	with	dolls.	It	keeps	us	young	at

heart.	It	connects	us	to	our	past	so	we	can	be	a	part.	I

hope	you’ll	read	her	stories	and	imagine	the	colors

yourself	because	she	was	bright	and	vibrant,	fresh	and

sincere,	proper	and	a	fighter,	a	grandmother	who	cared.	

She	taught	me	to	set	a	table,	to	search	for	the

perfect	gift,	how	to	love	a	husband	and	the	order	cards

are	to	be	dealt.	She	gave	to	me	my	mother,	a	golden

locket	when	I	turned	eight,	and	upon	her	death	she	left

to	me	this	perfect	opportunity	to	tell	the	story	of	her	life

with	words	and	pictures	and	memories.	

This	is	my	tint	on	grandma,	how	I	imagined	her

to	be—her	clothes,	her	story,	her	reality—back	when

she	was	young	and	unafraid,	when	life’s	door	was	open

wide.	Ten	vignettes	with	outfits	to	match	because	she

loved	to	dress	the	part.	

So	remember	your	Carol	in	heaven,	she’s

watching	over	you.	Her	blood	runs	in	your	veins	as	does

her	love	too.	One	day	we’ll	all	get	to	meet	her,	she’ll	kiss

our	cheeks	and	say,	“Welcome	home	my	daughters.	It’s

time	for	you	to	stay.”	

With	love	from	your	mother,
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favorite	dress

“Vel	said	no!”	Carol	reminded	her	two-year-old

twin	brother	Cal.	Cal	looked	up	with	a	sly	smile	and

picked	the	flower	anyway.	He	proudly	held	the	iris	out,

offering	it	to	Carol.	“It’s	purple,”	he	simply	stated.	Carol

took	the	flower	from	Cal	just	as	she	heard	her	name

called	from	the	distance.	

“Pat,	Calvin,	the	reporter	is	going	to	be	here	any

minute,”	Vel	said.	Carol	stopped	in	her	tracks	and	grew

quiet.	She	exchanged	glances	with	Cal	who	immediately

turned	and	ran	away.	She	didn’t	run.	Instead	she

remained	silent,	tucking	her	tiny	frame	behind	the	tall

oak	tree.	She	heard	the	crunch	of	the	leaves	as	her

oldest	sister	drew	near.	

		

“Twins!”	“Where	are	you!?”	Velma	yelled,

frustration	starting	to	build	inside	her.	Velma	was	still

adjusting	to	her	new	title	of	Mrs.	Lavon	Tischner,	and

now	she	was	filling	in	as	a	mother	too.	There	hadn’t

been	a	death	in	the	family,	just	the	opposite—Harriet

Peirce	Brady	had	given	birth	to	her	13th	child,	Harvey

Hyrum.	

Harvey,	named	after	his	father	Hyrum	Andrew,

seemed	to	be	the	one	who	tipped	the	scale.	Hattie	had

been	having	a	hard	time	the	past	year	doing	it	all	so

Velma	decided	that	the	best	way	to	help	her	mother	was

simply	to	take	Calvin	and	Carol	home	with	her—for	a
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few	weeks	anyway—to	give	her	a	break	from	their	2-

year-old	energy.	

I’m	glad	Lavon	agreed	to	let	them	stay	here,

Velma	thought	to	herself	as	she	continued	to	search	for

Calvin	&	Carol	in	her	new	backyard.	Wondering	how

this	news	reporter	would	do	things,	her	mind	recalled

the	headline	from	before,	back	when	Calvin	and	Carol

were	just	two	months	old:	“There	Are	Three	Pairs	in

This	Handful”	it	read.	

Now,	three	years	later,	a	reporter	was	on	his	way

to	capture	the	Brady	Family	for	a	second	time.	If	she

didn’t	get	them	cleaned	up	and	changed	her	mother

would	be	furious	and	those	three	pairs	would	be	one

pair	short.	“Pat.	Calvin.	You	must	come	here	right	this

minute!”	Velma	demanded.	

		

Carol	could	tell	Vel	was	mad.	She	glanced	down

to	the	flower	in	her	hands.	It	was	light	purple	and

matched	her	favorite	dress,	the	same	dress	she	begged

to	wear	every	day.	Today	was	no	exception.	The	ruffled

sleeve	romper	had	light	purple	stripes	and	pink	polka

dots	with	a	floral	bouquet	pattern	to	match.	Its	white

rick	rack	edging	tickled	Carol’s	neck	but	she	loved

climbing	and	playing	in	it	anyway.	

Today	she’d	tripped	and	gotten	it	dirty	when

chasing	after	Cal.	But	as	soon	as	he’d	seen	her	fall	he’d

rushed	to	her	aid.	Mama	said	all	of	the	twin	boys	were

loyal	to	their	girl.	Carol	didn’t	know	exactly	what	that

meant,	but	she	knew	Cal	liked	her	a	lot.	

Sometimes	he	is	bad	though,	Carol	thought	to

herself.	I	told	him	no.	As	she	starred	at	the	tiny	petals

in	her	fingers	she	felt	confused	inside	knowing	the

flower	would	soon	die	just	like	Vel	had	told	her.	She

stood	up	quickly,	wanting	to	show	Vel	after	all,	but	in
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the	jump	up	her	dress	caught	on	a	nail	protruding	from

the	old	fence	making	a	loud	ripping	sound.	Carol

instantly	started	to	cry.	

		

“Pat	are	you	okay?”	Velma	asked,	panicking	at

the	sound	of	Carol’s	cry.	She	turned	towards	the	tree

and	spotted	Carol’s	signature	striped	dress	peeking	out

from	behind.	It	appeared	as	though	Carol	had	been

hiding	from	her	which	seemed	so	out	of	character.

Velma	ran	over	and	scooped	Carol	up,	wiping	her	fresh

tears	on	the	apron	that	kept	her	hand	sewn	dress	clean.

“Pat,	what	happened?”	Velma	asked	sternly,	but

with	a	hint	of	compassion.	Carol	pointed	to	the	fresh	rip

in	her	favorite	dress	and	then	dejectedly	held	out	the

now	wilted	purple	flower.	“It	was	pretty,”	Carol	told	her.

“Then	he	picked	it,”	she	said	sadly.	

Velma	didn’t	need	to	ask	who	he	was.	Calvin	had

more	energy	than	he	knew	what	to	do	with	and	he

certainly	never	directed	it	towards	following	the	rules.

Poor	Carol	always	got	dragged	into	situations	that	were

upsetting	to	her	obedient	little	heart.	Velma	knew	Carol

would	never	outright	disobey	her,	so	rather	than	make

a	fuss	about	the	picked	flower,	she	turned	her	attention

to	the	dress	knowing	how	upset	Carol	must	be	about

the	rip.	

Velma	inspected	the	damage	and	sighed	to

herself.	It	would	need	mending,	a	good	scrub	and	likely

to	be	pried	off	Carol.	“Pat,	we	need	to	get	you	inside	and

cleaned	up.	You’ll	have	to	change	out	of	that	dress.	It’s

dirty,	ripped	and	doesn’t	match	what	Cal	will	wear,”

Velma	explained	thinking	back	to	her	mother’s	strict

instructions.	“The	twins	must	match,”	Hattie	had	said.	

Oh	the	twins,	how	could	there	really	be	three	sets

of	them?	Velma	questioned	to	herself.	There	was	Ralph
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and	Raeola,	Melvin	and	Melba	and	Calvin	and	Carol—

except	Velma	still	called	her	Pat.	

Patricia	was	the	name	Hy	had	wanted	to	give	his

newest	daughter,	but	when	the	name	of	Calvin	was

chosen	for	the	third	twin	boy,	Hattie	insisted	his	twin’s

name	had	to	match.	And	so	Cal’s	girl	was	Carol,	on

paper	anyway.	But	to	Carol’s	siblings	she’d	always	be

Pat.	

		

Carol	felt	Vel’s	strong	arms	squish	her	a	bit	as

Vel	picked	her	up	and	carried	her	inside,	heading

straight	for	the	tub.	“Lavon,”	Vel	yelled	as	she	walked,

“Go	find	Calvin!”	

Carol	knew	Cal	was	in	trouble	but	didn’t	have	a

chance	to	think	further	on	that	before	Vel	was	dumping

a	bucket	of	water	over	her	head.	Carol	sputtered	and

frantically	wiped	at	her	green	eyes	to	get	the	water	out.

“It’s	not	church	day.	Why	do	I	have	to	take	a	bath?”

Carol	questioned.	

Vel	motioned	towards	the	bathroom	cabinet.

Carol	saw	the	dress	hanging	there.	I	have	to	change	on

picture	day,	Carol	remembered.	“I	do	not	like	that

picture	dress,”	Carol	said	resolutely.	“It	itchy,”	she	told

Vel.	

“Well	mother	made	it	for	you	to	wear	today	Pat	so

you	have	to	wear	it,”	Vel	explained	to	her.	

“I	want	my	favorite	dress,”	Carol	protested.	“You

made	it,”	she	said	pointing	to	Vel	with	a	smile.	

Velma	laughed	as	she	pulled	Carol’s	tiny	body	out

of	the	lukewarm	bathwater.	She	wrapped	a	towel

around	her	then	quickly	set	to	work	drying	and	curling

Carol’s	dark	brown	hair.	Lavon	scrubbed	Calvin	the

best	he	could	in	the	now	cold	and	dirty	leftover	bath

water	but	Calvin	didn’t	seem	to	notice.	“Quit



	14	

splashing!”	Velma	heard	Lavon	say	sternly.	She

chuckled	to	herself,	grateful	bath	time	was	usually	only

once	a	week	because	the	twins	did	make	a	wet	mess	of

things.	

“At	least	it’s	a	lovely	day	outside,”	Vel	said	to

Lavon	while	they	loaded	an	unhappy	Calvin	and	Carol

into	the	old	red	wagon.	Lavon	pulled	the	twins	along

the	sidewalk	of	Brady	Row	until	they	arrived	at	155

Ford	Avenue,	her	parent’s	home.	The	reporter	pulled	in

shortly	behind	them	with	a	staff	photographer	following

suit.			

		

The	photographer	directed	all	the	twins	towards

the	couch	where	Hy	and	Hattie	were	already	seated.	He

separated	each	pair	of	twins,	one	from	another,	with	the

parents	in	the	middle.	Carol	was	relieved	to	sit	by

mama,	resting	her	hand	on	Hattie’s	leg.	

She	felt	the	softness	of	mama’s	dress	under	her

hand	while	she	nervously	looked	across	mama’s	lap	to

Cal.	Carol	squirmed	in	her	seat,	marveling	at	the	large

format	camera	the	photographer	set	before	her.	“My

dress	itchy!”	Carol	told	anyone	who	was	listening.	But

before	she	could	complain	anymore,	she	heard	the

photographer	say,	“Okay	everybody.	Look	up	here.	On

three.	One…Two...”	Carol’s	eyes	widened	when	the

bright	flash	went	off.	“Three!”					

		

“Three	Consecutive	Sets	of	Twins	Born	to	Salt

Lake	City	Couple,”	Velma	read	out	loud	to	Lavon.	He

didn’t	respond,	distracted	as	Calvin	ran	by	cupping

something	in	his	hand.	Velma	turned	at	the	sound	of

the	commotion.	

“Pat,	come	see,”	Velma	directed,	spotting	Carol
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about	to	enter	the	room	in	hot	pursuit	of	her	twin.	Carol

stopped	immediately.	Velma	bent	down	and	showed

Carol	the	newspaper	article.	Carol	examined	it	closely

pointing	to	her	frown.		“That	dress	bad,”	she	told	Velma

before	running	off	after	Calvin.	

Velma	smiled	at	the	simple	explanation,	noting

that	today	Carol	was	once	again	wearing	her	newly

mended	purple	striped	dress.	I’m	glad	I	had	a	few

scraps	of	the	material	left	over,	Velma	thought	to	herself

as	she	watched	the	stripes	disappear	out	of	her	view.	

		

Carol	pushed	open	the	screen	door,	not	stopping

to	hear	its	bang	as	she	rushed	after	Cal.	He’d	stolen	her

new	matching	headband,	the	one	Vel	had	surprised	her

with	after	patching	the	hole.	She	wanted	it	back.		

“That	mine!”	she	yelled,	determined	to	catch	Cal.

As	she	ran	she	smiled	because	she	could	feel	the

familiar	tickle	of	rick	rack	against	her	neck	which	let

her	know	she	was	wearing	her	favorite	dress	once	more.

--------------

“Brady	Row”	can	be	traced	back	to	a	settlement

by	Lindsey	Anderson	Brady	who	joined	the	church	in

1835.	He	and	his	wife	Elizabeth	Ann	Hendrickson

traveled	along	with	fellow	saints	towards	Zion.	

Lindsey	helped	contribute	financially	to	the

building	of	the	Nauvoo	Temple	and	he	and	Elizabeth

were	able	to	receive	their	endowments	there.	While

living	in	Nauvoo,	their	eldest	son	Simeon	died.	This	left

their	second	born	son,	Marion	Hendrickson	Brady,	as

Lindsey’s	right	hand	man.	

In	June	1850,	at	age	15,	Marion	drove	a	yoke	of
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oxen	across	the	plains	with	his	mother	and	siblings	in

the	wagon.	They	settled	near	Little	Cottonwood	Creek

by	the	Big	Dam,	about	twelve	miles	from	the	mouth	of

the	canyon,	fifteen	miles	south	of	Salt	Lake	City.	Their

settlement	was	named	Union.	Lindsey	eventually

moved	to	Mt.	Pleasant,	but	Marion	remained	in	Union

for	the	rest	of	his	life.	

In	1855	Marion	married	Frances	Maria	Richards

and	then	married	a	second	wife,	her	sister	Lucy	Ann

Richards,	in	1858.	

Maria	died	from	child	birth	complications	in	1859

leaving	17-year-old	Lucy	to	care	for	her	own	7-month-

old	baby,	plus	Maria’s	newborn	and	2-year-old	son.	In

addition	to	Maria’s	two	children,	Lucy	eventually	raised

11	children	of	her	own	(thus	becoming	Carols’	great

grandmother	through	the	Brady	line).	

Marion	was	an	outstanding	farmer	and	also

known	for	his	fiddle	playing	which	was	in	high	demand

for	the	town	dances.	

Marion	once	commented	to	his	wife	Lucy	that	she

“put	lace	on	everything	and	it	was	a	wonder	she	didn’t

put	it	on	his	shirt.”	When	he	went	to	get	his	Sunday

shirt	a	few	days	later	there	was	lace	four	inches	wide	on

his	shirt	tail.	

Marion	divided	his	land	among	his	children,

leaving	a	portion	(along	1300	East	in	Union	)	to	his	son

Hyrum	Hendrickson	Brady	(Carol’s	grandfather)	who

then	deeded	the	land	to	his	own	children,	including

Hyrum	Andrew	Brady	(Carol’s	father).	

Generations	of	Bradys	lived	in	Union	and	there	is

a	“Bradyville”	sign	that	stands	in	the	area	today.	

Marion's	son,	Hyrum	Hendrickson,	was	also	a

talented	musician	and	played	the	violin,	accordion,

mouth	organ	and	mandolin,	often	joining	with	his	dad
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at	various	dances.	

Hyrum	was	a	farmer	and	owned	the	second

largest	dairy	in	town	which	kept	his	children	busy

milking	cows,	etc.	When	the	dairy	eventually	went	out

of	business,	Hyrum’s	children	operated	an	ice	business.	

Three	or	four	brothers	would	go	out,	saw	ice	from

the	ponds	in	the	winter,	cut	it	into	blocks,	hook	the

blocks	with	ice	tongs	and	then	drag	them	behind	a

sleigh	until	reaching	the	family	barn	where	the	ice

blocks	were	stored	under	sawdust	which	kept	them

frozen	and	available	to	be	sold	all	summer	long.
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Harriett	Ann	Peirce	&	Hyrum	Andrew	Brady	in	1920
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Hattie	and	her	three	sets	of	twins	the	first	time	they	were	put	in	the

newspaper.	Carol	is	seated	on	her	mothers	lap,	viewers	left.
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L	to	R:	Ray,	Melba,	Calvin,	Hy,	Hattie,	Carol,	Melvin	and	Raeola

seated	on	the	family's	couch,	photographed	and	featured	

	for	the	second	time.
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Carol's	twin	Calvin	and	his	son	standing	next	to	the

Bradyville	sign	in	the	middle	of	what	is	now	known	as

the	Cottonwood	Heights/Fort	Union	area.
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Calvin	&	Carol	at	Carol's	care	center	late	in	their	lives.
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1936
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bed	warmers

Hattie	pulled	the	floral	nightgown	over	Carol’s

head	and	snapped	it	up	in	the	back.	Carol	put	her	hand

to	her	chest	and	rubbed	her	fingers	along	the	gathered

flower-thread	detailing.	She	loved	how	the	tiny	bumps

felt	to	her	touch.	Her	oldest	sister	Velma	had	sewn	the

nightgown	for	her	as	a	5th	birthday	present.	

“Look	at	the	little	blue	flowers	Pat,”	Vel	had	said.

“They	are	called	forget-me-nots.	It’s	so	you	can

remember	me	even	when	I’m	not	here	with	you.”	

The	two	sisters	shared	a	special	bond,	but

tonight,	as	she	readied	for	bed,	it	was	Hattie	who	held

her	daughter’s	attention.	

Carol	looked	up	at	her	mom	and	smiled.	“I	love

bedtime	mama,”	Carol	said	while	Hattie	brushed

through	her	dark	brown	curls.	

Hattie	knew	what	Carol	meant.	She	doesn’t	love

going	to	bed,	Hattie	thought	to	herself.	She	loves	her

routine	of	getting	ready	for	bed.	Hattie	would	help	Carol

into	her	nightgown	each	night	and	then	Carol	would

spin	and	dance	in	it	while	Hattie	readied	the	boys,	Cal

and	Harvey,	for	bed.	

Hy	had	just	completed	building	their	new	home.

However,	he	didn’t	have	the	money	to	finish	the	ground

level	portion,	so	they	all	lived	in	the	basement.	There

was	one	room	he,	Hattie	and	little	Harvey	used	as	their
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bedroom,	but	the	remainder	of	the	family	all	slept

together	in	one	big	room.	

Vel	and	Agnes	were	both	married,	so	they	were

gone,	but	that	left	Peirce,	Afton,	Della,	Ralph,	Raeola,

Melvin,	Melba,	Carol	and	Calvin	all	together	at	night.	

It’s	always	a	surprise	to	see	who	ends	up	next	to

Calvin	and	Carol,	Hattie	thought	to	herself	amused	at

her	children’s	nightly	musical	bed	routine.			

“Carol,	it’s	time	to	read,”	Hattie	called.	Carol

stopped	mid-twirl	and	ran	to	get	her	favorite	book	The

Little	Engine	That	Could.	Sometimes	Carol	would	sit

and	read	it	to	herself.	Of	course	she	couldn’t	read	yet,

but	she	knew	the	words	to	her	favorite	part	and	Hattie

would	overhear	her	repeating	them	as	she	turned	the

pages.	

“I	think	I	can,	I	think	I	can,	I	think	I	can,”	Carol

whispered	to	herself	as	she	picked	the	book	up.	She

gazed	at	the	little	blue	train	on	the	cover	and	smiled.	

I	love	the	page	with	all	the	candy,	Carol	thought

to	herself.	She	ran	into	her	parent’s	room	and	joined	Cal

and	Harvey	next	to	mama	placing	the	book	squarely	in

Hattie’s	lap.	

Hattie	read	to	the	trio,	first	Carol’s	favorite	and

then	Ferdinand,	the	book	the	boys	loved	most.	Once

story	time	was	over,	she	helped	them	brush	their	teeth

and	then	tucked	three-year-old	Harvey	into	her	bed.	

“Where	are	you	sleeping	tonight?”	she	asked	the

twins	as	they	entered	the	communal	bedroom.	There

were	four	double	beds,	one	in	each	corner	of	the	room.

The	beds	were	available	on	a	first	come,	first	serve

basis.	

Calvin	and	Carol	looked	around	the	room,	then

pointed	to	the	same	bed.	“Sorry	Calvin.	It’s	Carol’s	turn

to	choose	first	tonight,”	Hattie	said.



	28	

Carol	looked	to	Cal	shooting	him	a	grin	of	defeat,

and	then	again	pointed	to	the	corner	bed.	She	liked	it

best	because	it	put	her	closest	to	mama’s	room.	

Hattie	pulled	back	the	top	quilt	and	sheet	on

Carol’s	chosen	bed.	Carol	climbed	up	and	slipped

underneath	the	sheets.	Then	Hattie	brushed	a	curl	out

of	Carol’s	eye,	bending	down	to	kiss	her	on	the	forehead.

She	then	tucked	Cal	into	his	own	bed,	placing

extra	warm	quilts	over	both	of	them.	

Though	Hattie	was	grateful	to	be	in	the	new

house,	living	in	a	basement	didn’t	exactly	provide	all

the	warmth	and	comfort	she	desired	for	her	family.	But

she	didn’t	let	that	worry	her.	She	knew	Calvin	and

Carol	would	fall	fast	asleep	as	soon	as	she	was	out	of

the	room.	

The	youngest	twins	played	hard	all	day	and	were

tired	when	it	came	time	for	bed—their	bedtime	anyway.

But	the	others	stayed	up	later,	busy	with	farm	chores,

homework	and	evening	dates,	thus	drifting	in	at	all

hours.	

Usually	Hattie	would	stay	up	after	getting	the

youngest	kids	to	bed,	but	tonight	she	was	tired	from

canning	tomatoes	all	day.	

Hattie	undressed	and	quickly	tucked	herself	in

next	to	little	Harvey,	opening	her	new	book	anxious	to

learn	about	whatever	drama	Scarlett	O’Hara	had

gotten	herself	into.	

Reading	was	something	Hattie	enjoyed	but	rarely

made	time	for	in	the	daylight	hours.	Hattie	opened	to

her	bookmark	and	began	to	read	with	heavy	eye	lids,	“I

loved	something	I	made	up,	something	that's	just	as

dead	as	Melly	is.	I	made	a	pretty	suit	of	clothes	and	fell

in	love	with	it.	And	when	Ashley	came	riding	along,	so
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handsome,	so	different,	I	put	that	suit	on	him	and	made

him	wear	it	whether	it	fitted	him	or	not.	And	I	wouldn't

see	what	he	really	was.	I	kept	on	loving	the	pretty	clothes

—and	not	him	at	all.”	

		

“I	bet	mother	fell	asleep	reading	again,”	Melba

pointed	out	to	Raeola	as	the	two	girls	changed	into	their

own	nightgowns.	Hattie’s	light	was	still	on	so	Raeola

went	in	to	investigate.	

As	anticipated,	Hattie	was	fast	asleep.	Raeola

gently	lifted	Gone	With	the	Wind	from	off	her	mother’s

chest	where	it	rested	haphazardly	open	against	her,

setting	it	on	the	night	stand.	She	then	pulled	Hattie’s

quilt	up	around	her,	slipping	Harvey’s	arm	back	under

the	covers.	

She	left	the	lamp	on	knowing	Hy	had	just

finished	up	in	the	field	and	would	be	joining	them	soon,

but	she	didn’t	want	Harvey	to	get	cold	in	the	meantime.

“You	know	it’s	silly	we	always	move	her	right?”

Raeola	said	to	Melba	as	she	re-entered	the	kids

bedroom.	“I	know,	but	it’s	so	nice	to	crawl	into	a	warm

bed,”	Melba	replied	standing	next	to	a	sleeping	Carol.	

Raeola	gently	slid	her	arms	under	their	youngest

sister	and	put	her	in	an	empty	cold	bed	knowing	full

well	the	transfer	wouldn’t	wake	her.	

“What	would	we	do	without	these	little	bed

warmers	at	night?”	Melba	laughed	as	her	twin	Melvin

entered	the	room	and	lifted	Calvin	from	his	bed	too.	

--------------

Carol’s	Bed	Warmers	vignette	was	told	to	me	by

her	daughter	Julie.	As	I	listened	to	the	story,	it	sounded
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almost	exactly	like	one	told	by	Carol’s	uncle,	Elmo

Cunningham	Brady	in	his	journal.	

Elmo’s	version	of	the	story	seems	more	likely

considering	the	time	period	and	family	situation	so	it’s

possible	that	Carol	was	told	it	once	herself	when	she

was	young	and	then	it	became	“her”	story	in	her	mind,

but	never	actually	happened	to	her	personally.	

Either	way	it’s	a	fun	tale	that	definitely	seemed

to	have	happened	in	a	Brady	household	somewhere.	

Elmo’s	journal	reads	as	follows:	“Our	home

consisted	of	only	three	rooms	and	a	pantry.	There	was

the	one	that	we	called	“the	bedroom”.	

We	had	four	double	beds	in	that	room	and	a	cot

in	the	front	room	that	had	two	leaves	that	pulled	up	on

each	side	to	make	a	double	bed	for	Alice	and	Elva.	I	can

still	see	it	setting	against	the	east	wall.	During	the

daytime	it	was	covered	with	either	a	flowered	spread	or

an	orange	one	that	mother	had	made.	

There	was	a	bed	in	each	corner	of	the	bedroom

and	mother	and	dad	slept	in	one	of	them.	The	other

three	were	occupied	in	this	way:	

I’d	go	to	sleep	in	one	of	them;	then,	whichever

one	of	my	brothers	came	home	first	would	crawl	in	with

me.	The	next	one	home	would	move	me	to	another	bed

and	crawl	into	the	warm	bed	with	brother	#1.	

Well,	this	kept	up	until	all	five	brothers	were

home.	This	way,	mother	always	knew	which	brother,

Slats	or	Raynold	or	Gerald	or	Jimmy	or	Walt,	had	come

home	the	latest	because	he	was	in	bed	with	me!”
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Hyrum	Hendrickson	Brady	and	his	sons.	Carol's	dad,	Hyrum

Andrew,	is	pictured	fourth	from	the	right.	Elmo	is	the	youngest.

Carol	and	Cal	with	a	singing	group.
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1939
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tossing	noodles

“Put	your	apron	on	so	you	don’t	get	dirty,”	Hattie

told	Carol	holding	out	the	white	dress-like	apron	to	her

youngest	daughter.	Carol	set	down	the	large	heavy	ceramic

bowl	she’d	just	finished	washing	and	obediently	walked

towards	her	mother,	slipping	her	arms	into	the	apron.	

“I’m	a	little	nervous	about	tomorrow,”	Carol

admitted	as	she	looked	down,	brushing	the	front	of	the

apron	to	remove	flour	from	the	last	time	they’d	cooked

together.	She	picked	up	the	large	bowl	again	and	began

towel	drying	Hattie’s	signature	noodle	serving	bowl.	

“Oh	Carol,	it’s	going	to	be	just	fine,”	her	mother

assured	her.	“Brother	Denney	will	make	sure	he	holds	onto

you	tight	when	you	go	under	the	water.	All	you	have	to	do

is	hold	your	breath	and	close	your	eyes.”	

“I	know	mother.	I	just	wish	it	could	be	father,”	Carol

said	with	a	sigh.	“He’s	a	good	man	but	it’s	hard	to	kick

lifelong	habits,”	Hattie	replied.	“It’s	going	to	be	great

anyway.	And	after	the	baptism	Peirce	will	confirm	you,”

Hattie	promised.	

Carol	and	Cal’s	oldest	brother	Peirce	had	returned

home	earlier	that	year	from	serving	a	mission	for	the

Church	of	Jesus	Christ	of	Latter-day	Saints	in	Argentina.

Though	he	was	gone	almost	three	years,	the	twins	were	still

his	number	one	fans	and	they	were	thrilled	he’d	be

participating	in	their	special	day.	Carol	couldn’t	wait	to	be

an	official	member	of	the	church.
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“Watch	for	shells,”	Hattie	said	handing	Carol	a

basket	filled	with	a	dozen	freshly	gathered	eggs.	“How

many	should	I	crack?”	Carol	asked.	“All	of	them,”	Hattie

said.	“Remember	to	beat	them	well	before	you	add	the

other	ingredients.”	

“I	know	mother—I’ve	helped	you	make	noodles

dozens	of	times.	I	have	the	recipe	memorized,”	Carol	said

matter	of	fact.	“Oh	you	do	now	do	you?”	Hattie	laughed.	

“6	eggs.	1	teaspoon	of	salt.	2	tablespoons	of	oil.	And

3	cups	of	flour—except	you	always	double	that!”	Carol	said

proudly.	

They	were	making	homemade	noodles—a	Brady

family	specialty—for	the	twin’s	baptism	lunch	tomorrow.

Carol	loved	to	help	Hattie	in	the	kitchen,	especially	when

making	noodles.	Her	favorite	part	was	when	she	got	to	toss

them	all	over	their	big	kitchen	table	to	dry.	

“Do	you	think	this	is	going	to	be	enough	to	feed

everybody?”	Carol	asked	calculating	just	how	big	her

extended	Brady	family	was.	

“You	have	way	too	many	cousins	to	feed	all	by

myself	Carol.	Everyone	will	bring	something	to	share,”

Hattie	explained.	Carol	nodded	her	head	in	reply,	but	her

facial	expression	still	seemed	to	question	the	reality	of	just

how	many	people	she’d	see	tomorrow.					

Carol	and	Cal	would	be	baptized	in	the	Union	Ward

building,	which	to	them	felt	like	so	much	more	than	just

their	church.	The	building	not	only	held	their	Sunday

sacrament	meetings,	but	was	also	the	place	they	returned

to	weekly	for	primary	and	relief	society	meetings.	Carol

always	sat	on	the	front	row	during	primary	singing	time

and	sang	her	best.	

Primary	was	her	favorite	part	of	the	week—unless

there	was	something	more	exciting	happening	on	the

weekend	and	there	often	was.	The	Union	Ward	hosted	a
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myriad	of	shows,	dances,	and	parties	all	held	under	that

one	roof.	It	was	definitely	Carol’s	second	home.	Her	dad

didn’t	like	to	come	much	on	Sundays	but	he	never	missed

a	chance	to	dance	with	Hattie	on	the	weekends.						

“The	dough	is	getting	really	hard	to	stir,”	Carol	told

Hattie,	grimacing	as	she	tried	to	incorporate	all	the	flour.

“You	know	what	that	means	then,”	her	mother	replied	with

a	smile.	“It’s	time	to	knead!”	Carol	exclaimed.	

Carol	loved	to	knead	the	dough.	It	felt	different

then	when	they	made	bread,	but	she	knew	how	both	types

of	dough	should	feel	when	they	were	“ready”.	

Without	fail,	Hattie	made	bread	every	Thursday.

Carol	loved	it	fresh	out	of	the	oven,	but	she	also	looked

forward	to	Friday	mornings	when	the	menu	was	always

cocoa	and	toast	with	yesterday’s	bread.	

As	Carol	kneaded	the	dough	she	imagined	how

tomorrow	would	go	and	then	paused	when	a	questioned

popped	into	her	mind	that	she	didn’t	know	the	answer	to.	

“Mother,	what	was	your	baptism	like?”	Carol	asked

Hattie.	“My	baptism?”	Hattie	clarified.	“Well,	that’s	a	good

question.	I	don’t	remember	much.	Except	I	know	I	was

baptized	in	a	ditch,”	she	told	Carol.	

“A	ditch?”	Carol	asked	surprised.	“Yep.	A	ditch

along	Vine	Street,	now	about	8th	East,”	Hattie	said.	“Our

ward	house	was	on	56th	and	Vine	but	that	was	several

miles	away	from	my	home.	By	the	time	I	was	mutual	age

father	let	me	and	my	girl	friends	ride	the	horses	there,	but

for	the	most	part	we	rarely	visited	the	ward	building,

especially	if	it	was	bad	weather.”								

Carol	hadn’t	really	ever	stopped	to	consider	what

life	had	been	like	for	her	mother	as	a	child.	She	knew

Hattie	had	grown	up	on	a	farm	but	that	was	about	it.	She

hadn’t	thought	about	transportation	and	things	like	that.

And	even	now,	at	age	eight,	Carol	only	briefly	entertained
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thoughts	about	her	mother	before	turning	back	to	her	own.

“Are	we	going	to	mash	potatoes	today?”	Carol	asked

as	she	handed	her	mother	a	rolling	pin	to	thin	out	the

dough	with.	“No.	We	can	make	those	fresh	during

breakfast	tomorrow,”	Hattie	responded.	

It	was	tradition	to	serve	Brady	noodles	on	top	of	a

bowl	of	mashed	potatoes.	Guests	in	their	home	often

raised	an	eye	brow	at	the	suggestion,	but	in	the	end

admitted	how	delicious	the	combination	turned	out	to	be.	

“We’ll	let	the	noodles	dry	over	night	and	boil	them

in	with	the	chicken	and	broth	tomorrow	as	well,”	Hattie

said,	then	added,	“Go	grab	Melba	and	see	if	she	wants	to

help	you	toss.”	

Carol	clapped	her	hands	together	to	remove	the

excess	flour	picked	up	while	kneading	and	immediately

went	in	search	of	her	sister.	A	twelve	egg	noodle	batch	was

no	picnic	when	it	came	down	to	cutting	and	tossing	the

noodles	by	hand.		It	was	definitely	a	two	person	job.	Lucky

for	Carol,	she’d	never	been	short	a	sibling	a	day	in	her	life,

not	even	in	the	womb.	

--------------

		

According	to	Carol’s	official	certificate	of	baptism

and	confirmation	she	was	baptized	on	September	1,	1939

by	Edison	Denney	and	confirmed	that	same	day	by	her

brother	Peirce	Brady.	

Her	mother	Hattie	went	on	to	marry	a	man	named

Wilford	Edison	Denney	in	1960,	two	years	after	Hy’s	death

in	1958.	My	mom	was	told	that	Grandpa	Denney	had	been

a	lifelong	friend	and	the	two	were	married	only	after	both

of	their	spouses	had	passed	away	and	they	found
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themselves	lonely	and	already	friends.	

Grandpa	Denney	went	by	“Ted”	but	it	seems	likely

he	was	the	Edison	Denney	listed	on	Carol’s	certificate.

Though	Hy	was	a	member	of	the	church,	his	tobacco	habit

kept	him	from	being	worthy	to	consistently	perform

priesthood	ordinances	for	his	family.	

Hattie	was	only	married	to	Denney	for	four	years

before	he	too	passed	away,	but	she	speaks	fondly	of	him

and	their	time	serving	in	the	temple	together,	no	doubt

something	she	missed	doing	as	part	of	her	marriage	to	Hy.	

Hattie	was	always	an	active,	temple	going	member

of	the	church.	In	fact,	she	literally	“died”	in	the	Salt	Lake

Temple	losing	consciousness	while	serving	there.	She	was

transported	to	a	hospital	but	never	woke	up.	

Hattie’s	gospel	devotion	was	reflected	in	Carol’s	life.

Carol	was	an	active	member	of	the	church	until	her	death.

A	year	or	so	before	Carol	passed,	my	brother	Daniel

recorded	an	interview	with	her	wherein	he	questioned	her

about	her	testimony.	

The	following	portion	of	this	conversation	was

played	at	her	funeral	which	was	a	treat	for	all	of	us	in

attendance	to	hear	her	voice	one	last	time	as	she	bore

testimony	of	the	gospel	of	Jesus	Christ:				

			

“Carol:	I	love	the	gospel	more	than	anything.	That

comes	first.	Always	will.	And	it	always	has	with	me.	

I	love	being	part	of	the	church.	Working	in	the

church	was	my	life.	

How	can	I	break	it	down?	I	don’t	know	except	to

say	I	have	testimony	and	there’s	just	no	question	about	it.

And	I	love	the	gospel.	

When	I	read	I	just	get	inspired	by	what	I	read.	And	I

believe	in	everything	that	I	read.	And	I	can—because	it’s

the	truth.	And	I	feel	it.	And	I	know	it.	And	that’s	my
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testimony.	

Daniel:	Have	you	always	felt	that	way?	

Carol:	Always—as	far	back	as	I	can	remember—a

little	girl	on	the	front	row,	sitting	there	swinging	my	legs

and	singing	in	the	songs.	And	that’s	why	I	know	all	the

songs.	

We	had	a	church	that	was,	well	it	wasn’t	just	a

church	it	was	an	amusement	hall:	we	saw	shows,	we

danced,	we	had	our	parties—you	name	it	and	we	had	it	in

that	one	building.	It	was	Union	Ward.	

Daniel:	Has	the	gospel	helped	you	when	you’ve	had

hard	times?	

Carol:	Hard	times—there’s	never	been	a	hard	time

when	I	haven’t	been	on	my	knees	praying	for	help	and	it’s

like	it	just	happens.	And	sometimes	I	think	it	happens	and

I	didn’t	even	ask.	I	got	it.	I	didn’t	even	ask	for	it.	

And	you	know	when	you’re	into	something	that’s	so

right	and	so	good	and	so	beautiful	how	can	you	not	feel	the

way	I	do	about	the	gospel?“	

Growing	up	my	mom	continued	the	Brady	noodle

tradition	and	it	was	a	meal	I	frequently	enjoyed.	But	it’s

only	been	with	the	writing	of	this	book	that	I	experienced

making	noodles	by	myself	for	the	first	time.	

[This	vignette	and	outfit	was	added	after	the	initial	proof

copy	of	the	book	was	printed.	I	couldn't	shake	the	thought

that	I	needed	to	write	this	one	last	story	and	follow	it	up

with	Carol's	testimony	from	her	funeral.	And	I	know,	if	in

doubt,	just	do	what	the	spirit	tells	you	to	do!]
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Brady	Family	Noodles	

		

6	eggs	

	t	salt	

2	T	oil	

3	C	flour	

		

Beat	together	eggs.	Add	a	half	cup	of	flour	at	a	time

with	hand	mixer	until	dough	crawls	up	the	beaters.	

Add	remaining	flour,	one	half	cup	at	a	time,	stirring

by	hand	and	then	kneading	into	dough.	Dough	is	ready

once	it	springs	back	to	the	touch.	

Divide	in	three	pieces	and	roll	thin	then	cut	with

noodle	cutter.	

Allow	to	dry	for	a	few	hours.	

Drop	noodles	into	boiling	chicken	broth	and	cook

until	tender	about	15-20	minutes.	

Stir	in	bite	sized	pieces	of	rotisserie	chicken.	Serve

over	plain	mashed	potatoes.	Season	with	salt	and	pepper

as	desired.	

For	authentic	Brady	results,	boil	a	whole	chicken

with	water,	salt,	celery	leaves	and	dried	onion.	Use

strained	broth	and	chicken	in	noodles.	
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Hyrum	and	Hattie	Brady	Family.

Back	row	L	to	R:	Melvin,	Melba,	Velma,	Agnes,	Peirce,	Afton,	Della,

Raeola,	Ralph.	Front	row	L	to	R:	Carol,	Hattie,	Harvey,	Hyrum,

Calvin.	Not	pictured	Geraldine	(1918-1920)	and	Glen	(1935-1935)

Carol's	original	baptism	certificate.
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The	first	time	I	made	noodles	by	myself	for	Carol's	reveal	party.

The	three	sets	of	twins.
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1941
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fifth	grade

Ten-year-old	Carol	carefully	picked	up	the

plaid	vest	and	skirt	from	off	her	bed	and

draped	them	over	the	wooden	chair	in	the

corner	of	the	girl’s	new	upstairs	bedroom.

Raeola	had	just	finished	ironing	Carol’s	outfit

so	it’d	be	ready	to	wear	for	her	first	day	of	fifth

grade	tomorrow.	

“Do	you	know	what	you	are	going	to	wear

yet	Melba?”	Carol	asked	her	closest	in	age

older	sister.	

The	girls	didn’t	have	a	ton	of	new	options

to	choose	from	and	often	wore	hand	me	downs,

but	Hattie	was	an	excellent	seamstress	and

able	to	re	purpose	just	about	anything.	Carol’s

plaid	outfit	was	brand	new	to	her,	though	the

fabric	itself	had	been	taken	from	a	cousin’s	old

outfit	but	she	was	excited	to	wear	it.	

Carol	loved	school	and	couldn’t	wait	to	go

back	tomorrow.	She	was	an	excellent	student

and	very	much	enjoyed	the	structure	of	each

school	day,	but	getting	ready	in	the	mornings

was	a	bit	of	a	challenge	with	so	many	sisters
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sharing	one	bathroom.	 The	boys	used	it

too,	but	they	somehow	seemed	to	make

themselves	scarce	in	the	mornings,	especially

her	twin	brother	Calvin.	

Carol	couldn’t	believe	how	fast	Cal	could

get	ready	for	school.	He	didn’t	even	wake	up

until	Hattie	saw	the	bus	pass	for	the	first	time,

meaning	it	would	return	promptly	in	ten

minutes.	She	would	then	go	downstairs	to

awaken	him.	It	was	a	wonder	he	didn’t	miss	it

every	day.	

Carol	hated	to	rush,	so	she	made	sure	to

rise	early.	

“Melba?”	Carol	questioned,	not	having

heard	a	response	from	her	sister	yet.	Turning

around	to	investigate	she	saw	her	older

siblings	huddled	around	the	radio	in	the	living

room.	

Carol	walked	towards	them,	turning	her

attention	to	the	familiar	NBC	radio	voice	for

the	evening’s	program	of	“News	Here	and

Abroad.”	

“German	police	today	ordered	that	all

Jews	over	16	years	of	age	must	wear	the	yellow

six-pointed	star	of	David	on	the	left	side	of

their	coat	whenever	appearing	in	public.	The

regulation	prescribed	a	star	as	large	as	the

palm	of	the	hand.
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Jews	were	further	forbidden	to	leave	the

community	in	which	they	live	without	written

permission	from	local	police.”	

“It’s	time	for	us	to	join	this	war,”	Ralph

said	angrily.	Carol	was	sure	he’d	been	the	one

to	turn	the	radio	on	tonight.	Every	day	after

football	practice	he	and	his	teammates	would

tune	in	to	see	what	was	happening	in	Europe.	

Carol	didn’t	blame	them.	She	didn’t	fully

understand	all	that	was	happening	across

seas,	but	she	knew	enough	to	know	that	if	the

United	States	did	join	the	war,	Ralph	and	all

his	friends	would	probably	enlist	or	soon	be

drafted.	

I	can’t	imagine	what	the	Jews	must	be

feeling,	Carol	thought	to	herself.	She	knew

that	forcing	the	Jews	to	mark	themselves

would	only	lead	to	trouble.	But	before	her

thoughts	could	analyze	the	war	anymore,	Carol

heard	Hattie’s	voice	coming	from	the	kitchen.	

“Ralph,	turn	that	radio	off.	It’s	time	for

bed,”	she	said	sternly.	Carol	then	heard	the

familiar	sound	of	Calvin	whining	from	the

kitchen.	

“It’s	not	fair!	I	have	to	sleep	just	like	this

and	not	move,”	Calvin	told	Hattie,

demonstrating	how	he	had	to	keep	his	arms	to

his	side	when	sleeping,	as	if	in	a	straight
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jacket.	“And	their	bed	is	so	much	softer	than

ours.	It	almost	smothers	them,”	he	continued.	

“The	girls	have	to	sleep	three	to	a	bed	as

well	Calvin.	Now	get	ready	for	bed,”	she

instructed	sternly	not	giving	his	whines	one

more	second	of	attention.	“School	starts

tomorrow	you	know,”	Hattie	reminded	him.	

Carol	watched	Calvin	roll	his	eyes	and

then	shrug	in	defeat	as	he	turned	to	march

downstairs.

“You’re	lucky	mother	didn’t	see	that	eye

roll	or	you	know	father	would	tan	your	hide,”

Carol	said	to	Cal	as	he	passed	by.	

“Mind	your	own	business	Pat,”	Calvin

replied.	“I	hope	all	the	feathers	in	your	bed	fly

away	tonight,”	he	added	with	a	smirk.			

“Mama,”	Carol	called,	ignoring	Cal’s

comment,	“Please	wake	me	up	early

tomorrow.”	

“You	know	your	sisters	will	Carol,”	Hattie

replied.	“Don’t	worry.”	

“I’m	first	in	the	bathroom,”	Raeola

authoritatively	declared	to	all	listening.	Della

still	lived	at	home	but	since	she’d	graduated

from	high	school	already,	she	didn’t	have	to	be

ready	as	early	as	everyone	else.	This	left

Raeola	to	rule	as	queen	of	the	bathroom	this

year.
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“And	I’m	next	of	course,”	Melba	let	Carol

know.	Normally	Carol	might’ve	been	annoyed

with	all	the	declarations	and	insults	being

handed	out,	but	tonight	she	was	too	excited	to

really	care.	

			

“Pat	wake	up,”	Melba	gently	nudged.

Carol	opened	her	tired	eyes,	but	hopped	out	of

bed	once	she	processed	what	morning	it	was.	

She	put	on	her	navy	shirt	and	plaid	vest,

then	stepped	into	the	matching	skirt.		“Is	it	my

turn	yet?”	she	said	to	the	closed	bathroom

door?	

“Come	in	Pat,”	Raeola	said.	“We’ll	make

room.”	Finding	a	little	spot	of	mirror,	Carol

brushed	her	hair,	pulling	it	tightly	into	an

elastic	band	on	top,	leaving	some	curls	down	in

the	back.	She	then	snapped	her	large	bow	into

its	place	directly	on	top	of	her	head.	Ready!	she

thought	excitedly.	

“Calvin!	Wake	up!”	she	heard	her	mother

calling	downstairs.	

Two	minutes	later	Cal	sat	down	at	the

breakfast	table	fully	dressed.	He	was	wearing

a	button	up	long	sleeve	white	shirt,	Ralph’s	old

sweater	vest	and	black	slacks.	

Carol	thought	he	looked	nice	but	pointed

out	that	his	hair	still	needed	to	be	combed.
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Calvin	didn’t	seem	to	notice	her	remark.	He

was	too	busy	inhaling	his	cocoa	and	toast.	

Ralph	walked	by,	messing	up	Calvin’s

hair	even	more	as	he	passed.	“Hey	kid,	that’s

my	sweater,”	he	said	jokingly.	

“It’s	time	to	go!”	Hattie	announced	to

everyone	as	she	cleared	a	plate	from	the	table.	

“Calvin,	run	into	the	bathroom	and	comb

your	hair	then	meet	us	out	front	for	a	picture,”

she	said	to	him.	Carol	grabbed	her	little	purse

and	waited	out	front	for	Calvin.	

It	was	a	first	day	of	school	tradition	to

photograph	each	set	of	twins	together.	It	took

about	a	month	to	get	the	film	developed,	but

Carol	loved	seeing	how	the	photographs	turned

out.	The	world	was	normally	so	colorful,	but

when	viewed	in	black	and	white	different

things	stood	out	to	her.	

“Calvin,	hurry	up!”	Carol	called	back	into

the	house.	“We’re	going	to	miss	the	bus.”	

A	minute	later	Calvin	appeared	with	his

hair	slicked,	ready	for	school.	The	twins	stood

side	by	side.	

“Smile”	Hattie	said	as	she	took	the

picture.	Even	though	he	annoyed	her	at	times,

Carol	loved	being	a	twin	and	knowing	that

Calvin	would	be	there	with	her	every	step	of

fifth	grade.
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--------------	

		

On	December	7,	1941	the	Japanese

bombed	Pearl	Harbor.	The	next	day,	President

Roosevelt	declared	that	the	US	had	officially

entered	the	war.	

In	the	fall	of	1942,	Jordan	High	School’s

football	team	won	the	Class	A	State

Championship.	Ralph	was	part	of	that	winning

team	his	junior	year.	

Less	than	three	years	later,	on	February

19,	1945,	Ralph	died	while	serving	in	Japan.

He	was	only	19	years	old	and	left	behind	a	wife

and	a	daughter.	

Ralph	was	part	of	the	5th	marine

devision	who	helped	raise	the	flag	on	Mt.

Suribachi,	though	he	himself	never	made	it	up

the	mountain.	He	died	four	days	before	the

flag	was	raised	after	invading	Iwo	Jima.	A

statue	commemorating	this	event	stands	in

Arlington	Cemetery	today.	

To	her	dying	day,	Carol	carried	around	a

picture	of	Ralph	on	her	person	at	all	times.
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Brady	home	after	Hy	finished	the	top	portion.
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1942	Jordan	High	School	State	Championship	football	team.	Ralph

is	pictured	bottom	row,	third	from	the	left.	

Ralph	in	1940.	This	is	the	photograph	

Carol	carried	around	with	her.



	57	

Ralph's	registration	card.

Ralph	at	age	13	and	then	again	when	he	officially	enlisted.
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Statue	of	flag	raising	in	Arlington	Cemetery.

Ralph's	body	was	burried	on	Iwo	Jima	for	three	years	before	his

remains	were	shipped	home	for	burial.	Above,	he	was	laid	to	rest	on	,

December	18,	1948	in	the	family	plot	at	Murry	City	Cemetary.
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1941
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perfect	fit

Carol	hopped	out	of	the	Model-T	Ford,	pressing

her	brown	leather	boots	deep	into	the	snow	bank.	She

waved	goodbye	to	her	father	as	she	pushed	the	heavy

Ford	door	shut	reminding	him	one	last	time,

“Remember	to	meet	us	outside	the	Crystal	Room!”	

	 After	stepping	up	onto	the	side	walk	she	paused

to	take	the	scene	in,	her	eyes	widening	in	anticipation

as	she	gazed	around	State	Street	where	hundreds	of

tiny	colored	lights	twinkled	all	around.	

Downtown	is	so	magical,	she	thought.	The

familiar	tune	of	Silver	Bells	and	excited	chatter

delighted	her	ears	as	she	turned	to	see	Auerbach’s

famous	Christmas	windows	for	the	first	time	that	year,

a	tradition	she	was	sure	she’d	never	out	grow.	

Grabbing	Melba’s	hand,	Carol	excitedly	pulled

her	over	towards	the	first	window.	She	stood	on	her	tip

toes,	trying	to	see	past	the	crowed	without	appearing

impolite.	

Over	the	wool	covered	shoulder	in	front	of	her,

Carol’s	eyes	widened	as	she	took	in	all	the	strategically

placed	ornaments	and	decor	with	breathtaking	layers	of

velvet,	satin,	beads	and	pearls.	

“Auerbach’s	is	Christmas	at	its	finest,”	her

mother	had	once	said.	Carol	nodded	in	agreement	as	the

memory	floated	through	her	mind.	Only	this	year	we	get

to	shop	upstairs,	she	reminded	herself!
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Though	their	family	had	struggled	through	the

depression	just	like	everyone	else,	Carol’s	dad	Hy	had

remained	optimistic	always	seeming	to	find	work	one

way	or	another.	

She’d	never	heard	him	say,	“We	can’t	afford	it.”

Instead	he’d	always	tell	the	girls,	“We’ll	see.”	

This	year	Hy	purchased	their	first	car	and	finally

finished	the	upstairs	of	their	Union	home.	It	was	a	year

of	possibility,	Carol	reflected.	

As	she	gazed	upon	the	grand	facade	of

Auerbachs,	Carol’s	mind	remembered	a	time	five	years

past	when	her	entire	family	of	fifteen,	plus	babies

Geraldine	and	Glen	in	spirit,	had	come	downtown

together	to	be	sealed	in	the	Salt	Lake	Temple.	

She	was	only	five	at	the	time	so	she	didn’t

remember	a	lot,	but	she	did	remember	getting	dressed

in	white,	kneeling	on	the	soft	bench	in	the	big	temple

and	holding	hands	as	a	family	across	it.	The	feeling	of

that	day	was	something	she’d	never	known	before.	

After	the	sealing,	Dad	treated	the	entire	family

to	lunch	at	Auerbach’s	Tea	Room.	Carol	remembered

riding	the	elevator	with	the	other	sets	of	twins	to	the

toy	department	on	the	fifth	floor.	

She’d	seen	a	beautiful	china	tea	set	on	display

there,	sized	perfectly	for	her	beloved	dolls.	She	wanted

it	so	badly,	but	mother	had	given	her	a	firm	no	when

she	begged	to	have	it.	

Later	that	year	for	Christmas	she’d	unwrapped	a

tea	set	similar	to	the	one	at	Auerbachs	but	Carol	knew

it	was	a	hand	me	down	from	her	cousin.	Of	course	she’d

been	delighted	to	have	it	anyway	and	loved	that	tea	set

dearly,	but	this	year	she	hoped	to	get	something	brand

new.	

A	Christmas	bell	jingled	as	Melba	opened	the	big
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shiny	front	door	to	Auerbachs.	“Here	we	go!”	she	said

excitedly.	

“Mother,	Raeola,	are	you	coming?”	Carol	said

over	her	shoulder	following	Melba	in,	not	stopping	once

to	hear	their	response.	She	was	too	excited.	

Hy	had	promised	to	let	the	girls	each	pick	out

something	special	for	Christmas	this	year,	from	any

floor	they	wanted.	In	the	past	the	“bargain	basement”

had	been	their	only	option.	But	this	year,	Carol	knew

exactly	what	she	wanted!	

She'd	first	spotted	the	coat	back	in	September

when	they’d	window	shopped	for	school	clothes.	Though

mother	made	almost	everything	they	wore,	she	still

brought	them	downtown	to	see	the	latest	styles	and	get

excited	for	school	to	start	every	year.	It	was	then	that

Carol	had	seen	the	coat	on	display.	

“I	know	exactly	where	it	is!”	Carol	announced	to

her	mother,	grabbing	her	hand	and	pulling	her	towards

the	escalator.	“It’s	on	the	second	floor.”	

Hattie	turned	to	direct	the	other	girls	up,	but

noticed	Melba	eying	the	jewelry	counter	and	Raeola	a

dress.	Instead	she	said,	“We’ll	be	right	back	ladies.”	

As	they	neared	the	top	of	the	escalator,	Carol

proudly	pointed	towards	the	Town	Shop	Coats	section.

“It’s	right	there!”	she	said	excitedly.	“Beneath	the

chandelier.”	

Following	Carols’	gaze,	Hattie	walked	over	to	the

mannequin	on	display	and	began	inspecting	the	coat	it

wore.	

“Look	mother,	it	will	match	my	eyes,”	Carol

assured	Hattie.	

The	coat	was	a	deep	green,	quilted	for	warmth

and	had	exquisite	leather	detailing	on	all	of	the	trim.

Hattie	agreed	that	it	was	easy	to	see	why	it’d	caught
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Carol’s	eye	in	the	first	place.	

“It	should	keep	you	quite	warm,”	Hattie	said	to

Carol.	“Come	try	it	on.	Let’s	make	sure	there’s	room	to

grow.”	

Carol	slipped	her	arms	in	and	zipped	the	coat	up.

It	was	long,	reaching	past	her	knees	but	fit	her	well

enough."

It	will	be	perfect	to	walk	to	the	bus	in	everyday,”

she	told	Hattie	doing	her	best	to	maximize	the	coat's

virtues.	“Please	can	I	get	it?”	Carol	asked	excitedly.	

Hattie	laughed,	responding	as	if	she	were	Hy

herself,	“We’ll	see,”	she	said	with	a	wink.	

		

Hy	waved	goodbye	to	the	girls	and	waited	for	the

street	light	to	change	before	inching	the	Ford	out	into

Christmas	traffic,	now	heavy	along	300	South.	He	drove

slowly	looking	for	a	place	to	park.	

He	didn’t	love	shopping,	but	he	did	love	to	see	his

girls	smile.	It	feels	so	good	to	be	able	to	say	yes	this	year,

he	thought	to	himself.	

Spotting	an	empty	slot	along	200	South,	Hy

carefully	pulled	in	and	shut	off	the	engine.	He	stepped

out	into	the	snow	and	put	his	cap	on.	

As	he	walked	the	block	back	towards	Auerbachs

he	reflected	on	how	far	he’d	come	providing	for	his	large

family.	

First	he’d	helped	with	the	Brady	Brothers	Dairy,

then	they’d	sold	ice	from	the	pond	to	make	ends	meet,

and	finally	he’d	found	a	rhythm	by	starting	his	own

contracting	business	finishing	other	people’s	basements.

We’ve	had	our	ups	and	downs,	but	this	year	is	for

sure	an	up,	Hy	thought	to	himself.	

He	smiled	as	he	pictured	the	trip	he’d	taken	just

a	few	months	back	with	his	brother	Elmo.	They’d	gone
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to	Washington	D.C.	to	visit	his	eldest	son	Peirce,

stopping	on	their	way	back	home	in	Chicago.	

Hy’s	lifelong	dream	had	always	been	to	see	the

Yankees	play	the	White	Sox.	Chicago	was	where	he

made	it	happen.	I	want	to	make	their	dreams	come	true

just	the	way	I	made	mine,	he	told	himself.	

Hy	opened	the	door	to	Auerbachs	and

immediately	noticed	the	sign	for	the	drawing.	It	seemed

a	little	out	of	place	with	all	the	Christmas	decor,	but	his

interest	was	piqued.	

I	guess	every	princess	wants	a	pony,	Hy	chuckled

to	himself	as	he	read	the	giveaway	rules.	

“Once	the	winner	is	notified,	an	official	inspection

of	the	proposed	living	quarters	must	be	completed	to

determine	winner	eligibility,”	the	rules	stated.	

The	pony	would	have	plenty	of	room	to	run,	Hy

assured	himself	as	he	dropped	a	number	into	the	bucket

for	each	of	his	children	remaining	at	home.	

Besides	the	property	their	home	sat	on,	Hy

owned	an	additional	10	acres	of	land	up	Milne	Lane.

He’d	always	wanted	to	build	a	track	there,	but	had

never	been	able	to	afford	the	horse	to	race	on	it.	

“What	a	Christmas	surprise	this	would	be,”	he

said	quietly	to	himself	as	he	dropped	the	last	number

into	the	bucket.	

	 “Excuse	me,”	Hy	said	to	the	elevator	girl	politely,

“Which	floor	is	the	Crystal	room	on?”	

		

Carol	felt	Calvin’s	cold	hands	on	her	arm

awakening	her	Christmas	morning.	“Get	up	Pat!”	he

said	excitedly.	

Carol	quickly	turned	to	wake	Melba	and	Raeola

who	were	still	asleep	next	to	her.	“Merry	Christmas!”

she	said	shaking	her	sisters	thoroughly.
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The	older	kids	didn’t	seem	to	be	half	as	excited	as

she	and	Cal	and	Harvey	were	this	Christmas,	but	they

all	obediently	awoke.	

The	trio	raced	into	the	living	room.	Carol

scanned	the	presents	under	the	tree	searching	for	an

Auerbachs	box.	Her	face	lit	up	when	she	spotted	a	large

one	with	the	exact	cursive	font	she	was	looking	for.	

She	immediately	reached	down	to	check	the	gift

tag.	“Raeola”	it	read.	Her	heart	sank.	Of	course	she

would	get	that	beautiful	dress,	Carol	pouted	to	herself.	

“Harvey,	this	one	is	yours!”	Calvin	said	excitedly,

passing	a	present	to	his	brother.	

Carol	took	a	deep	breath,	again	looking	around

the	tree.	“It	must	be	here.	Father	promised,”	she	said

quietly	to	herself,	as	if	stating	it	out	loud	would	make	it

true.	

As	she	searched,	her	siblings	filed	into	the	living

room,	Hattie	and	Hy	arriving	last.	

“Attention	everyone,”	Hy	said	with	a	mischievous

smile.	“This	year	we’ll	be	breaking	tradition	and

opening	presents	oldest	to	youngest.”	

Calvin	immediately	protested.	“But	dad!”	he

complained.	Hy	cut	him	off.	“Afton,	you	go	first.”	

Carol	frowned	as	her	older	siblings	began	to	open

their	presents.	Not	only	was	she	not	holding	an

Auerbach’s	box	in	her	hand,	but	she	had	to	watch

Raeola	open	hers	first.

“Oh	father,	mother,	thank	you!”	Raeola	exclaimed

as	she	tossed	the	tissue	paper	out	of	the	box	and	lifted

the	silk	dress	up	against	her	trim	frame.	“It’s	exactly

what	I	wanted.”	

“Of	course	dear,”	Hattie	said	with	a	smile	passing

Ralph	large	package.	“I	bet	I	know	what	this	is!”	he	said

grinning,	holding	the	package	sideways	as	if	he	already
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knew	there	was	a	guitar	inside.	

Hy	handed	Melba	a	tiny	Auerbach’s	box.	Carol

had	noticed	it	during	her	search	but	knew	her	coat

wouldn’t	have	fit	inside.	Hattie	gave	Melvin	a	small	box

as	well.	

“A	locket!”	Melba	announced.	“Mine	better	not	be

one	of	those	too,”	Melvin	joked	opening	up	a	pocket

knife.	

“It’s	my	turn,”	Carol	said	raising	her	arms	as	if	to

question	where	her	present	was.	

Ignoring	Carol’s	declaration,	Hy	handed	a

package	to	Calvin.	

Carol	glared	at	Calvin,	protesting	in	her	mind

that	she	had	in	fact	been	born	first	and	was	therefore

older,	but	she	held	her	tongue	not	wanting	to	disobey

father.	Instead	she	peered	over	Calvin’s	shoulder

curious	to	see	what	he’d	been	given.	

She	was	caught	off	guard	when	she	then	heard

Hy	say	“Harvey,	you’re	next.”	

Without	questioning	Harvey	ripped	open	his

present.	Carol	felt	her	eyes	wet	with	hot	tears.

Embarrassed,	she	turned	away.	

“Carol,”	Hy	said	affectedly	placing	his	hand	on

her	shoulder.	“I	saved	you	for	last	on	purpose,”	he	said

turning	her	to	face	him.	

All	eyes	were	now	on	Carol.	“I	did	get	you

something	from	Auerbachs”	he	teased,	“but	they	said	it

couldn’t	be	gift	wrapped.”	

Carol	looked	him	squarely	in	the	eye,	confused.

“But	the	coat,”	she	started	to	say.	

Hy	interrupted	her.	“Put	your	boots	on	and	follow

me,”	he	said	turning	to	exit	the	room.	

Carol	obeyed,	quickly	putting	on	her	boots	while

the	others	scrambled	to	find	theirs	not	wanting	to	be
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left	out	on	this	surprise.	

Hy	led	Carol	out	back	towards	the	barn.	They

had	a	special	relationship	and	Carol	trusted	him

implicitly.	It	was	a	path	they’d	walked	together	many

times	as	she’d	helped	him	milk	cows	while	the	boys

worked	out	in	the	field.	She	was	grateful	to	have	that

chore,	especially	in	the	winter	times	because	the	cow’s

udders	kept	her	hands	warm.	

Hy	always	let	her	drink	from	the	bucket,	fresh

cream	straight	off	the	top.	It	was	their	little	secret	he’d

always	say.	

Carol	smiled	at	the	thought	of	warm	cream,

wrapping	her	arms	around	herself	to	combat	the	chill.	I

sure	wish	he’d	told	me	to	grab	my	coat,”	she	thought.	

Hy	opened	the	barn	door.	Carol	looked	inside	a

bit	confused	why	her	gift	would	be	in	there.	

She	gasped	when	she	saw	the	little	horse.	The

pony	was	brown	with	a	white	patch	on	its	face	and	a	big

red	bow	tied	around	its	mane.	

“Merry	Christmas!”	Hy	said	proudly,	hugging

Carol	tightly.	

“What?”	Carol	responded,	almost	speechless.	She

was	so	confused.	

She’d	always	wanted	a	horse	but	knew	with	her

family’s	limited	finances	it	was	never	on	the	table.	

“This	is	the	year	I	wanted	to	make	all	your

dreams	come	true,”	Hy	said,	pulling	a	large	box	out

from	behind	the	little	horse.	

“Here,”	he	said	handing	her	the	box.	“You	might

need	this	to	go	for	a	ride	today.”	

Carol	felt	a	little	weak	in	the	knees	as	she	saw

the	cursive	font	and	gift	tag	that	read	“Pat”.		

“Oh	Papa!”	she	exclaimed	throwing	her	arms

around	his	neck.	“I	don’t	even	know	what	to	say!”
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Hy	smiled	and	simply	asked,	“Well	what	are	you

going	to	name	her?”	

“Name	her?”	Carol	questioned,	thinking	it	odd	he

suggest	naming	the	coat.	

“The	pony	Carol,	what	are	you	going	to	name	the

pony?”	

Carol	laughed	realizing	she’d	forgotten	the	little

horse	standing	patiently	next	to	her.	She	paused	for	a

minute	and	then	excitedly	exclaimed,	“Patsy!”	

Like	her	new	coat,	the	name	just	fit.	

		

		

--------------	

		

Carol	did	in	fact	win	a	horse	from	Auerbachs

after	Hy	entered	all	of	his	kids	in	the	drawing.	

I	couldn’t	uncover	the	details	about	how	she

found	out	she’d	won,	if	she	knew	he’d	entered	her,	or

when	exactly	the	2-year-old	pony	was	delivered,	etc.	so

the	majority	of	this	story	is	fiction	but	based	around

many	different	facts	including	the	Auerbach	shopping

experience	which	is	well	documented	online.	

The	Brady	property	was	actually	verified	and

found	more	than	acceptable	to	house	the	horse.	

Winning	the	horse	made	Carol’s	older	siblings

crazy	jealous,	though	the	worst	part	wasn’t	that	Carol

had	the	horse,	it	was	that	they	were	too	big	to	ride	it.	

Carol	was	just	a	little	taller	than	the	pony.	And

while	she	did	ride	Patsy	often,	it	was	her	younger

brother	Harvey	who	fit	perfectly	and	rode	the	horse

constantly,	including	racing	Pat	(Though	its	full	name

was	Patsy	like	Carol,	they	both	went	by	Pat).	

Carol’s	dad	built	a	race	track	on	their	property

for	Harvey	to	practice	on.	For	its	size,	the	horse	was
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incredibly	fast.	

Pat	the	horse	gained	a	loyal	following	at	the

horse	races	and	watchers	would	often	chant	for	“Brady’s

Horse”	to	win.	

Pat	was	a	smart	horse	and	knew	where	home

was.	Once	when	Carol	was	riding	Pat,	she	decided	to

head	to	her	friend	Colleen’s	house.	

Carol	had	Pat	going	in	a	full	out	run,	but	when

they	got	to	the	turn	off	for	Carol’s	house	rather	than

continuing	on	to	Colleen’s	as	Carol	planned,	the	horse

instinctively	turned	up	the	road	towards	home.	

Carol’s	body	kept	going	towards	Colleen’s,

causing	her	to	fly	off	Pat	and	land	squarely	on	her	nose.
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Harvey	on	Pat	the	horse.

Pat	the	horse	with	Carol	and	siblings.
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Hy	in	his	model-T	car.

Hy	visiting	Peirce	in	Washington	D.C.
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Inside	Auerbach's,	once	one	of	Utah's	premier	shopping	experiences.

Ralph's	guitar,	which	the	family	still	has	possession	of	today.
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1947
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today's	paper

Carol	squealed	a	little	as	she	excitedly	opened	up

the	Murray	Sentinel,	quickly	riffling	through	the	pages

until	she	saw	her	red	lipstick	smile	sandwiched	between

the	Queen	&	Fairy	Princess.	

“Mother	come	see!”	she	said	excitedly.	

“Give	me	that	paper,”	Hattie	responded,	reaching

out	to	take	the	Sentinel	from	Carol.	

She	adjusted	her	reading	glasses	and	began	to

read	in	an	official	sounding	voice,	“Union	Selects	Three

for	Fete	Royalty.”	

Hattie	peaked	over	the	edge	of	the	paper	to	see

Carol’s	expression.	Carol	exchanged	an	excited	glance

with	her	mother	and	urged	her	to	continue	reading.	

“UNION	—	Personality	and	beauty	triumphed

Tuesday	evening	as	two	weeks	of	voting	by	Union

residents	named	three	as	the	favorite	girls	of	the

community,	giving	them	title	to	reign	over	the	annual

‘Union	Fort	Days’	celebration	July	3	and	4	as	queen,

princess	and	fairy	princess.	

High	honors	went	to	16-year-old	Utahna	Myrtle

Carlson	as	Tuesday's	official	tabulation	of	votes	named

her	queen.	

Accompanying	Miss	Carlson	as	she	rides	the

royal	float	in	the	Fort	Days	parade	Friday	will	be	Carol

Brady,	15,	Princess,	and	8-year-old	Beth	Pioctor,
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representing	the	younger	set,	as	fairy	princess.	

Barbara	McCormick	and	Blanch	Newbold	were

named	to	aid	Miss	Carlson	as	attendants	throughout

the	celebration,	while	Betty	Nickle	and	Sharon	Denney

will	attend	Miss	Brady.	 Three-year-olds	Kenneth	Carl

Nix	and	Sydney	Ann	Samuelson	will	aid	the	fairy

princess	as	male	and	female	attendants.	

The	holiday	celebration	will	open	Thursday	with

children’s	games	and	concessions	at	2	p.m.,	followed	by

the	dedication	of	the	Union	Fort	monument	and	plaque

by	George	Albert	Smith,	president	of	the	Church	of

Jesus	Christ	of	Latter-day	Saints,	and	a	dance	and

coronation	of	the	royal	family	in	the	evening.		

Friday’s	celebration	will	be	opened	with	an	old-

fashioned	day	break	salute	to	awaken	all	Union

residents,	followed	by	a	sunrise	flag-raising	ceremony

by	the	Union	Post	American	Legion.	

The	parade	is	scheduled	to	begin	under	the

sponsorship	of	the	American	Legion,	the	Daughters	of

Utah	Pioneers	and	the	Union	Lions	Club,	and	will	be

highlighted	by	the	queen	float	and	the	honored

maidens.	

‘Union's	contribution	to	the	history	of	Utah’	will

be	the	theme	of	the	Union	Centennial	program	at	11

a.m.	

After	an	afternoon	of	athletic	events	and	novelty

activities,	all	attendants	will	adjourn	to	a	program	of

horsemanship	and	horse	races	at	the	Union	race	track.	

A	community	dance	Friday	evening	will

culminate	the	two-day	celebration	and	homecoming	for

all	former	Union	residents.”	

“A	dance	and	coronation	of	the	royal	family,”

Carol	repeated	aloud.	“A	r-o-y-a-l	coronation.	Can	you
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even	imagine!?”	she	said	to	her	mother	as	if	on	cloud

nine.	

“We	have	to	finish	my	dress	today!”	Carol

exclained.

“We	will,”	Hattie	assured	her.	“All	I	have	left	is	to

set	the	sleeve.	Why	don’t	you	come	try	it	on	right	now

and	I	can	finish	that	up,”	Hattie	suggested.	

Carol	slipped	into	the	white	gown,	noting	the

hand	crocheted	work	that	her	mother	had	done	to

emphasize	the	neckline	and	waist.	

“There	will	be	more	crocheting	around	the	edge

of	the	puffs,”	her	mother	assured	her	as	she	began	to

pin	the	sleeve	on.	

Carol	truly	felt	like	a	princess	in	the	dress.	The

fabric	was	soft	and	flowed	gently.	She	wasn’t	sure	what

shoes	she	would	wear	with	it	yet,	but	she	figured	it

didn’t	matter	much	since	the	dress	touched	the	floor.	

“I	can’t	believe	I	won,”	she	told	her	mother.	

Hattie	shot	her	a	look	as	if	to	say	“how	could	you

not	have	won?”	

Carol’s	father	Hy	was	now	a	chartered	member

of	the	Union	Lions	Club,	the	same	club	which	had

founded	Union	Fort	Days.	

“I	did	have	to	work	hard	to	sell	votes,”	Carol

reminded	her	mother.	

Votes	had	been	sold	for	one	cent	each,	with	ballot

boxes	placed	in	local	businesses	and	other	popular

public	locations	making	it	easy	for	people	to	vote	for

their	favorites.	

This	year’s	celebration	would	be	bigger	and

better	than	ever.	It’d	been	exactly	100	years	since	the

pioneers	first	entered	the	Salt	Lake	Valley.	

Carol	had	several	pioneer	ancestors	on	both	her

Brady	and	Peirce	sides	of	the	family.	Thus	her	father
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had	declared	her	a	“very	fitting	choice”	to	reign	over	the

centennial	celebration.	And	so	at	his	encouragement,

she’d	entered.	

“I	can’t	wait	to	see	the	float	we	get	to	ride	on,”

Carol	told	her	mother.	“I’ve	heard	it’s	brand	new.”	

Her	mother	nodded	in	response,	motioning	for

Carol	to	slip	carefully	out	of	the	dress	as	the	sleeves

were	now	full	of	pins.	

“And	I’m	going	to	wear	my	new	white	sun	hat	to

the	horse	races	on	Friday,”	Carol	said,	then	added

without	taking	a	breath,	“I	just	can’t	wait	to	cheer	for

Harvey	and	Pat.	They	simply	must	win!”	

Hattie	again	nodded	in	response	to	Carol’s	non-

stop	chatter.	She	knew	it	came	with	the	15-year-old

territory.	

Though	her	house	had	once	been	filled	to	the

brim	with	children,	adulthood	and	death	had	one	by	one

taken	them	from	her,	so	Hattie	was	happy	to	be	living

in	this	moment	with	Carol.	

As	she	sewed	her	mind	drifted	back	to	another

white	dress	she’d	once	made—for	baby	Geraldine.	

All	I	have	left	of	her	are	the	pictures	on	the	porch,

she	thought.	Hattie	felt	her	eyes	wet	and	begin	to	burn.

She	held	back	tears	as	she	recalled	the	dreadful	day

when	Geraldine	had	drown	in	the	canal	just	behind

their	home.	

I	can’t	go	there	today,	she	thought	to	herself.	This

is	a	happy	time	and	I	know	I’ll	hold	her	again	in	my

arms.	

Hattie	recomposed	herself,	finished	up	the	sleeve,

then	called	for	Carol.	

“There.	That	should	do	it,”	Hattie	said	handing

the	finished	dress	to	Carol.	“Make	sure	they	don’t

damage	your	dress	when	they	pin	the	corsage	on.”
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Carol	nodded	as	if	she’d	already	considered	that.

It	was	tradition	for	the	queens	and	princesses	to	wear	a

large	floral	piece	on	their	dress	bodices	to	set	them

apart	as	the	winners.	

Carol	couldn’t	wait	for	tomorrow	to	come.	She

was	about	to	leave	the	room	when	she	stopped	and

noticed	her	mother’s	sudden	sullen	mood.	

“Is	something	wrong	mother?”	Carol	asked.	

“No,”	Hattie	assured	her.	“I	was	just	thinking

about	the	blessing	dress	I	sewed	for	Geraldine.	And

well,	you	know	how	hard	it	still	is	for	me	to	think	that

Ralph	is	gone	too.”	

Carol	nodded.	Her	own	feelings	for	Ralph	were

tender,	but	like	her	mother,	she	didn’t	want	to	go	there

today.	Carol	breathed	in	deeply,	then	reached	out	to

touch	Hattie’s	hand	assuring	her	she	understood.	

“Pat!	Where	are	you?”	Melba’s	voice	interrupted

the	moment,	both	mother	and	daughter	grateful	for	the

interruption.	

“I’m	in	here,”	Carol	replied.	

Melba	stepped	into	the	room	reaching	towards

Carol’s	dress.	“Well!	Let’s	see	it	on	you,”	she	excitedly

said	to	Carol.	Carol	grinned	and	the	two	sisters

disappeared	into	their	bedroom.	

Hattie	smiled	to	herself	realizing	how	very

blessed	she	was	despite	the	hard	times	their	family	had

had	in	the	last	two	decades.	

I	am	a	daughter	of	Utah	pioneers,	she	reminded

herself.	I	can	do	hard	things	and	raise	princesses	all	at

the	same	time—even	if	they	do	make	them	run	around	in

bathing	suits,	she	laughed	to	herself	returning	again	to

the	day’s	paper	which	featured	a	photo	of	Carol	and

three	other	girls	in	their	bathing	suits,	huddled	around

a	fire.
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The	things	we	do	for	beauty,	Hattie	sighed	to

herself,	calling	to	her	husband.	

“Hy,	have	you	seen	Carol	in	today’s	paper?”	

--------------

Hattie	had	several	pioneer	ancestors.	Below	is

the	story	of	the	first	in	her	direct	maternal	line	to	join

the	church	and	move	west:

Elizabeth	Ann	Collins	was	born	May	1,	1809	in

Ireland	to	Barney	Collins	and	Elizabeth	Farrel.	At	age

five	Elizabeth	moved	with	her	parents	to	Scotland.	

At	age	22	she	married	William	McGhie	Senior.

They	had	8	children,	only	3	of	which	lived	to	maturity.

Elizabeth	spent	her	time	taking	care	of	her	family	while

William	earned	the	living	working	in	the	pit	mine	in

Scotland.	

	 When	they	were	in	Glasgow,	the	McGhies	heard

the	true	gospel	as	it	was	explained	by	missionaries	from

the	Church	of	Jesus	Christ	of	Latter-day	Saints.	They

believed	the	message	and	were	converted	and	baptized

in	1843.	Their	children	William	Jr.	and	Elizabeth	were

also	baptized	in	1843,	with	Agnes	following	their

example	in	1852	when	she	turned	eight.	

	 They	had	great	faith	in	the	new	religion	which

they	had	embraced.	They	were	active	in	the	Dalby

Branch	in	Glasgow.	They	were	kind	to	the	missionaries

and	furnished	them	food	and	lodging	whenever

possible.	One	of	these	men	was	Elder	Matthew	Rowan,

also	of	Scotland.	He	became	a	very	good	friend	of	the

McGhie	family.	

	 When	William	was	called	on	a	mission	to

England	he	met	up	with	Elder	Rowan	again,	who	was
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presiding	over	the	Sheffield	Branch	there.	William	and

Elder	Rowan	became	great	friends	and	Rowan’s	plans	to

immigrate	to	Utah	no	doubt	influenced	William's

decision	to	make	the	move	as	well.	The	two	men

continued	their	friendship	in	Utah.	

	 In	1854,	a	friend	of	Elizabeth’s	parents,	Thomas

Boam,	asked	if	they	all	wanted	to	go	to	Utah.	He	would

pay	their	way.	Thomas	Boam,	then	52	years	old,	was

the	only	one	of	his	family	to	accept	the	gospel.	He	had

been	married	twice.	His	first	wife	died	after	5	years	of

marriage.	He	and	his	second	wife	Ann	Holt	had	6

children.	Ann	and	all	of	her	children	died	within	a

twelve	year	period	leaving	him	single	and	alone	once

again.	

	 Thomas	had	many	homes	and	coal	mines	which

he	sold	to	pay	the	way	of	his	fellow	saints	to	Zion.	On

February	22,	1854,	William	and	Elizabeth	Collins

McGhie,	their	son	William	and	his	family,	and

daughters	Elizabeth,	22,	and	Agnes,	10	years	old,

boarded	the	ship	Windermere.	Daniel	Garn	was	the

leader	of	the	477	saints	on	board.	

	 Right	from	the	first	the	water	was	rough	and	the

people	were	very	seasick.	Then	on	the	morning	of

March	12th	an	exceedingly	fierce	storm	arose.	The

masts	cracked	and	many	of	the	sails	were	cut	to	pieces.

The	captain	of	the	Windermere,	Captain	Fairfield,

expressed	fears	that	the	ship	could	not	stand	so	heavy	a

sea.	

In	speaking	with	Daniel	Garn,	president	of	the

saints	on	board,	he	said,	"I’m	afraid	the	ship	cannot

stand	this	storm,	Mr.	Garn.	If	there	be	a	God,	as	your

people	say	there	is,	you	had	better	talk	to	Him	if	He	will

hear	you.	I	have	done	all	that	I	can	for	the	ship	and	I’m

afraid	that	it	will	go	down."
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	 Elder	Garn	went	to	the	elders	who	presided	over

the	nine	wards	in	the	ship	and	requested	them	to	get	all

the	saints	on	board	to	fast	and	pray	that	they	might	be

delivered	from	destruction.	The	Lord	heard	their

prayers	and	their	lives	and	the	ship	were	spared	in

spite	of	the	wicked	fury	of	the	storm.	

	 Elizabeth	was	appointed	a	nurse	on	the	ship

when	black	diphtheria	broke	out	and	many	died	and

were	buried	at	sea.	Smallpox	also	broke	out	on	the	ship

and	raged	until	April	23rd,	when	they	landed	at	New

Orleans.	Here,	those	with	the	worst	cases	of	the

dreaded	disease	were	taken	to	the	hospital.	The	rest	of

the	company	continued	from	New	Orleans	on	the

steamboat	Grand	Tower	arriving	in	St.	Louis	a	few	days

later.	They	then	traveled	to	Kansas	City.	

The	McGhie	families	were	happy	to	be	this	far

along	on	their	journey.	Their	faith	had	certainly	been

put	to	the	test.	While	on	the	boat,	William	&	Elizabeth’s

daughter	Elizabeth	was	courted	by	Thomas	Boam,	a

man	30	years	her	senior.	She	consented	to	become	his

wife	and	they	were	married	in	St.	Louis,	May	15,	1854

by	Elder	Orson	Pratt.	

It	seems	that	Mr.	Boam	was	a	man	of	some

means	because	he	financed	the	trip	for	21	people.	It	was

the	agreement	that	they	were	to	pay	him	back	when

they	arrived	in	the	Salt	Lake	Valley.	

When	Thomas	was	ready	to	purchase	his	own

outfit	by	which	he	and	his	new	wife	could	commence

their	honeymoon	trip	across	the	plains,	he	found	that	he

had	been	too	liberal	with	his	means	to	his	friends,	to

the	extent	that	he	had	to	borrow	money	from	a	lady	in

St.	Louis	in	order	to	get	a	wagon,	oxen	and	provisions

for	his	own	journey.	

	 The	McGhies	and	Boams	were	part	of	the	Daniel
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Garn	Company	as	they	left	Kansas	City,	Missouri	July

2,	1854.	There	were	447	people	and	40	wagons	in	this

company.	The	wagons	hauled	their	tents	and	provisions

but	the	people	were	obliged	to	walk	most	of	the	way.	It

was	October	1st	when	they	finally	arrived	at	their

destination,	the	great	city	of	Salt	Lake.	

	 President	Brigham	Young	sent	the	McGhie

families	and	Thomas	and	Elizabeth	Boam	to	Mill	Creek

to	make	their	homes	in	a	little	independent	settlement

in	the	east	part	of	the	city	between	Parleys	and	Big

Cottonwood	Canyons.	They	settled	along	Big

Cottonwood	Creek	about	48th	South	and	15th	East	in

Murray,	Utah.	This	area	contained	some	of	the	best	and

most	productive	land	in	Utah.	They	took	up	squatters’

rights	on	some	of	this	land	and	built	log	cabins	and

cultivated	it.	

	 Elizabeth	had	a	knack	as	a	home	maker	and	she

soon	made	her	little	cabin	a	very	comfortable	place	to

live.	She	obtained	some	work	in	the	home	of	one	of

Bishop	Ruben	Miller’s	wives	(Ruben	is	my	husband

Jordan's	great-great-great	grandfather).	William	had

taught	school	in	England	so	he	taught	for	a	while	in

Mill	Creek.	He	was	also	Justice	of	the	Peace	at	one

time.	

	 After	a	while,	with	all	the	hardships,	William	got

discouraged	and	left	his	wife	and	their	daughter,	Agnes,

with	their	other	daughter,	Elizabeth,	and	her	husband

Thomas	Boam.	He	went	back	to	Scotland	but	his	friends

all	deserted	him	for	joining	the	church.	He	couldn’t	get

his	job	back	as	a	minister.	He	fretted	for	his	wife	he	left

in	America	who	he	loved	so	dearly.	So	he	came	back	to

her,	but	lived	only	a	short	time.	

	 He	died	of	asthma,	May	17,	1866	at	age	55.	He	is

buried	in	the	Salt	Lake	City	Cemetery.
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	 Elizabeth	Collins	McGhie	continued	on	without

him,	living	at	her	Mill	Creek	home	until	April	24,	1897,

when	she	died	at	the	age	of	88	years.	She	had	been	a

widow	for	31	years.	

	 Elizabeth	McGhie	Boam’s	daughter	Agnes	Boam

is	Hattie’s	mother.	She	married	Thomas	Harvey	Peirce

on	November	23,	1882.	They	had	9	children.	Agnes	died

of	breast	cancer	at	age	48	when	Hattie	was	only	18.
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Paper	clipping	Hattie	saved	of	Carol's	1947	reign.
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Side	view	of	Carol's	float.

Front	view	of	Carol's	float.
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Geraldine	at	6	months	old	on	the	front	porch.
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Hattie	and	other	members	of	the	Daughter's	of	Utah	Pioneers

dressed	as	pioneer	women.

Hattie	&	Hy
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Elizabeth	Ann	Collins,	my	great,	great,	great,	great	grandmother	was

the	first	in	my	maternal	line	to	join	the	church.	She	immigrated	to

Utah	to	join	the	saints	there.

The	Elizabeth	McGhie	&	Thomas	Boam	Family.	Agnes	(Hattie's

mom)		is	pictured	in	the	top	right	corner.	Elizabeth	front	row,	just

right	of	the	little	girl.	



	93	

1948
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first	sight

Carol	stepped	up	onto	the	bus	platform	in	her

pink	saddle	shoes,	paid	her	fare,	found	a	seat	near	the

front	of	the	bus	and	then	pulled	out	a	book	to	read.	

It	was	a	routine	she	knew	so	well.	She’d	take	the

bus	from	her	home	in	Union	to	Sugarhouse,	where	she

cleaned	for	Mammie	Crezee	on	the	weekends.	

Of	course	her	real	name	wasn’t	Mammie-it	was

Cynthia—but	everyone	else	called	her	Mammie	so	Carol

did	the	same.	

Besides,	she’d	never	met	either	of	her	own

grandmothers	as	both	Della	and	Agnes	had	died	before

she	was	born	so	it	felt	nice	to	have	a	“mammie”	around.	

Carol	tried	to	focus	on	the	book	she’d	brought,	but

it	wasn’t	holding	her	attention	the	way	most	books	do.

She	loved	to	read,	but	today	her	mind	was	simply

distracted.	

She	looked	out	the	window	watching	the	traffic

pass	by.	Her	thoughts	drifted	to	last	week’s	conversation

with	Mammie.	

“So	are	you	dating	anyone	right	now?”	Mammie

had	asked.	

Of	course	she	was,	Carol	thought.	It	seemed	like

she	almost	always	had	a	boy.	Some	were	her	steady,

others	just	a	date.	Calvin	had	once	called	her	forward,

but	Carol	preferred	the	term	outgoing.	Either	way,

Eldon	was	nice	and	they’d	been	going	steady	for	a	few
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months	now.	

Carol	had	started	to	tell	Mammie	all	about	him

when	Mammie	cut	her	short.	

“Well,	I’ve	got	a	grandson	I’d	like	you	to	meet,”

she’d	interjected.	

Carol	hadn’t	even	known	how	to	respond.	She	did

really	like	Eldon,	but	she	had	to	admit	her	interest	was

sparked	when	Mammie	mentioned	her	grandson	was	a

marine	who’d	recently	returned	from	serving	as	part	of

the	Black	Sheep	Squadron.					

		

Carol	stepped	off	the	bus	and	adjusted	her

bandana.	Though	she	normally	wore	dresses	or	skirts,

she	certainly	didn’t	work	in	them—cleaning	called	for	a

t-shirt,	trousers,	and	something	to	keep	her	dark	hair	in

place.	

Today	she	didn’t	even	have	lipstick	on.	It	was

Saturday.	And	she	was	grateful	to	have	a	break	from

the	new	hustle	that	was	becoming	her	senior	year	at

Jordan	High	School.	

She	was	just	starting	her	twirling	season	and

though	she	was	a	proud	Beetdigger	drum	majorette,	it

was	a	lot	to	juggle	all	of	the	parades,	pep	rallies,

football	games	and	everywhere	else	she	accompanied

the	band	and	cheer	squad	to.	

Carol	knocked	on	Mammie’s	door	and	was	soon

greeted	by	her	kind	smile.	

While	cleaning,	Carol	had	seen	pictures	of

Mammie	around	the	house	taken	when	Mammie	was

younger.	She’d	once	had	curly	dark	hair,	a	shade	similar

to	Carol’s	own,	but	her	dark	curls	had	grayed	with	time.

“Why	don’t	you	start	with	the	kitchen	floor

today?”	Mammie	directed	once	they’d	exchanged	the

usual	pleasantries.
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Carol	filled	a	bucket	with	hot	soapy	water	then

got	down	on	her	hands	and	knees	and	started	scrubbing

away.	

I	wonder	where	Eldon	will	take	me	dancing

tonight?	I	hope	its	downtown	to	the	Rainbow	Gardens,

Carol	thought	to	herself	while	she	worked.	

But	her	thoughts	of	Eldon	were	soon	interrupted

by	Mammie’s	voice.	

“Carol,	I	have	someone	here	I’d	like	to	introduce

you	to.”	

Carol	immediately	stopped	scrubbing,	sat	up	a

bit	and	turned	towards	the	living	room	where	Mammie

had	called	from.	There	standing	in	the	doorway	was	the

most	handsome,	tall,	dark	wavy	haired	Marine	she’d

ever	seen.	

Her	heart	immediately	started	pounding	and	she

felt	her	face	flush.	She	put	her	hand	to	her	cheek,

completely	embarrassed	with	the	thought	of	how	she

must	look	in	her	old	Beetdigger	t-shirt	and	un-lady-like

trousers.	

“Carol,”	Mammie	explained,	“This	is	Dale

Baldwin,	the	grandson	I’ve	been	telling	you	about.”		

		

Carol	ran	from	the	bus	stop	towards	home.	She

couldn’t	wait	to	stop	by	her	best	friend’s	house	on	the

way.	

The	butterflies	were	still	swirling	in	her	stomach

when	she	finally	made	it	to	Colleen’s.	

“Good	night	Colleen,	I’m	telling	you	I	wanted	to

melt	right	into	that	floor	when	I	saw	him,”	Carol	said.

“To	think	of	what	I	was	wearing,	how	I	looked...	It	was

simply	a	disaster.”	

Colleen	laughed.	“Oh	Carol,	I’m	sure	it	wasn’t

that	bad.”
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Carol	shrugged	her	shoulders	in	response	then

questioned	out	loud,	though	more	to	herself,	“I	wonder

if	he	will	call	on	me?”	

Colleen	giggled	and	then	gasped	as	if	she	was

just	adding	things	up	in	her	mind	for	the	first	time.	But

Carol,	“What	are	you	going	to	do	about	Eldon?”	

What	was	she	going	to	do?	Carol	asked	herself.	

“I	don’t	know	yet,”	Carol	told	Colleen.	But	as	she

walked	home,	Eldon	was	the	last	thing	on	her	mind.	All

she	could	think	about	were	those	black	curls,	the

twinkle	in	his	big	brown	eyes,	and	how	good	he	looked

in	that	uniform.	

Dale	Claude	Baldwin.	Carol	repeated	his	name

in	her	mind,	a	smile	automatically	crossing	her	lips.

She	then	laughed	at	herself	recalling	all	the	many

times	she’d	scoffed	at	her	friends	when	they’d	claimed

“love	at	first	sight.”	

Who’s	laughing	now?	she	thought	as	she	silently

mouthed	her	name	with	his.	Carol	Brady	Baldwin,	the

wife	of	a	marine.	

She	was	getting	ahead	of	herself,	but	then	she

was	also	sure	Mammie	would	agree.	It	does	have	a	nice

ring	to	it!	

		

		

--------------	

		

“Mammie”	in	Dutch	means	“Mom”.	Cynthia

Eleanor	Bowen	married	Peter	Crezee	who	emigrated

with	his	family	at	age	12	from	the	Netherlands	in	the

late	1800’s.	

Because	of	Peter’s	Dutch	heritage,	their	children

were	taught	to	call	their	mom	mammie	and	the	name

stuck	for	all	who	knew	her	(though	in	general,	Cynthia
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only	liked	Peter	to	speak	to	the	children	in	English	even

though	he	spoke	Dutch	and	French	fluently—a	decision

she	later	regretted	in	life).	

Peter,	who	went	by	Pete,	first	met	Cynthia	as	a

child.	He	was	working	for	Cynthia's	father	on	the

Bowen	farm	in	Beaver	Dam,	Utah	when	one	day	he	saw

a	girl	in	distress	on	top	of	the	barn.	

She	had	caught	her	red	pantaloons	on	a	nail	and

couldn't	get	loose.	Seeing	the	problem,	Pete	climbed	up

and	rescued	her.	

When	they	got	down	to	the	ground,	Pete	told

Cynthia	he	was	going	to	marry	her	someday.	She

slapped	his	face	and	stuck	her	tongue	out	at	him.	At

this	time	Peter	was	14	and	Cynthia	was	9	years	old.	

When	they	were	old	enough	to	go	to	dances	in

Mendon,	and	all	the	other	towns	around	Beaver	Dam,

Pete	would	take	Cynthia's	girlfriends	out	to	make	her

jealous	and	he	succeeded.	

Cynthia	was	usually	in	the	same	crowd	with

another	fellow,	but	she	would	manage	to	stick	Pete	with

her	hat	pin	or	whatever	she	could	find.	Pete	enjoyed	her

jealous	reactions.	

Finally	Cynthia	attended	a	millinery	school	in

Ogden,	where	Pete	was	also	working	so	he	began	to

date	her.	

When	Pete	proposed	to	Cynthia,	she	accepted,

but	her	father	objected.	They	were	married	anyway	on

September	3,	1902	in	Ogden.	On	May	25,	1905,	Peter

and	Cynthia	were	sealed	in	the	Salt	Lake	Temple.	

Pete	was	full	of	pranks,	always	making	jokes	and

whistling	and	singing	as	he	played	or	worked.	

From	his	boyhood,	he	was	a	builder.	At	the	age	of

12,	Pete	built	a	cart	to	carry	his	family’s	belongings	to

the	ship	they	immigrated	to	America	in.
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Whenever	Peter's	mother	would	go	away,	she

never	quite	knew	what	to	expect	when	she	returned

home	because	Peter	was	always	taking	something	apart

to	see	if	he	could	put	it	back	together	again.	

One	time	she	found	the	stove	in	pieces	all	over

the	kitchen	floor.	Another	time	it	was	the	sewing

machine.	Whatever	it	was	he	took	apart,	he	always	put

it	back	together	in	perfect	working	order.	

As	an	adult,	Pete	was	a	carpenter.	He	completely

remodeled	the	home	they	bought	in	Salt	Lake	at	367	E

2100	S	(the	house	where	Carol	worked	and	met	Dale).	

Dale	Claude	Baldwin	(Pete's	grandson,	Carol’s

Dale	and	my	maternal	grandfather)	also	loved	to	make

jokes	and	whistle.	

He	built	his	own	home	at	430	Woodland	Drive	in

Summit	Park,	doing	all	the	work	himself	with	just	the

help	of	his	kids.	

Later	in	life	he	built	a	beautiful	red,	21	foot	wood

ski	boat	in	his	garage	that	was	his	pride	and	joy.	I	loved

to	be	pulled	behind	that	boat	on	a	giant	tube	during	the

summer.	

Dale	spent	many	hours	in	Pete	and	Mammie’s

home	growing	up	and	it’s	fun	to	me	to	note	the

similarities	in	their	personalities	and	carpentry	skills.	

		

I	grew	up	in	Deweyville	which	is	a	neighboring

town	to	Beaver	Dam.	For	a	few	months	when	the

Deweyville	Ward	church	house	was	being	redone,	we

attended	church	in	Beaver	Dam	in	the	beautiful	rock

chapel	there.	

Cynthia	(Mammie)	attended	church	in	that	same

building.	In	fact,	her	father,	Cacey	Potter	Bowen	Jr.,

was	appointed	to	the	committee	that	built	the	chapel,	at

the	time	for	$8,000.
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Cacey	told	the	following	story	(Cynthia	would’ve

been	one	of	the	children	referenced):	

“One	day	while	I	was	busy	hauling	building

material	for	the	rock	chapel,	my	wife	went	down	to	see

her	father	and	left	the	three	children	with	me.	

As	I	was	anxious	to	get	the	building	material,	I

thought	I	could	make	a	trip	for	sand	and	the	children

would	be	all	right.	So	I	got	my	team	and	started	out.	

After	one	of	the	three	miles	was	in	back	of	me,

something	said	to	me,	‘you	better	go	back	home.’	I

stopped	my	team.	Then	I	thought	I	had	imagined	it	and

started	out	again.	The	voice	again	said	‘Go	home.’	

I	turned	around	and	went	home.	I	found	that	the

children	were	playing	in	the	bedroom	and	had	made	a

playhouse	using	the	lamp	light,	which	had	set	the

curtains	on	fire.	

I	got	there	just	in	time.	I	was	thankful—how

thankful—that	I	had	obeyed	that	voice.”				

		

Cacey’s	dad,	Cacey	Potter	Bowen	Sr.,	is	buried	in

the	Deweyville	cemetery.	He	crossed	the	plains	with	his

mother	and	siblings	in	the	Silas	Richards	Company

when	he	was	only	7.	

His	father	Elias	Bowen	helped	build	the	Kirtland

temple	and	died	in	Clay	County	Missouri	from	“the

fever”.	Elias	joined	the	church	in	October	of	1830,	just

three	months	after	the	church	was	officially	organized,

at	the	age	of	21.					

		

When	my	grandpa	Dale	was	8	years	old,	he	went

cherry	picking	and	ate	too	many	cherries	which	led	to

his	appendix	rupturing	(he’d	been	having	stomach

aches	off	and	on	for	quite	a	long	time,	but	the	cherries
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were	the	last	straw).	

After	his	appendix	burst,	the	pain	went	away,	but

soon	he	couldn't	walk	or	straighten	out.	His	parents

took	him	to	LDS	Hospital	and	tests	showed	that	he

needed	an	immediate	operation.	The	doctor	told	his

parents	that	he	probably	wouldn't	make	it.	

His	great-grandfather,	Cacey	Potter	Bowen	Jr.

(Mammie’s	father)	came	to	the	hospital	and

administered	a	priesthood	blessing	to	him.	

After	two	weeks	in	a	coma	he	began	to	recover

and	two	weeks	later	went	home	and	immediately

learned	to	walk	again.	

Of	the	experience	Dale	said,	“I	learned	very	early

in	life	the	very	real	power	of	the	Priesthood	and	how	the

Lord	can	hear	and	answer	prayers.”
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Dale	as	a	boy	with	his	sister	Constance	and	their	great	grandfather

Casey	Potter	Bowen	Jr.
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Cynthia	(mammie)	as	a	child.

Cynthia	on	her	wedding	day	with

husband	Peter	Crezee.

Dale	in	his	uniform. Dale	with	his	parents	and	sister.
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Carol	in	1948	representing	the	American	Legion	at	Girls	State.

She	is	pictured	middle	row	far	left.	
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1948
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i'm	ready

“Get	on	the	bus	already!”	Carol	loudly

proclaimed,	pushing	her	brother	Cal	up	the	steps.	He

was	holding	up	traffic	chatting	with	fellow	cheerleader

Fae	Nelson.	

“Carol,	toss	me	my	baton	will	you?”	Laurene

Mascara	asked	as	Carol	boarded	after	her	twin.	

Carol,	Laurene	and	Emily	Gamangesco	had	been

drum	majorettes	together	for	three	years	now.		They,

along	with	the	rest	of	the	majorettes,	pep	band,	and

cheerleaders	were	headed	to	cheer	on	the	Jordan	High

football	team	who	hoped	to	take	State	for	what	would	be

their	second	time	in	a	row.	

So	far	the	Beetdiggers	had	only	allowed	6	total

points	to	be	scored	against	them	the	entire	season,

including	their	pre-season	games:	Box	Elder	26-0,

Casper	20-0.	Then,	one	by	one,	they’d	crushed	the	entire

Big	Eight	competition	line	up:	West	20-0,	Granite	21-0,

Davis	13-0,	South	14-6,	Provo	35-0.	Today	they	played

the	Carbon	Dinosaurs.	

“Can	you	help	me	get	this	last	button	done	up?”

Laurene	asked	Carol.	

They’d	been	lucky	enough	to	get	new	uniforms	to

twirl	in	this	year	so	the	button	holes	on	the	jackets	were

still	tight.	But	despite	the	few	extra	minutes	it	took	to

get	them	on,	Carol	absolutely	loved	the	new	look.	

Their	old	white	uniforms	were	dated,	generic	and
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well	worn.	The	new	ones	proudly	displayed	their	high

school	colors	of	maroon	and	gray	with	the	Jordan	logo

printed	on	the	back.	

But	her	favorite	part	of	the	whole	ensemble	had

to	be	the	white	leather	boots	with	scalloped	edging	and

big	pearl	buttons.	She	felt	so	feminine	in	them,	yet

strong	at	the	same	time.	

This	year	she	was	the	head	majorette	which	left

her	responsible	for	all	of	the	showy	baton	tricks.	She’d

spent	her	summer	practicing	to	get	them	just	right.	

“You’re	never	going	to	be	able	to	catch	that

behind	your	back	after	throwing	it	so	high,”	Calvin	had

said	to	her	one	day.	But	she’d	proved	him	wrong	right

there	on	the	spot.	

“Okay	everybody,	let’s	quiet	down	for	a	minute,”

Carol	heard	Mr.	Crapo	the	band	leader	say.	“We’ve	got	a

bit	of	a	drive	ahead	of	us	today	to	get	down	to	Carbon,

so	let’s	try	and	keep	things	under	control	please,”	he

said.	

Carol	exchanged	glances	with	Laurene	who	then

pointed	to	Calvin	and	mouthed	“ya	right.”	

Her	twin	was	definitely	full	of	loud	energy,	but

Carol	thought	being	a	cheerleader	channeled	it	well	and

suited	him	perfectly.	

“Now	I’m	not	saying	you	have	to	be	quiet	the

whole	bus	ride,	but	let’s	just	make	sure	we	all	have	a

good	time.	No	funny	business	in	the	back	of	the	bus,”

Mr.	Crapo	continued.	

Carol	felt	the	bus	start	to	pull	out	which	meant

the	football	team	had	just	left.	Their	bus	would	follow

behind.	

“Mr.	Brady,	why	don’t	you	lead	us	in	a	cheer	to

get	this	championship	started?”	Mr.	Crapo	asked.	

Calvin	happily	stood	up,	grinning	ear	to	ear	in
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his	Beetdigger	cheer	sweater	and	started	to	chant:	

“Your	pep!	Your	pep!	You’ve	got	it,	now	keep	it!

Doggone	it,	don’t	lose	it!	Your	pep!	Your	pep!”	

The	other	four	cheerleaders	joined	in,	as	well	as

several	band	members	and	majorettes,	but	not	Carol.

She	didn’t	love	being	loud	and	obnoxious.	Instead	she

sunk	down	in	the	bus	seat	and	pulled	out	the	picture	of

her	now	favorite	marine.	

Laurene	leaned	over	to	take	a	peek.	Carol	quickly

put	the	photo	away.	

She’d	told	her	best	friends	Blanche	Newbold	and

LaMoyne	Ashton	about	Dale,	but	she	wasn’t	ready	for

the	whole	school	to	find	out	and	she	knew	if	Laurene

knew	then	everybody	would.	

“It’s	no	one,”	Carol	said,	answering	Laurene’s

questioning	glance.	

Laurene	shrugged	and	turned	back	to	chat	with

Emily	who	was	seated	across	the	aisle.	Carol	pulled	out

a	book	to	read.	Normally	she	would’ve	been	more	social,

but	with	Dale	on	her	mind,	high	school	was	feeling	a	bit

too	long.			

		

“Everybody	off!”	Mr.	Crapo	ordered.	It	was	time

for	the	big	game.	

Carol	grabbed	her	baton	and	exited	the	bus.

“Good	luck	Pat,”	Calvin	said	to	her	in	passing.	“You

too,”	she	responded.	

For	all	his	goofing	around,	he	really	is	the	best

brother,	Carol	thought	to	herself	watching	Calvin	walk

away.	

She	had	loved	having	him	be	a	part	of	her

majorette	experience.	They’d	been	able	to	attend	all	the

major	events,	including	parades	and	pep	rallies

together	and	it’d	made	it	that	much	better	for	her.
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She	secretly	hoped	he’d	soon	have	eyes	for	her

best	friend	Blanche	because	she	couldn’t	imagine	a

better	set	up	then	having	her	twin	marry	her	best

friend.	

Calvin	had	made	a	comment	once	that	left	her

thinking	it	was	a	possibility,	so	she	was	holding	out

hope	and	already	planning	ways	to	set	them	up	and	get

them	together.	

Carol	stepped	to	the	edge	of	the	field	wanting	to

get	a	feel	for	the	grass	they’d	be	marching	on.	

She	had	a	baton	solo	during	the	halftime	show

today,	so	as	she	rolled	the	baton	through	her	fingers

warming	up,	she	marched	through	the	routine	in	her

head.	

The	band’s	music	would	slowly	build	up	to	her

solo,	and	then	when	all	the	wind	instruments	dropped

out	and	only	a	percussion	cadence	was	left	she	would

toss	the	baton	20	feet	in	the	air	and	catch	it	behind	her

back.	

I	really	have	always	loved	to	dance,	she	thought

to	herself	as	she	walked	through	the	steps	one	more

time.	

Her	parents	had	won	several	dance	competitions

together	in	their	younger	years.	They	were	particularly

good	at	the	waltz.	

Though	her	baton	routines	differed	from

ballroom	dance,	Carol	credited	her	musicality	and

rhythm	to	being	Hattie	&	Hy’s	daughter.	

																

Carol	watched	from	the	stands	as	football	captain

John	Brunetti	walked	out	for	the	coin	toss.	

It	doesn’t	really	matter	who	starts	with	the	ball,

Carol	thought	to	herself.	There’s	no	way	they’re	going	to

beat	us.
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Carol	looked	down	to	the	sideline	where	Calvin

was	cheering.	Her	thoughts	then	jumped	to	Dale	again.	

Calvin	had	met	him	a	few	weekends	ago	and

approved.	This	week,	he’d	even	been	so	bold	to	come

right	out	and	tell	Dale	he	needed	to	come	watch	Carol

perform	tonight.	

Dale	had	really	wanted	to,	but	he	had	a	civil

engineering	mid-term	he	needed	to	study	for	so	they’d

decided	it	was	best	if	he	stay	home	rather	than	making

the	trek	down	to	Carbon	High	in	Emery	County.	

He	promised	to	come	watch	when	she	performed

in	a	few	weeks	on	his	college	turf—at	the	University	of

Utah.	

Thirteen	high	schools	were	combining	to	create	a

massive	band	that	would	then	perform	the	half-time

show	at	the	Utah-Wyoming	football	game.	

Carol	would	again	be	performing	a	solo	during

that	show.	So	really,	even	though	it	was	the	state

championships	tonight,	it	was	that	upcoming

performance	that	she	wanted	desperately	to	nail.	

I	know	Dale	won’t	care	if	I	mess	up,	she	assured

herself	as	her	nerves	started	to	stand	on	edge.	It	was

almost	half	time	now.	I’ve	done	this	routine	hundreds	of

times,	I	can	do	it	tonight.	

"Majorettes.	Places!”	she	heard	Mr.	Crapo	yell.	

Here	goes	nothing,	she	thought	as	she	marched

onto	the	field.	

The	metal	baton	felt	cold	in	her	sweaty	hands	but

she	found	her	opening	spot	on	the	field	and	held	her

head	high	listening	for	the	drum	major’s	whistle	that

said	it	was	time	to	dance.			

		

“You	really	did	nail	it,”	Calvin	said	to	her	when

they	got	home	that	night.
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“It	felt	good,”	Carol	agreed.	

They	were	both	exhausted	but	proud	to	say	that

together	they’d	cheered	home	another	state

championship	for	Jordan	High	School.	The	Dinosaurs

lost	28-0.	

Carol	sat	on	the	side	of	her	bed	anxious	to	get	her

boots	off.	Being	leather,	she	knew	they	would	stretch

with	time,	but	it	was	time	that	she’d	probably	never

spend	in	them.	

Her	upcoming	performance	at	the	U	would	wrap

up	her	high	school	twirling	career	and	she	was	okay

with	that.	

I’m	ready	to	be	done,	she	thought	to	herself

climbing	into	bed.	She	prayed	and	then	closed	her	eyes,

drifting	off	with	the	day’s	final	thought.	

I’m	ready	to	be	Dale’s.				

		

--------------	

		

Calvin	did	go	on	to	marry	Blanche	Newbold	in

1950	in	the	Salt	Lake	Temple,	just	a	year	behind	Carol

and	Dale.	They	moved	to	Lakewood	California	for	four

years	and	then	returned	to	Union	where	Calvin	still

resides	today.	

Calvin	taught	math	for	15	years	at	Brighton

High	School.	My	father,	Calvin	Haymore	Taylor,	was

one	of	his	students.	Calvin	and	Blanche	had	five

children	and	were	active	in	the	church	their	entire

lives.

Blanche	and	Carol	were	best	friends	in	high

school	and	continued	that	closeness	as	sister-in-laws.

Both	women	would	suffer	from	dementia	before	passing

away	less	than	a	year	apart.
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Calvin	and	Carol	
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Carol	as	a	drum	majorette	her	sophomore	year.	
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Marching	Band	yearbook	page	from	Carol's	Junior	year.
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Calvin	as	a	cheerleader	his	senior	year.

Senior	year	as	a	drum	majorette	wearing	the	new	uniforms.
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1948
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all	in

Carol	put	the	sheet	of	paper	between	the	roller

and	paper-table,	rotating	the	roller	knob	counter

clockwise	until	the	sheet	was	just	behind	the	keys.	

She	pushed	the	carriage	all	the	way	to	the	left

and	began	typing:	

“Some	Heavenly	Dates	

I	am	young	and,	well	we'll	leave	it	there,	but

along	with	being	young	you	have	your	dates.	Let	me

relate	a	few	of	my	outstanding	dates	with	a	handsome

fellow	by	the	name	of	Dale	Baldwin.	

Try	hard	for	that	first	date?	Oh	nothing	like	that.

Well	anyway	I	got	it.	

It	was	a	Thursday	night	about	nine	O’clock	when

the	phone	rang	and	my	mother	answered	it.	

Yes,	yes	she	is	here,	just	a	moment.	It	was	for	me,

and	guess	who?	Dale	Baldwin,	the	last	person	in	this

world	I	thought	would	call	me.	

He	asked	me	to	go	to	the	Water	Follies	and	I

accented.	You	didn't	think	I	wouldn't	accept	did	you.	I

lived	in	heaven	until	Saturday	night.	

Dale	was	really	polite	and	nice.	He	bought	a

program	book	of	the	pictures	of	the	actors	in	the	Follies.

We	talked	and	had	a	wonderful	time	at	the	Water

Follies.	After	the	Follies	we	went	to	eat	at	the	new,	and

beautiful,	Beau	Brummel's.
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When	saying	good	night	I	told	him	I	had	a	good

time	and	he	said	"That's	ok.	I'm	glad	you	could	go".	

Yes	that	ended	our	first	and	out	of	this	world

date.	

Just	a	few	of	the	things	that	flash	through	your

mind	after	a	date	are:	did	he	like	me?	Will	he	ever	ask

me	to	go	again?	Did	he	like	me	the	way	I	really	was?	

Yes	I	guess	he	did	because	about	the	next

Thursday	he	called	again.	This	time	we	were	going	to	a

show.	

We	saw	the	one	at	the	Utah,	‘Fury	of	Furnace

Creek’,	and	it	was	a	good	show.	

When	the	show	was	over	it	was	still	early	and	we

had	been	eating	mints	through	the	show	and	neither

was	hungry	so	we	went	for	a	long	and	beautiful	ride	up

through	City	Creek	Canyon	and	cut	across	over	to

Parley's	Canyon	and	then	on	home.	

He	gave	me	a	picture	of	him	in	his	marine	suit

and	it	is	really	good.	

Yes	the	end	of	the	second	date	but	no	not	quite.

He	asked	me	to	go	to	Lagoon	the	next	Saturday	night

and	then	that	was	the	end	of	the	date.	

What	will	I	wear?	Do	you	think	I	should	wear

heals	to	go	if	we	are	going	to	dance?	These	are	the

questions	I	drove	my	mother	mad	with.	

Well,	finally	I	did	decide	to	wear	my	new	dress

and	my	new	play	shoes.	

We	went	on	the	whip	and	the	roller	coaster.	Dale

shot	a	.22	a	few	times	and	then	we	went	for	a	walk	to

see	the	swimming	pool.	

Gosh	it	was	beautiful.	The	moon	was	in	full	and

the	water	was	rippling	just	a	little	and	it	made	the

water	just	glimmer.	

After	a	while	we	went	back	to	the	dance	and
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stayed	there	for	the	rest	of	the	evening.	Dale	is	a

wonderful	dancer	and	he	told	me	I	wasn't	so	bad	either.	

We	ate	at	the	A	&	W	in	Salt	Lake	and	took	the

kids	home	that	were	with	us.	Joan	Tanner	and	Eldon

Davis.	

Dale	and	I	said	good	night	in	a	hurry	that	night

and	it	set	me	to	worrying	whether	I	would	ever	go	with

him	again.	

										This	time	I	did	worry.	He	didn't	call	at	all.	

I	was	up	to	Mrs.	Abbott's	helping	her	and	Dale

called	me.	I	nearly	stood	on	my	lid.	

We	went	to	a	show	at	the	Uptown.	It	was

"Summer	Holliday".	This	date	Dale	and	I	talked	and

joked	more	than	ever.	

Yes,	maybe	Dale	likes	me.	

We	went	up	to	his	home	to	see	the	new	patio	he	is

putting	in	the	back	of	his	house.	Dale	put	his	hand	on

mine	and	told	me	we	would	have	to	go	again	and	asked

me	to	go	to	Lagoon	next	Saturday	night.	

I	have	accented.	

This	brings	my	dates	with	Dale	Baldwin	up	to

date.	I	can	hardly	wait	until	Saturday.	

Whoever	reads	this	is	probably	wondering	if	he

ever	kissed	me.	NO.	Maybe	that	is	why	I	like	and

respect	him	like	I	do.	

I	am	sure	that	when	and	if	he	kisses	me	it	will

mean	something	to	both	of	us	and	that	is	what	it	should

be.	

I	will	give	you	a	brief	description	of	him.	

6'2	tall	

Black	wavy	hair	

Even	features	

Good	disposition	

My	man	(I	wish)



	129	

Don't	get	me	wrong.	Dale	isn't	the	only	boy	that

has	ever	impressed	me	and	maybe	that	ever	will	but	he

is	outstanding	and	a	big	part	of	my	present	life.”	

		

She	smiled	as	she	finished	typing,	rotating	the

knob	clockwise	to	remove	the	paper.	

She	wasn’t	sure	who	she’d	written	this

description	to—she	wasn’t	much	of	a	journal	keeper—

but	she’d	just	felt	the	need	to	get	it	all	out	on	paper.	

And	even	now,	seeing	it	in	print,	she	couldn’t

believe	how	lucky	she	felt	to	have	Dale	in	her	life	now.	

True,	it’d	only	been	a	few	weeks	since	he’d

popped	in	at	Mammie’s	request	and	met	Carol,	but

somehow	she	felt	like	she’d	always	known	him—it	was

like	a	feeling	of	coming	home	and	felt	so	different	than

anyone	else	she’d	dated.			

“Saturday,”	she	said	aloud,	but	to	herself.	Once

again	I	question	what	will	I	wear?	

Last	time	they’d	gone	to	Lagoon	she’d	dressed	to

dance	and	play.	This	time	she	was	hoping	they’d	get	to

swim.	It	was	almost	Fall,	but	they	were	having	an

Indian	Summer	so	it	was	still	warm	enough	to	at	least

dip	their	toes	in.	

I	think	I’ll	ask	Melba	if	I	can	wear	her	playsuit,

she	concluded	to	herself.	

Melba	was	recently	engaged	and	busy	planning

her	wedding.	Carol	was	sure	Melba	wouldn’t	mind	if

she	borrowed	the	turquoise	romper.	

She	loved	the	sweetheart	neckline,	halter	straps

and	the	bold	pattern.	Plus	it	had	a	matching	skirt	that

made	it	perfect	for	this	occasion.	

I’ll	take	a	bandana	as	well	just	in	case	my	hair

gets	wet,	she	planned	to	herself.
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	“Carol,”	Hattie	called.	“Dale	is	here.”	Carol

grabbed	a	towel	and	her	purse	and	headed	towards	the

front	door.	

She’d	decided	on	a	simple	pair	of	white	t-strap

sandals	to	finish	off	her	date	outfit.	They	flopped	loudly

as	she	excitedly	approached	Dale.	

“Hello	Carol,”	he	said	endearingly	to	her.	

I	just	love	how	he	says	my	name,	she	thought	to

herself.	

“Don’t	wait	up	Mother,”	Carol	said	to	Hattie	as

she	slipped	out	the	door.	

Hattie	shot	her	a	look	but	waved	goodbye.	Carol

knew	her	mother	didn’t	approve	of	how	fast	things	were

developing	with	Dale,	but	she	didn’t	care.	

																

“Do	you	want	to	ride	the	coaster	first?”	Dale

asked	her	as	they	entered	Lagoon’s	gates.	

“Oh	yes,”	Carol	said	excitedly.	“But	then	I	really

want	to	go	for	a	swim.”	Dale	laughed	and	said	that’d	be

okay.	

She	held	his	hand	as	they	climbed	into	the

coaster	seats.	She	loved	the	rickety	feel	of	the	white

coaster	and	how	it	turned	her	stomach	in	a	knot	with

that	first	drop	down.	

Inside	Carol	often	felt	the	pull	between	being

proper	and	seeking	thrills—proper	almost	always	won

out—but	there	was	a	bit	of	an	adventurer	hidden	that

maybe	only	her	twin	Cal	had	every	really	understood.

She	sensed	that	Dale	might	be	the	second	to	really	get

her.	

She	gripped	his	big,	strong	hands	tightly	as	they

neared	the	top.	While	they	careened	down	the	track,

Carol	looked	over	and	just	took	in	the	ride	of	being	by

his	side,	his	curls	blowing	wildly	in	the	rush	of	the
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moment.	

How	could	it	really	be	this	romantic?	she

questioned	to	herself.	It	was	almost	like	being	in	a

heavenly	dream.	

		

“Are	you	sure	you	don’t	want	to	go	on	the

carousel	while	we’re	here?”	Dale	asked	her	as	they

exited	the	coaster.	

“Well,	maybe	I	do,”	Carol	responded	with	a

flirtatious	flip	of	her	hair.	

She	chose	the	zebra	to	ride	because	it	reminded

her	of	the	pattern	on	her	favorite	bathing	suit	she’d

purchased	last	year	while	vacationing	at	Redondo

Beach.	Wanting	to	be	by	her	side,	Dale	was	left	riding	a

chicken	but	he	didn’t	mind.	

	 As	they	rode	up	and	down	Dale	told	her	stories

from	his	childhood,	how	he’d	spent	hours	playing	at

Liberty	Park,	often	hiding	from	his	sister	Constance

towards	day’s	end.	 “She	would	come	and	hunt	me

down	when	it	was	time	to	do	the	dishes,”	Dale	said.

“And	if	she	couldn’t	find	me,	my	dad	did.”	

Carol	thought	of	her	own	upbringing	and	how

different	it	would’ve	been	to	only	have	one	sibling	like

Dale.	She	couldn’t	really	even	imagine	it.	

Growing	up	as	a	twin,	surrounded	by	more	twins,

Carol	had	always	felt	like	she	was	part	of	a	secret

society	of	inside	jokes	and	support.	The	six	of	them	did

everything	together.	

Well,	at	least	we	had	before	the	war,	she	thought

to	herself.	

“What’s	wrong	Carol?”	Dale	asked,	sensing	a

certain	sadness	that’d	come	over	Carol	on	the	carousel.	

“Oh	it’s	nothing	really,”	she	replied.	“Your	stories

left	me	thinking	about	my	own	siblings	and	well,	I	just
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miss	Ralph.”	

Carol	knew	Dale	hadn’t	lost	a	sibling	in	the	war

the	way	she	had,	but	she	was	sure	the	war	had	changed

him	deep	inside	just	the	way	it	had	many	others.	

“Tell	me	about	the	war,”	Carol	said	as	they

walked	towards	the	swimming	pool.	She	knew	Dale	had

served	on	an	air	craft,	but	didn’t	really	know	the	details

of	his	time	overseas.	

“Well,	I	graduated	from	South	High	in	‘46	and

then	I	joined	the	Marine	Air	Corps	beating	the	draft	by

three	weeks,”	Dale	told	her.	

Carol	thought	about	how	it	had	been	Ralph’s

decision	to	enlist	as	well,	almost	running	away	from

home	it	had	seemed.	

He	left	behind	his	wife	and	a	baby	Carol	sadly

reflected,	but	then	returned	her	attention	to	Dale.	

“Eldon	and	I	went	to	boot	camp	in	San	Diego,

California.	After	12	weeks	of	hell	we	came	home	on	boot

furlough.	No	one	knew	me	including	Mom	and	Dad.	I

had	lost	30	pounds	and	Eldon	had	gained	30	pounds,”

Dale	chuckled.	

Carol	wasn’t	sure	how	he’d	look	with	an

additional	30	pounds,	but	she	didn’t	think	it	would	hurt

him	much	considering	how	big	his	6’2	frame	was.	He

almost	felt	like	a	giant	compared	to	her	5’4	self,	but	a

gentle	one	at	that.		

“After	boot	camp	I	was	assigned	to	a	fighter

squadron,	VMF-214,	and	went	out	to	sea	to	train	carrier

pilots.	They	called	me	a	'Hot	Popa'”	Dale	told	Carol.	

Her	facial	expression	gave	him	the	go	ahead	to

explain	exactly	what	that	was.	“I	worked	in	an	asbestos

suit	to	rescue	crashed	pilots.”	

Carol	nodded,	thinking	again	about	Ralph	and	all

the	others	she	knew	who’d	never	returned	from	the	war.
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“While	in	the	marines	I	became	an	expert

rifleman	and	earned	the	rank	of	Corporal,”	Dale	told

her.	

That	explains	how	well	he	did	shooting	last	time

we	were	here,	she	thought	to	herself.	

“I	was	honorably	discharged	from	the	Marines	in

January	after	serving	only	18	months	of	a	two	year

enlistment.”	

“Why?”	Carol	questioned.	

“I	wouldn't	sign	up	for	more	time	so	the

government	discharged	me	early,”	Dale	told	her.	

How	lucky	am	I?	Carol	thought,	though	she

didn’t	say	it	out	loud.	Instead,	she	just	leaned	into	his

tall	frame	and	grinned	mischievously.	

“Race	you	to	the	pool!”	she	said	loudly,	wanting	to

shift	the	now	serious	feeling	mood.	Dale	played	along,

letting	her	win	of	course.	

Carol	entered	the	new	dressing	rooms,	impressed

with	the	facilities.	Lagoon	had	been	closed	during	the

war	and	now	under	new	ownership,	was	said	to	be

giving	Saltair	some	actual	competition.	

She	took	off	her	skirt	and	placed	it	in	a	locker

heading	towards	the	pool.	

She	scanned	the	swimmers,	looking	for	Dale.	He

waved,	catching	her	eye.	

She	pushed	all	the	day’s	conversations	to	the

back	of	her	mind,	not	wanting	the	war	or	anything	else

to	interfere	with	what	was	happening	right	here,	right

now.	It	was	her	senior	year	and	she	could	tell	that	great

things	lie	ahead.	

Here	goes	nothing,	she	thought	as	she	ran	into

the	water.	Her	heart	was	all	in,	so	she	had	no	choice	but

to	sink	or	swim.
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--------------	

		

[	Lagoon	historical	information	below	taken	from

Wikipedia	]	

In	1886,	The	Denver	&	Rio	Grande	Western

Railroad	built	a	resort	on	the	shores	of	the	Great	Salt

Lake.	It	was	called	Lake	Park,	and	was	one	of	several

resorts	built	along	the	lake	throughout	the	late	1800s.

Through	the	years,	the	lake	level	receded	drastically

until	Lake	Park	was	far	from	the	lake	and	it	closed	by

the	end	of	the	1895	season.	

Simon	Bamberger,	who	was	building	his	railroad

line	from	Salt	Lake	City	to	Ogden,	was	vice	president	of

Lake	Park	and	a	25%	owner.	To	increase	passenger

traffic	on	his	line	he	bought	most	of	the	original	Lake

Park	buildings	and	moved	them	about	3	miles	east	near

Farmington.	This	gave	the	residents	of	Salt	Lake	City	a

reason	to	travel	over	the	"Bamberger"	railroad.	

The	resort	was	named	Lagoon	for	the	small	body

of	water	located	on	the	original	forty	acres.	The	original

lagoon	was	used	to	harvest	ice	in	winter;	Bamberger

had	it	enlarged	to	9	acres	by	clearing	some	swampland.	

Lagoon	opened	in	Farmington	on	July	12,	1896,

and	included	bowling,	an	elegant	dancing	pavilion,	fine

music,	a	shady	bowery	and	good	Restaurants.	In	1899,

Shoot-the-Chutes,	the	park's	first	thrill	ride,	was	added.

In	1900	guests	began	swimming	and	rowing	boats	in

Lagoon	Lake.	

Over	time	more	rides	were	added,	such	as	the

authentic	Herschell-Spillman	Carousel	purchased	in

1906.	The	hand	carved		carousel	was	built	in	1893	and

consists	of	47	animals	including:	a	chicken,	swan,	snail,

lion,	tiger,	a	frog	in	short	pants	and	a	bow	tie,	a	sea
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dragon,	a	long-horned	goat,	a	zebra	without	a	saddle,	a

stork,	and	a	giraffe.	The	original	carousel	remains

today.	In	1953	when	the	"White"	Roller	Coaster	caught

fire,	owner	Robert	Freed	came	down	and	sprayed	the

merry-go-round	with	water	to	protect	its	hand-carved

figures.	

One	of	the	most	popular	rides	is	Lagoon's	famous

wooden	roller	coaster.	Designed	by	John	Miller	of	Coney

Island	fame	it	was	constructed	in	1921.	Miller	gave

Lagoon's	coaster	plenty	of	dips	and	turns.	Its	highest

height	is	57	feet,	and	the	length	of	track	is	2,500	feet.

The	ride	lasts	just	under	two	minutes	and	the	coaster

train	reaches	speeds	up	to	45	mph.	

It	is	locally	known	as	the	"White	Roller	Coaster"

due	to	its	white	wash	paint.	Little,	if	any,	of	the	roller

coaster	is	still	white,	however,	since	as	wooden	supports

are	regularly	replaced,	the	new	supports	are	left

unpainted.	

In	1927	a	1.5	million	U.S.	gallon	swimming	pool

with	"water	fit	to	drink"	was	built	north	of	Lagoon

Lake.	It	was	one	of	the	first	filtered	swimming	pools	in

the	west,	and	was	a	cleaner	alternative	than	swimming

in	the	briny	Great	Salt	Lake.	

The	1920s	and	1930s	were	popular	years	at

Lagoon.	There	was	betting	and	horse	racing	there	in	the

1920s,	but	the	Utah	State	Legislature	put	a	stop	to	that

only	a	few	years	after	it	began.	

The	first	fun	house	was	built	in	1929,	along	with

many	other	midway	shows,	rides,	and	games.	During

the	"Big	Band"	era	Artie	Shaw,	Benny	Goodman,	Duke

Ellington,	Count	Basie,	and	Glenn	Miller	played

Lagoon's	stage.	

The	park	was	closed	for	three	seasons	during

World	War	II.	By	1946	the	park	was	in	bad	condition
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and	on	the	brink	of	permanent	closure.	The	Bamberger

family	considered	razing	it.	However,	Ranch	Kimball

and	Robert	Freed,	seeing	an	excellent	opportunity,

convinced	the	Bamberger	family	to	lease	the	park	to

their	newly	formed	Utah	Amusement	Corporation.	

When	the	Utah	Amusement	Corporation	took

over	the	lease	of	Lagoon,	a	Farmington	town	ordinance

prohibited	African-Americans	from	using	the	swimming

pool	and	the	ballroom.	By	the	end	of	the	1940s,	Robert

Freed	had	fully	opened	Lagoon	to	the	black	community,

and	further	extended	this	policy	to	the	Terrace

Ballroom	(formerly	the	Rainbow	Gardens)	in	Salt	Lake

City.		

The	Freed	family	made	several	improvements,

including	the	installation	of	new	dressing	rooms	and	a

general	overhaul	of	the	swimming	pool	in	1949,	a

rebuilt	fun	house	and	the	introduction	of	the	"Dodgem

Cars"	and	the	"Lakeshore	Express"	miniature	diesel

train	in	1951,	and	a	new	Ferris	wheel	in	1953.	

In	November	1953	a	fire	damaged	much	of	the

park,	including	the	fun	house,	dance	pavilion	and	the

front	portion	of	the	roller	coaster.	It	was	quickly	rebuilt

to	open	for	the	next	season	and	began	to	surpass	the

popularity	of	its	main	rival,	Saltair.	Many	rides	were

restored,	rebuilt,	or	replaced,	and	a	few	new	rides	were

added.	

In	1956,	Mother	Gooseland,	Lagoon's	first

themed	area,	was	opened	between	the	Midway	and	the

swimming	pool.	It	featured	rides	only	for	children.	

From	the	mid-1950s	into	the	1960s	Lagoon	made

many	improvements.	A	showboat	was	added	to	the	lake,

and	a	new	fun	house	was	built,	which	featured	such

attractions	as:	a	multi-lane	giant	slide,	mazes,	mirrors,

obstacle	courses	and	mystery	rooms,	a	large	turntable
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which	flung	its	riders	off	at	great	velocity,	revolving

barrels	and	the	ubiquitous	jets	of	air	-	activated	by	a

human	operator	-	which	startled	those	who	were

unfortunate	enough	to	stand	over	them.	

There	was	also	a	mini-car	ride	added	in	1960,

followed	by	the	"Space	Scrambler,"	spook	house,	I.Q.

Zoo,	and	shooting	gallery	in	1961.	The	first	Wild	Mouse

ride	came	in	1965.	On	the	Midway,	musical	groups

including	the	Beach	Boys,	the	Rolling	Stones,	the

Kingston	Trio	and	Johnny	Cash	drew	the	crowds	to	the

bandstand.	

The	Beach	Boys	made	mention	of	the	park	in

their	song	titled	"Salt	Lake	City"	on	their	1965	Summer

Days	(And	Summer	Nights!!)	album.	The	Rolling	Stones

concert	at	Lagoon	was	in	July	1966.	

The	turn-of-the-century	style	Opera	House

Square	opened	in	1968	and	showcased	melodramas,

musicals	and	silent	movies.	In	1976	Lagoon	expanded

east	by	purchasing	Pioneer	Village,	an	old	west	town

complete	with	several	historic	structures	that	had	been

collected	and	exhibited	in	Salt	Lake	City's	Sugar	House

area	since	1953.	The	buildings	were	moved	to	Lagoon

and	a	2	ft	narrow	gauge	"Pioneer	Village	Railroad"

circled	the	town.	A	log	flume	ride	was	also	brought	in.

One	of	the	most	popular	rides	at	Lagoon	even

today	was	added	in	1976,	the	Jet	Star	2.	

	 Colossus	the	Fire	Dragon	came	to	Lagoon	in

1983,	to	huge	crowds	and	great	reviews	as	it	was

selected	by	People	Magazine	in	1984	as	one	of	the	top

10	coaster	rides	in	the	country.	

Fire	Dragon	was	Lagoon's	first	coaster	to	feature

inversions,	with	a	top	speed	of	55	mph.	With	its	double

inverted	loops,	Colossus	held	the	distinction	of	being

the	coaster	at	Lagoon	with	the	most	inversions	for	32
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years.	Cannibal,	built	in	2015,	currently	has	four

inversions,	the	most	for	a	roller	coaster	at	Lagoon.	

In	the	late	1980s,	both	the	famous	old	fun	house

and	the	"Haunted	Shack",	a	walk-through	freaky	fright

attraction,	were	closed,	victims	of	escalating

maintenance	costs,	safety	concerns	and	increased	risk

of	litigation.	The	famous	swimming	pool	closed	after	its

fifth	decade	in	1987.	This	made	way	for	the	$5.5	million

Lagoon-A-Beach	which	was	completed	in	1989.	Its

construction	spelled	the	end	of	the	small-scale	railroad

operations	in	Pioneer	Village,	as	some	of	the	supports

stood	in	the	way	of	the	track.	

In	1997	Lagoon	expanded	Pioneer	Village	to	build

Rattlesnake	Rapids.	In	1999	Lagoon	broke	the	200	ft

mark	with	The	Rocket.	Samurai	was	added	in	2000,

The	Spider	in	2003,	The	Bat	in	2005	and	Wicked	in

2007.	Wicked	was	the	first	of	its	kind	and	cost	$10

million	to	build.	

In	2011	Lagoon	added	a	family	roller	coaster,

Bombara.	Lagoon's	newest	thrill	opened	in	2016-

Cannibal	features	a	208-foot	elevator	lift	hill,	a	116°

beyond	vertical	drop,	3	inversions,	and	a	top	speed	of	70

mph.
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Lagoon's	1940's	premier	swimming	pool.

Lagoon's	park	layout	at	the	time	of	Carol's	date.
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Actual	copy	of	Carol's	"Heavenly

Dates"	note	I	found.	

Carol	on	a	date	with	Dale	at

Memory	Grover	Park	1948.

Dale	on	the		Memory	Grove	stone

bridge	that	still	remains	today.
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1949
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goodnight	sweetheart

“I	just	want	it	to	feel	like	spring	when	I	put	it	on,”

Carol	told	Hattie,	even	though	she	knew	the	snow

wasn’t	going	anywhere	anytime	soon.	

They	were	in	the	process	of	designing	her	formal

gown	for	the	upcoming	Sweetheart’s	Ball	to	be	held

January	21	which	was	only	two	weeks	away.	

“Yours	was	knee	length,	but	I	want	mine	to	hit

the	ground,”	Carol	explained	to	Hattie.	

Carol	had	recently	come	across	a	50-year-old

photograph	of	her	mother,	taken	in	1903	when	Hattie

was	11.	The	photograph	showed	a	line	of	girls,	jointly

holding	a	rope,	all	wearing	beautiful	layered	dresses.	

Carol	was	particularly	fond	of	the	one	her	mother

wore	in	the	photograph	and	thought	it	would	be	fun	to

pay	homage	to	that	dress	with	her	sweethearts	gown.	

Carol	picked	up	the	photograph	again	gazing	at

Hattie’s	dress.	Of	course	the	photograph	was	black	and

white,	but	Hattie	told	her	the	dress	had	been	a	pale

yellow	color.	Carol	wanted	something	more	romantic	so

they’d	found	a	pink	fabric	with	peach	undertones	that

suited	Carol’s	complexion.	

The	lace	like	fabric	had	small	polka	dots	that

Hattie	planned	to	accent	with	ruffles	and	textured

flowers.	Carol	was	also	excited	for	the	sleeves	which

would	flutter	out	making	the	dress	a	little	different	than

what	everyone	else	was	wearing.
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The	dress	would	have	a	gathered	waist	and	long

flowing	skirt.	This	style	gave	nod	to	the	current	fashion

revolution	that	was	slowly	doing	away	with	the	square

lines	of	war	time	fashion	and	replacing	it	with	feminine

softness	and	curves.	

In	the	end,	she	knew	that	it	didn’t	really	matter

what	she	wore	to	the	ball	as	long	as	she	had	her

diamond	engagement	ring	on	and	Dale	by	her	side.	

Carol	glanced	down	at	her	left	hand	and	rotated

it	until	the	light	caught	in	her	diamond.	

“Oh	Carol!	You’re	too	young,”	her	mother	Hattie

said	knowing	full	well	what	that	hand	turn	was	for.

“But	I	do	like	him	Carol.	He’ll	make	a	fine	husband.”	

Dale	had	proposed	over	Christmas	break.

Hattie's	initial	reaction	was	to	resist	the	engagement,

but	once	the	couple	agreed	to	wait	until	after

graduation	to	be	married	she	saw	cause	for	celebration.	

“I	just	can’t	believe	I’m	going	to	be	a	wife	so

soon!”	Carol	said	to	her	mother.	“It’s	not	what	I	had

planned.”	

She	remembered	back	to	those	first	few	weeks	of

the	school	year	when	she’d	been	going	out	with	Eldon.

Meeting	Dale	had	turned	her	world	upside	down,	but	in

a	good	way,	Carol	thought	to	herself.	

“I	bet	the	Senior	Hop	committee	didn’t	realize

they	were	inviting	Mother	Nature	to	attend	when	they

picked	the	theme	Let	it	Snow,”	Carol	joked	to	her

mother	as	she	gazed	out	the	window	at	the	endless	feet

of	snow.	

She’d	once	envisioned	attending	the	Senior	Hop

with	Eldon,	but	found	herself	there	with	Dale	in	the

end.	

After	that	November	dance,	record	snow	fall	left
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Jordan	School	District	closed	for	seven	straight	days.

Students	rejoiced.	Carol	spent	the	break	cuddling	up	to

Dale.	

“Who	is	in	the	running	for	Sweetheart’s	Queen

this	year?”	Hattie	asked	Carol.	

“I	can’t	remember	all	of	them,”	Carol	replied.	“I

know	there’s	Sue	Crossgrove	and	Marilyn	Crawford

vying	for	the	crown,	and	some	junior	girl	named

Corinne	I	think.	In	fact,	I	heard	Corinne	is	collecting

waste	fat	for	the	contest,”	she	told	Hattie,	making	a	face

of	disgust.	

The	Future	Homemakers	of	America	sponsored

the	Sweethearts	Ball	every	year,	with	proceeds	from	the

dance	and	queen	contest	being	used	to	benefit	a	specific

cause.	

The	waste	fat,	which	consisted	of	the	fat

trimmings	and	leftover	grease	from	dinner’s	meat,

could	be	sold	for	almost	12	cents	a	pound.	

Last	year,	in	addition	to	the	Sweetheart’s	Ball,

the	FHA	had	sponsored	a	mother/daughter	fashion

show	which	Hattie	and	Carol	had	been	delighted	to

participate	in.	

Carol	didn't	know	if	they	were	doing	that	again

this	year,	but	she	didn’t	care.	All	her	attention	was	on

planning	a	wedding	now.	

“Have	you	thought	about	what	you	want	your

wedding	dress	to	look	like?”	Hattie	asked	Carol	as	she

started	to	cut	the	pink	fabric.	“Oh	mother,	one	dress	at

a	time,”	Carol	assured	her.	

But	the	truth	was	Carol	had	already	gotten	some

ideas	looking	through	Melba’s	copy	of	Bride’s	Magazine.

So	many	decisions	to	make,	Carol	thought	to
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herself	as	she	looked	around	the	room	taking	in	all	the

furnishings	and	decor	decisions	her	mother	had	made

over	the	years.	

Last	month	she’d	seen	a	china	pattern	she	loved

when	shopping	at	The	Paris	with	Melba	for	Melba’s

registry,	so	she	would	probably	register	for	those	dishes

herself,	but	that	was	as	far	as	she'd	gotten	with	her	own

registry.	

She	knew	she	wanted	red	roses	in	her	bouquet

but	she	was	still	debating	on	whether	to	have	a	gown

made	from	satin	or	taffeta.

All	these	wedding	thoughts	made	her	chuckle	to

herself	as	she	saw	Melba's	half-sewn	wedding	dress

tucked	safely	in	the	corner.	Last	week	Hattie	remarked

to	a	neighbor	that	she	was	drowning	in	wedding	plans.

They'd	had	a	good	laugh	about	it,	but	then	Hattie	had

clarified	that	it	was	all	worth	the	fuss	to	see	both	girls

sealed	in	the	Salt	Lake	Temple	later	that	year.

Melba	and	Bob	would	be	married	on	February

third,	followed	by	Carol	and	Dale’s	June	eighth

wedding.	Not	all	of	Hy	and	Hattie’s	children	were	active

in	the	church,	so	the	upcoming	temple	sealings	had

both	parents	thrilled.	

I	really	should	quit	thinking	about	the	wedding

and	switch	back	to	high	school,	Carol	reminded	herself.

“I	think	I’m	going	to	go	study	for	my	math	test

tomorrow,”	Carol	told	her	mother.	Hattie	nodded	in

agreement.	“And	don’t	you	have	a	science	project	due

next	week	as	well?”	she	asked.

Carol	nodded,	groaning	a	little	as	she	made	her

way	into	her	bedroom.	"I	hate	homework,"	she	muttered

to	herself.	And	it's	all	so	hard	right	now,	she	continued

on	in	her	thoughts.	Carol	felt	caught	between	two

worlds:	a	high	school	scene	she	didn't	fit	in	anymore



	148	

and	an	almost	married	adult	life	that	had	come	sooner

than	planned.	Plus	she	hated	to	be	away	from	Dale,

really	only	getting	to	see	him	on	the	weekends.	

I	know	it	has	to	be	this	way	until	we	finish	the

school	year,	she	thought	to	herself	switching	the	radio

on	while	she	readied	for	bed,	but	that	doesn’t	mean	I

have	to	like	it.	

She	went	into	the	bathroom	to	brush	her	teeth.

When	she	returned,	a	familiar	melody	on	the	radio

caught	her	off	guard.	

“Goodnight	sweetheart,	till	we	meet	tomorrow.

Goodnight	sweetheart,	sleep	will	banish	sorrow.	Tears

and	parting	may	make	us	forlorn	but	with	the	dawn,	a

new	day	is	born.	So	I'll	say,	Goodnight	sweetheart,

though	I'm	not	beside	you.	Goodnight	sweetheart,	still

my	love	will	guide	you.	Dreams	enfold	you,	in	each	one

I'll	hold	you.	Goodnight	sweetheart,	goodnight.”	

Carol’s	heart	beat	a	little	faster	as	she	listened	to

the	words	really	taking	them	in.	She	and	Dale	had	fox-

trotted	to	this	very	song	just	last	week	at	Saltair	as

they’d	rang	in	the	new	year	together.	

On	the	train	ride	home,	she’d	started	to	fall

asleep	on	his	shoulder	so	he	had	lifted	his	arm	to	wrap

it	around	her,	pushing	her	back	into	his	chest	to	sleep.

He’d	then	softly	whispered	“goodnight	sweetheart”	as

he	kissed	her	on	top	of	her	head.	

At	the	time,	she	had	pretended	not	to	hear.	But

now,	as	the	last	chord	rang	in	her	ears,	she	had	a

feeling	that	this	would	always	be	their	song.									

			

--------------	

		

Carol	and	Dale	were	married	in	the	Salt	Lake

Temple	on	June	8,	1949	shortly	after	graduating	from
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Jordan	High	School.	

The	following	article	was	published	in	the	local

newspaper:	

“Couple	Wed	in	Lovely	June	Rites	

Among	the	traditional	June	brides	was	the

former	Miss	Carol	Brady,	daughter	of	Mr.	and	Mrs.

Hyrum	Brady,	6902	Thirteenth	East	St.,	when	she

became	the	bride	of	Dale	Claude	Baldwin,	son	of	Mr.

and	Mrs.	Claude	Baldwin,	567	Sherman	Ave.	Rites	were

performed	in	the	Salt	Lake	Temple.	

A	reception	followed	at	the	Memorial	House,	for

which	the	bride	wore	a	white	gown	of	heavy	brocaded

taffeta	and	a	double	veil,	fingertip	length.	The	bridal

bouquet	was	of	red	roses	centered	with	a	white	orchid.	

Attending	as	matron	of	honor	was	a	sister,	Mrs.

Von	Tishner.	Maid	of	honor	was	Miss	Leona	Jackson,

while	bridesmaids	were	Miss	Blanche	Newbod,	Miss	La

Moyne	Ashton,	Miss	Virgina	Johnson	and	Mrs.

Constance	Sherman.	Eldon	Davis	served	as	the	best

man.	

The	couple	honeymooned	in	Bryce	Canyon.	For

the	trip	the	bride	donned	a	peach	suit	with	gray

accessories.	

The	bridegroom,	a	veteran	of	two	years	in	the

Marine	Corps,	has	attended	the	University	of	Utah.”	

Carol	and	Dale	were	lifelong	sweethearts.	A

letter	I	found,	written	by	Dale	while	away	working	in

Tooele,	gives	a	glimpse	into	the	care	that	accompanied

their	every	day	lives	together.	On	February	1,	1951

Dale	wrote:
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“Hi	Honey:	

I	sure	was	glad	to	get	your	letter	today.	I	have

been	feeling	bad	all	day.	It	was	next	best	to	having	you

here.	

Tonight	all	the	boys	went	skating	(roller).	I	went

along.	The	rink	is	awfully	small	and	the	floor	was

rough,	there	was	hardly	anyone	there	besides	the	guys

from	here.	I	sure	hope	your	party	turned	out	good.	

I,	also,	will	be	glad	when	this	job	is	done	so	we

can	resume	living	a	normal	life.	I	think	this	job	has

been	good	for	us	in	a	way,	at	least	it	has	been	good	for

me.	It	has	shown	me	how	much	I	really	love	and	need

you.	I	know	I	married	you	because	I	love	you,	and	I	still

do,	only	more	so.	

I	hope	we	aren’t	going	any	special	place	over	the

weekend.	I	would	like	to	spend	it	just	with	you.	Why

don’t	you	take	the	chicken	out	of	the	freezer	and	put	it

in	the	meat	pan	so	it	will	be	thawed	out	by	Sunday.	I

sure	would	like	to	have	some	lemon	pie.	Hint!	Hint!	Ha.

Ha.	

We	are	supposed	to	get	paid	tomorrow.	I	sure

hope	so.	I	hope	that	government	check	came.	It	should

be	there	by	now.	

Well	sweetheart	this	is	all	for	now.	Will	see	you

soon.	

See	you	in	my	dreams,	

Dale	

P.S.	I	love	you	XOXOXOXOXOXO”
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As	Dale	and	Carol's	granddaughter	I	feel	so	lucky

to	have	discovered	this	letter.	It	shows	to	me	just	how

far	kind	words	can	go.	They	were	married	for	64	years

before	death	separated	them.	I	am	sure	they	had	their

disagreements	as	all	couples	do,	but	they	didn't	solve

them	by	yelling	or	belittling	one	another.	Instead	they

held	hands	and	walked	side	by	side	as	long	as	I	knew

them	together.			
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Hatti's	sewing	machine.

Old	South	Cottonwood	Primary	Class	Rope	Dance.	Hattie	pictured

far	left.	Photograph	taken	in	1903.
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Melba	and	Bob	on	their	wedding	day.
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Carol's	official	engagement	portrait	wearing	jewelry	Dale	gave	her.
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Newspaper	collage	Hattie	saved	

announcing	Carol's	marriage.
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Carol's	official	engagement

portrait	for	the	newspaper

feature.

Carol's	official	bridal	portrait.
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Carol	&	Dale's	official	wedding	portrait	taken	by	Don	Blair,	a

premier	Utah	photographer.	They	were	married	in	the	Salt	Lake

Temple	on	June	8,	1949.
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Cutting	the	cake	as	husband	and	wife.
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Carol	&	Dale's	wedding	party	line.	Left	to	right:	Hattie	&	Hy	Brady,

Constance	&	Claude	Baldwin,	Eldon	Davis,	Dale	Baldwin
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Carol	Brady,	Velma	Tishner,	Leona	Jackson,	Blanche	Newbold,	La

Moyne	Ashton,	Virginia	Johnson,	Constance	Sherman.	Their

reception	was	held	in	the	Memorial	House	at	Memory	Grove	Park.
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Carol	&	Dale	on	their	wedding	day	in	Carol's	honeymoon	peach	suit.
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Carol	at	a	bridal	shower.
Carol	on	her	honeymoon	in	Bryce

Canyon	National	Park.

The	back	view	of	that	bridal

shower	goodness.

Carol	&	Dale	newlyweds.
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creating	carol

I	received	a	letter	in	the	mail	at	the	beginning	of

April	from	my	mother,	Carolyn	Baldwin	Taylor.

Enclosed	was	a	check	addressed	to	me	with	the

following	note:	

“Grandma	and	Grandpa	Baldwin	put	me	in

charge	of	their	estate.	They	left	specific	instructions	on

what	to	do	with	their	money	when	they	were	both	gone.

As	per	those	instructions,	every	grandchild	is	to	receive

a	portion	of	their	estate.	Enclosed	is	your	portion.	They

loved	you	all	and	wanted	you	to	have	something	from

them.	Hopefully	there	is	something	you	have	wanted	to

buy	or	a	place	you	want	to	go.	Whatever	you	spend	this

money	on,	I	want	it	to	make	you	smile.”	

After	reading	this	letter	my	initial	thought	was

that	we	needed	a	new	mattress	and	I	could	put	the

money	towards	that.	But	it	only	took	me	a	little	while	to

realize	that	that	was	definitely	not	what	I	wanted	to

remember	my	grandparents	by.	I	wanted	to	buy

something	that	had	a	connection	to	them	and	would	be

something	I	could	keep	forever.	

The	first	item	I	decided	on	was	a	picture	of

Christ.	I	searched	online	for	the	right	one	but	came	up

short.	Instead,	I	had	the	idea	to	create	my	own	christian

art	piece	and	was	able	to	do	so	compositing	five	different

images,	including	one	I	photographed	of	the	Salt	Lake

Temple	where	Carol	and	Dale	were	married.



	169	

The	final	composite	includes	"O	My	Father"	sheet

music	incorporated	into	the	sky.	This	is	the	song	I

played	on	my	flute	at	Carol’s	funeral.	It’s	the	only	song

my	Grandpa	Dale	could	play	on	the	piano.	I	did	not

know	this	when	I	first	chose	the	song,	but	when	I	told

my	mom	about	my	choice	she	confirmed	that	it	was	the

perfect	song	for	me	to	play	at	the	funeral,	explaining

how	much	my	grandma	loved	to	hear	my	grandpa	play

it.	Upon	hearing	this	I	felt	the	spirit	telling	me	this	was

Dale’s	way	of	participating	in	Carol’s	funeral.	

My	christian	art	piece	turned	out	better	than	I

originally	imagined.	I	worried	because	I	am	a

photographer	not	a	photoshoper.	It	hangs	in	my	living

room	and	is	something	that	brings	me	a	lot	of	joy	and

peace	when	I	walk	by	it	each	day.	

This	picture	didn’t	use	all	the	money	up.	So	I

again	started	to	ponder	what	I	could	buy	that	would

bring	my	grandparent's	presence	into	my	life	and	leave

me	smiling	as	the	letter	directed.	This	is	when	I	had	the

idea	to	turn	Carol	into	a	doll.	

Let	me	give	you	a	little	back	story	on	American

Girl	Dolls	so	the	rest	of	this	will	make	sense:	

The	American	Girl	Doll	Company	was	started

with	the	idea	that	girls	could	learn	to	love	history	if	it

was	presented	to	them	in	a	way	that	gave	it	life	and

meaning.	

AG	has	a	line	of	historical	dolls	that	each	come

with	a	set	of	books	containing	the	dolls	“story”.	These

books	are	historically	accurate	for	whatever	time	period

the	doll	comes	from.	In	addition	to	the	story	books,	each

doll	has	a	collection	of	outfits	and	accessories	to	match.

The	first	AG	doll	we	invited	into	our	home	is

Josefina.	Her	story	is	set	in	1824	just	outside	of	Santa

Fe,	New	Mexico	which	at	that	time	was	still	a	part	of
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Mexican	Territory.

I	purchased	Josefina	when	I	was	serving	as

young	women’s	president	in	our	ward.	One	of	my	young

women	looked	exactly	like	Josefina	(several	in	my	class

had	Mexican	ancestors	and	parents).	So	I	felt	a

connection	to	the	doll	and	loved	the	idea	of	my

daughters	learning	more	about	another	culture.	

One	by	one,	we	have	added	to	our	doll	collection

with	each	of	my	daughters	attaching	to	their	own	dolls'

characters	and	stories.	

Ella	loves	history.	Both	of	her	dolls’	stories	are	set

during	the	30's	and	the	Great	Depression.	She	is	very

interested	in	the	World	War	II	time	period.	I	can	see

this	spark	starting	from	her	first	doll	purchase	of	Kit.	

Hazel	is	a	modern	girl.	All	of	her	dolls	are

likewise	contemporary	characters.	

Sienna’s	first	doll	Nanea	is	from	the	same	era	as

Carol,	but	gives	a	Hawaiian	perspective,	very	close	to

the	action	at	Pearl	Harbor.	

Vivienne	doesn't	have	a	big	girl	doll	yet	but	loves

to	steal	all	of	ours.	However,	I'm	already	excited	for	the

day	when	I	will	get	to	help	her	pick	the	perfect	one	out.

As	we’ve	welcomed	the	AG	world	into	our	home,

it	has	become	a	bonding	experience	for	us	as	mother

and	daughters.	My	mother-in-law	Leslie	even	joined	the

party	letting	my	girls	help	her	pick	out	and	bring	home

her	first	doll.	

She	chose	Julie	whose	time	period	mirrors	her

own	in	life,	so	Julie	has	shown	the	girls	how	their

grandma	Leslie	dressed	growing	up.

About	a	year	ago,	AG	introduced	the	option	to

“Create	Your	Own”	doll.	They	have	an	online	software

that	allows	you	to	choose	the	skin	color,	face	mold,	eye

color,	hair	color	and	style,	whether	or	not	the	doll	has
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freckles,	braces,	a	hearing	aid,	glasses,	etc.	I	had

wanted	to	try	out	this	CYO	option	but	didn’t	love	the

idea	of	owning	a	doll	that	was	story-less.	Enter	Carol:	

I	first	had	the	idea	to	create	a	doll	that	looked

like	Carol.	This	way	my	doll	would	have	a	“story”	since

she	was	based	on	a	real	person.	But	then	I	realized	I

could	take	it	one	step	further	and	use	my	journalism

background	to	actually	research,	compile,	write	and

print	her	story	like	all	the	other	dolls.	The	resulting

book	would	be	something	my	daughters	could	read	and

come	to	know	her	by!	

At	the	time	I	wasn’t	exactly	sure	how	the	book

would	go,	but	it	felt	like	the	right	course	to	pursue	and

so	I	did!	

Once	I	officially	decided	on	the	project,	my	first

task	was	to	design	the	doll	itself.	I	already	owned	a	doll

with	brown	hair	and	brown	eyes	and	a	red	head	with

blue	eyes,	so	what	I	needed	to	balance	things	out	was	a

green	eyed	blond.	

I	pulled	up	a	picture	of	my	grandmother	in

photoshop	that	I’d	taken	a	few	years	earlier,	zoomed	in,

and	bingo—she	had	green	eyes.	This	was	perfect

because	I’d	always	known	her	with	blond	hair.	So	I	set

to	work	inputting	her	features.	Then,	once	I'd	created

the	doll	virtually,	I	sent	an	image	of	her	to	my	mom.

Her	immediate	response	was,	“She	was	never	a	blond!”

This	was	the	beginning	of	discovering	a	Carol	I’d	never

known.	

My	mom	explained	that	it	was	only	after	her	hair

turned	gray	that	she	started	to	dye	it	blond,	but	as	a

young	woman	and	mother	she	had	had	very	dark	hair.	I

started	to	look	for	pictures	of	her	when	she	was	young

and	found	a	few	on	family	search.		Sure	enough,	even	in

the	black	and	white	photographs,	it	was	obvious	how
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dark	her	hair	was.	

I	felt	a	little	sad	at	first	with	this	discovery

because	I	already	had	a	dark	haired	doll,	but	it	was

then	that	I	decided	the	doll	either	needed	to	be	as

authentically	Carol	as	possible	or	it	wasn’t	worth	my

effort.	Ella	agreed.	It	had	to	be	all	or	nothing.	And	so

began	my	quest	to	discover	who	Carol	was.	

I	remembered	at	Carol’s	funeral	I’d	seen	several

pictures	of	her	when	she	was	young.	The	next	time	I

was	in	Deweyville	visiting	my	parents,	I	got	a	copy	of

these	pictures.	It	was	then	that	I	had	the	idea	to	try

and	find	outfits	for	Carol	the	Doll	that	were	similar	in

style	to	those	she	wore	in	the	pictures.	

I	began	searching	online	for	the	right	vintage

styles	and	ended	up	on	a	site	called	Etsy,	where	people

sell	their	homemade	goods.	I	found	Carol’s	purple

striped	romper	in	my	search	and	thought	it	looked

similar	enough	to	the	style	she	wore	in	the	photograph

that	I	ordered	it.	

Then	I	started	to	search	for	a	white	dress	that

was	like	the	one	she	wore	in	her	“Union	Fort	Days

Princess”	photograph.	I	found	a	few	options,	but

nothing	really	close	to	what	she	was	wearing.	It	was

then	that	I	discovered	a	shop	called	Dream20aDolls.	

The	dresses	and	clothing	in	this	store	were

incredible.	I	was	blown	away	at	the	detailing	and

quality	represented	online.	

I	fell	in	love	with	a	forest	green	coat	that	was	for

sale.	Though	it	wasn’t	identical	to	the	ones	Carol	wore

in	the	photographs	I	had,	again	I	thought	it	was	close

enough.	

I	put	it	in	my	shopping	cart	and	realized	that	the

shop	was	run	from	Moscow,	Russia	and	that	shipping

was	$10/item.	I	didn’t	want	to	pay	that	much	for	each
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item	(I	also	had	my	eye	on	a	peach	dress—the	one	that

would	become	Carol’s	Sweetheart	dress),	so	I	decided	to

message	the	shop	owner	to	see	if	she	could	combine

shipping.	

In	the	process	of	messaging	her	I	noticed	that	she

accepted	“custom	requests”.	I	wasn’t	sure	what	that

meant	or	how	that	worked	so	I	asked!	My	motto	in	life

has	always	been,	“It	never	hurts	to	ask.”	

My	first	message	to	her	went	like	this:	

“First	off	let	me	just	say	your	doll	

outfits	are	SO	incredible.	

Second,	I'm	wondering	if	I	buy	two	or	more

outfits,	would	the	shipping	still	be	$10/item	or	could	you

combine	the	shipping	costs	for	me?	You'd	be	shipping	to

Utah,	USA.	

And	lastly,	how	do	custom	dresses	work?	I'm

designing	an	American	Girl	Doll	after	my	late	grandma

and	I'm	searching	for	clothing	that	matches	what	she's

wearing	in	the	photos	I	have.	

I'm	wondering	if	you	could	make	something

inspired	by	her	dress	in	the	attached	image?	And	if	so,

how	much	it	would	be,	and	how	would	that	design

process	work	(do	I	get	to	approve	the	design,	fabric,

etc.)?	

P.S.	I	love	that	you're	from	Moscow.	I	lived	there

for	a	semester!”	

I	then	attached	the	image	of	Carol	taken	on	July

4,	1947.	

The	shop	owner	Anjela	replied	promptly	the	next

day	with	this	message:	

“Hello.	Yes,	I	can	give	you	a	discount	on	shipping.

Delivery	of	two	sets	will	cost	13,	from	three	to	16

dollars.	

I	can	make	the	dress	like	in	your	photo.	I	choose
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fabric	and	accessories	on	my	own.	The	cost	of	this	dress

will	be	40	dollars	+	shipping.	I	can	make	such	a	dress,

and	if	you	like	it,	buy	it.	If	not,	I	will	put	it	up	for	sale	in

Etsy.	

I	just	need	to	know	what	color	the	selected

elements	in	the	photo.	Best	regards,	Anjela”	

I	couldn’t	believe	that	she	was	willing	to	make	a

custom	dress	and	that	I	still	had	the	option	to	buy	it	or

not.	That	seemed	like	a	no	brainer.	I	was	sure	the	dress

wouldn’t	turn	out	identical,	but	I	was	simply	hoping	for

something	similar.	

I	messaged	her	back	about	the	colors	I	wanted

(not	really	knowing	what	they	were	in	real	life,	just

guessing)	and	what	parts	of	the	dress	I	really	wanted

her	to	re-create	(the	fun	neckline,	how	it	fit	her	at	the

waist,	etc.)	

She	responded	to	my	request	saying	“I	will	try

very	hard	to	make	the	dress	as	close	as	possible	to	the

one	in	the	photo.	As	soon	as	the	dress	is	ready,	I	will

send	you	a	photo.”	

The	very	next	day	she	sent	me	back	a	photo	of

her	doll	wearing	Carol’s	princess	dress.	I	was

astonished	not	only	at	the	speed	with	which	she	made

the	dress,	but	how	spot	on	it	was	to	the	photograph	I

sent	her	and	the	colors	I	requested.	

I	felt	like	I’d	struck	gold	as	far	as	Carol’s	outfits

were	concerned.	My	mind	started	going	crazy	thinking

of	all	the	possibilities.	

In	the	end,	I	ordered	six	outfits	from	Anjela,	four

of	which	were	custom	made	to	match	the	photographs	I

sent	her.	

For	Carol’s	drum	majorette	costume,	I	asked	her

if	she	could	put	a	“J”	on	the	back	to	represent	Jordan

High	School.	I	sent	her	the	school’s	logo	just	so	she
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could	see	what	I	was	talking	about,	not	knowing	how

they	do	things	in	Russia	as	far	as	school	pride	is

concerned.	

Again,	she	exceeded	my	expectations	when	she

sent	me	back	photos	of	the	finished	outfit	and	I	realized

she	had	somehow	put	JHS’s	exact	logo	on	the	back	of

the	majorette	jacket.	

In	addition	to	Carol’s	outfits,	I	sent	her	a

painting	of	my	other	late	grandma,	Donna,	and	asked

that	she	recreate	the	dress	she	wore	in	the	portrait.	I

knew	she	wouldn’t	be	able	to	find	fabric	exactly	like

Donna’s	so	I	just	asked	that	she	find	something	similar

in	color.	

When	I	received	the	dress	in	person	I	realized

that	Anjela	either	did	it	herself,	or	had	someone	hand

paint	the	fabric,	so	once	again	it	was	exactly	like	the

image	I	sent.	

I	am	already	planning	to	put	together	an

“ancestor”	collection	that	will	feature	Anjela’s	exclusive

work	and	several	of	my	daughter’s	grandmas,	great-

grandmas,	and	great-great	grandmas	outfits.)	

Once	I	got	all	of	the	outfits	ordered	or	planned	for

—I	found	the	perfect	shoes	on	Ebay,	the	right	pair	of

jeans	sewn	by	another	Etsy	shop,	and	I	designed	Carols’

Beetdigger	t-shirt	myself	with	American	Girl’s	Create

Your	Own	software—I	began	collecting	the	stories

behind	the	photographs.	This	proved	to	be	much	harder

than	finding	the	right	outfits.	

My	mom	could	only	tell	me	a	little	about	Carol’s

youth,	and	what	she	did	know	she	wasn’t	100%	sure	of.

We	concluded	that	the	most	accurate	source	would	be

Carol’s	twin	brother	Calvin,	the	only	sibling	of	Carol’s

remaining	alive.	So	she	set	to	work	on	contacting	him	to

see	if	I	could	interview	him.
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While	we	waited	to	hear	from	Calvin,	I	went

ahead	and	began	writing	Carol’s	first	vignette,

“Favorite	Dress”.	I	sent	my	draft	to	my	mom	to	review

and	critique.	In	this	first	draft,	different	from	the	one	in

the	book,	Calvin	wasn’t	a	main	character	and	it	was

Carol	who	picked	the	purple	flower	and	then	hid	to	hide

her	crime.	

My	mom	said	she	enjoyed	the	story	but	that

Carol	never	would’ve	picked	the	flower	to	begin	with.

She	said	that	she	always	followed	the	rules.	

I'd	known	my	grandmother	as	a	rule	follower,	but

figured	at	age	two	anything	was	possible.	But	my	mom

said	she	didn’t	think	even	that	young	that	she	would’ve

acted	that	way.	Instead,	she	suggested,	Cal	might’ve

been	the	one	to	pick	it	and	that	Carol	would’ve	been

present	at	the	time.	This	is	the	direction	the	final	story

took.

	 Ready	to	continue	writing	and	still	not	having

heard	back	from	Calvin,	I	decided	to	call	Julie,	my

mother’s	sister	and	the	only	other	child	of	Carol’s	still

alive	to	see	what	she	could	tell	me.	

It's	interesting	to	note	that	in	addition	to	her	two

daughters,	Carol	had	four	sons.	All	of	her	sons	passed

away	before	Carol’s	death	in	2019.	The	first	son	was

born	dead	in	1951—way	over	due;	the	third	born,	Tracy,

died	in	1960	of	leukemia	at	age	9;	the	second	born,

Mitch,	died	in	2008	of	leukemia	at	age	56;	the	fourth

born,	Jeff,	died	in	2018	of	leukemia	at	age	57.							

Julie	had	a	little	more	to	say	about	Carol,	but

most	of	her	stories	were	an	overlap	to	what	my	mom

had	said,	except	they	contradicted	each	other	when	it

came	to	Carol’s	fundamental	personality	as	a	child/

teenager.	

I	thought	it	was	funny	and	interesting	that	two
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daughters	could	have	such	different	perceptions	of	their

mother,	but	after	thinking	it	over	decided	my	daughters

would	probably	be	the	same.	

As	a	whole,	this	experience	of	trying	to	recreate	a

person	based	on	others’	viewpoints	has	shown	me	how

little	of	what	we	know	is	really	factual	and	almost

entirely	based	on	our	limited	perspective	and	perception

of	the	world	which	is	something	we	could	philosophize

about	for	years.	

One	story	both	daughters	mentioned	was	Carol’s

horse	Pat.	They	agreed	on	the	horse’s	name,	but	not

where	the	horse	came	from.	Neither	claimed	to	know	for

sure,	but	instead	offered	their	best	guesses:	My	mom

said	she	thought	she’d	won	the	horse,	maybe	at	the

county	fair;	Julie	thought	it’d	been	a	gift	from	Hy	her

father.	

I	found	the	idea	of	winning	a	horse	so	interesting

that	I	was	motivated	enough	to	drop	by	Calvin’s	house

and	take	a	chance	on	finding	him	home	and	willing	to

talk	as	he	never	did	answer	the	phone	or	return	my

mom’s	messages.	

I	lucked	out	and	caught	Calvin	just	30	minutes

before	he	had	to	go.	During	that	half	hour	I	learned	the

truth	about	Pat:	the	horse	was	won,	but	from	a	drawing

at	Auerbach’s.	Calvin	told	me	about	how	Harvey	rode

and	raced	Pat	and	Carol’s	experience	landing	on	her

nose	heading	to	Colleen’s.	

I	told	Calvin	about	interviewing	both	of	Carol’s

daughters	and	how	they	differed	on	what	Carol	was	like

in	high	school:	

My	mom	thought	she’d	been	shy	and	benefitted

from	Cal’s	outgoing	personality	friend	wise.	Julie	said

she	was	the	bell	of	the	ball	and	had	all	the	guys	asking

her	out.
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When	I	related	this	to	Calvin	he	laughed	and

responded,	“Carol	shy?!	No.	She	was	forward.”	

I	asked	Calvin	if	he	had	played	any	sports	and	he

told	me	that	he	hadn’t	because	he	had	to	help	with	the

farm.	

We	discussed	Carol	being	a	majorette	and	as	he

told	me	about	that	experience	he	kept	saying	“we”	did

this	and	“we”	were	in	this	parade.	I	assumed	he	had

gone	to	support	Carol	but	later	learned	about	Calvin

being	a	cheerleader	so	he	naturally	would’ve	been	there.

This	made	me	realize	I	definitely	didn’t	ask	the

right	questions	when	I	interviewed	him.	He	didn’t	play

sports,	so	his	response	was	correct.	But	I	should’ve

asked	what	he	“did”	do	in	high	school	instead.						

My	interview	time	with	Calvin	was	not	near	long

enough	to	get	all	the	information	I	wanted,	but	he	did

clear	some	things	up	for	me.	

After	listening	to	the	recording	of	our	interview	I

started	to	research	the	store	she’d	won	the	horse	from,

“R-Bocks”	as	it	sounded	when	Cal	said	the	name.

I	got	nowhere	in	my	Google	search	until	I	called

my	mom	and	asked	her	if	she	knew	of	the	R-Bock	store

which	is	when	I	learned	how	it’s	actually	spelled:

Auerbach.	I	was	able	to	find	a	lot	of	information	about

the	store	and	the	experience	of	going	there	in	the	40s

and	50s	once	I	had	the	correct	spelling.	Another

research	lesson	learned.	

Besides	finding	out	about	Auerbachs	online,	I

was	able	to	discover	Carol’s	high	school	yearbooks	on

the	current	Jordan	High	School	website.	This	felt	like

such	a	treasure	and	blessing.	I	pieced	together	more

about	her	time	at	Jordan	High,	including	little	details

like	the	seven	day	snow	break	they	had	that	winter.	

I	really	wanted	to	know	more	about	her	being	the
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Union	Princess	but	couldn’t	find	anything	online.	I

assumed	there	had	to	be	a	newspaper	article	written

about	it	at	the	time.	

I	found	an	ad	for	the	Murray	Sentinel	in	her

senior	year	yearbook.	It's	not	currently	in	publication

but	I	figured	if	there	was	an	article	it	would’ve	likely

been	in	that	paper.	Online	it	said	historical	copies	of

that	paper	were	stored	on	microfilm	at	the	University

of	Utah’s	library.	

My	hunch	about	the	newspaper	article	proved	to

be	correct,	but	I	lucked	out	not	having	to	search

microfilm	to	find	it.	Instead,	on	my	Memorial	Day	visit

to	Deweyville	my	mom,	Hazel	and	I	went	and	searched

through	Carol’s	storage	shed	where	all	her	belongings

are	being	stored	until	divided.	This	proved	to	be	the

jackpot.	

I	found	the	original	newspaper	article	on	her

winning	princess,	as	well	as	the	random	but	priceless

“heavenly	dates”	note/essay	Carol	wrote,	the	sweet

letter	from	Dale	to	Carol,	and	so	many	other

photographs.	I	also	found	a	50	year	reunion	book	that

had	so	much	information	about	what	was	going	on	in

history	during	Carol’s	youth.	

The	treasures	I	found	in	Carol’s	storage	shed

backed	up	some	of	the	little	decisions	I’d	made	when

imagining	her	stories,	simple	things	like	it	being

Saturday	when	she	met	Dale	at	Mammie’s	or	how	she

would’ve	thought	thoroughly	about	what	to	wear	on	her

dates	(as	noted	in	her	heavenly	date	essay).	

These	little	confirmations	felt	big	to	me,	as	if

Carol’s	spirit	had	been	influencing	this	project	all	along.

I	still	feel	this	way.	Though	I	have	had	to	imagine	much

of	this	book,	as	I	said	in	the	beginning,	I	feel	like	it	has

Carol’s	stamp	of	approval	on	it	and	that’s	good	enough
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for	me!	

I	debated	on	the	exact	face	mold	to	choose	for

Carol	the	doll,	finally	settling	on	one	that	was	unique	to

her	(many	of	our	dolls	share	face	molds	so	I	didn't	want

to	use	those).	When	I	placed	the	actual	doll	order	I	was

told	that	her	hair	wig	and	eye	color	were	back	ordered.	

I	had	hoped	to	get	the	doll	in	time	to	open	for	my

birthday	on	June	9th	but	according	to	the	given

backorder	dates	that	didn’t	seem	possible.	However,	I’m

happy	to	report	that	I’m	writing	this	on	June	8th,	a	day

before	my	birthday	and	Carol	the	doll	arrived	a	few

weeks	ago.	My	outfits	from	Anjela	came	earlier	this

week	and	I’ve	been	able	to	photograph	the	outfits	and

write	almost	this	entire	book	before	I	turn	34	tomorrow.

Everything	has	fallen	into	place	perfectly	and	I	don't

attribute	that	to	coincidence.	

	 I	feel	so	much	love	from	heaven	as	far	as	this

project	is	concerned.	Discovering	Carol	has	ignited	a

desire	to	connect	with	my	ancestors	in	a	way	I	never

had	thought	possible	before.	It’s	given	a	whole	new	spin

to	doing	“family	history”.	

I	hope	that	this	book,	though	imperfect	and

somewhat	amateur,	inspires	my	daughters	and	those

who	read	it	to	see	the	possibilities	this	life	holds	for

them.	

The	Book	of	Mormon	teaches	us	that	we	are	that

we	“might	have	joy.”	I	know	joy	can	be	found	at	the	end

of	a	personal	revelation	rainbow.	We	don’t	need	heaven

to	direct	our	every	move	and	desire,	but	when	we	seek

to	have	the	spirit	with	us	each	day,	we	are	entitled	to

revelation	that	will	bring	us	joy.	

This	project,	as	well	as	the	doll	library	we	created

a	few	weeks	ago,	are	both	inspired	ideas	that	I’ve	been

able	to	run	with	and	see	to	fruition.
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When	we	open	our	minds	to	the	possibility	that

the	exact	right	solution	or	opportunity	exists	for	us,	I

know	that	heaven	will	see	us	there.	

If	we	look,	we	will	see	evidence	of	God’s	love	for

us	in	our	lives	everywhere,	especially	in	the	ideas	we

have	that	bring	us	joy	and	peace.	I’ve	been	able	to	bring

my	grandmothers	home	to	live	with	me	in	a	way	I	never

thought	possible.	

In	my	bedroom	hangs	a	framed	9-generation

family	fan	chart	filled	with	names	of	ancestors	I’ve

never	known.	I	believe	they’ve	always	watched	over	me,

but	now	that	I’ve	given	them	a	space	to	exist	in	my	life,

they	can	do	even	more	to	bring	me	joy	and	to	help	me

find	the	paths	I	was	always	meant	to	walk.	I	challenge

you,	the	reader,	to	find	a	way	to	bring	your	ancestors

home.	

Seek	for	revelation	and	I	know	you	will	find	it,

even	if	you	don’t	100%	know	the	source.	That

information	will	find	you	when	the	time	is	right.	

Trust	the	universe	even	if	you	aren’t	sure	who

created	it.	I	believe	it	was	Jesus	Christ.	But	you

shouldn’t	take	my	word	for	it.	Seek	to	know	for	yourself.

I	am	so	very	grateful	for	my	grandparent’s	gift	of

opportunity.	It	arrived	to	me	in	the	form	of	a	check,	but

with	a	little	fairy	dust	from	heaven	I’ve	been	able	to

take	that	money	and	fly.	

I	love	you	Grandma	and	Grandpa	Baldwin.	I

can’t	wait	to	meet	your	parents	and	their	parents	some

day.
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Finished	art	piece	created	to	remind	me	of	my	ancestors	in	heaven,

specifically	my	Baldwin	grandparents.
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Donna's	painted	portrait	and	the	resulting	dress	Anjela	created.

Vivienne	playing	in	the	doll	library,	

about	to	touch	Ella's	off-limit's	Mars	habitat.
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Mom's	side	of	the	doll	library,	including	a	map	that	marks	where

each	of	our	doll's	stories	take	place.	The	plastic	drawers	are	filled

with	different	accessory	sets	divided	into	individual	bags.	We

"check"	these	out	when	playing	with	them	and	then	return	them

when	finished	which	helps	us	keep	things	organized.
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The	photograph	I	sent	to	Anjela

to	create	the	dress	from.

The	picture	Anjela	sent	back	to

me	the	very	next	day.
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hazel's	experience

I	think	it’s	cool	how	my	mom	is	writing	this	book.

One	day	when	I	stayed	home	from	school,	I	got	to	help

her	find	out	how	mammie	in	Dutch	means	mom.	

We	looked	on	family	search	to	find	out	if	Cynthia

was	Dutch.	She	wasn’t.	But	then	when	we	talked	to	my

grandma	and	she	said	that	it	was	her	husband	who

maybe	was	Dutch	instead.	We	hadn’t	thought	about

that.	

When	we	opened	Carol’s	storage	shed	together,	I

got	to	explore	a	place	that	had	things	from	when	she

was	a	kid.	We	found	newspapers	and	letters	from	her

husband.	

We	also	went	to	the	cemetery	and	saw	where

Casey	Potter	Bowen	Sr.	is	buried.	

When	we	were	doing	family	history	on	Carol	we

found	that	one	of	Carol’s	cousins	in	named	Hazel.	She’s

buried	in	the	same	cemetery	as	Carol.	

Helping	proof-read	the	stories	has	been	fun	to	see

how	she	grew	up.	I’m	excited	to	read	the	whole	book	and

learn	more	about	my	great	grandma	Carol.	

I	was	also	excited	to	see	all	of	the	doll	outfits

Anjela	made.	They	were	awesome	because	they	look	just

like	the	outfits	in	the	pictures.	

I	enjoyed	helping	create	Carol’s	doll,	deciding	on

which	face	mold	looked	the	most	like	her.
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2019
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carol's	reveal	party

American	Girl	launches	a	new	"girl	of	the	year"

each	year	and	has	a	huge	launch	party	for	her	arrival.

We	thought	Carol	deserved	nothing	less	than	this!

Carol's	reveal	party	was	held	July	9,	2019	in	our

backyard.	My	mom,	Carol's	real	life	daughter	Carolyn,

un-boxed	Carol	for	all	to	see.	She	was	wearing	her	meet

dress,	the	purple	striped	romper	from	the	"favorite

dress"	vignette,	when	she	arrived.	The	remainder	of	her

collection	was	modeled	by	all	of	our	other	AG	dolls	in	a

fun	fashion	show	presented	by	Hazel,	Sienna	&Ella.	

After	the	fashion	show	guests	were	treated	to

some	of	Carol's	home	cooking	including:	noodles,

spaghetti	&	meatballs,	cocoa	&	toast	with	homemade

bread,	cracker	jack	popcorn,	sugar	cookies	and	to	drink,

grape	&	sprite.	

Guests	were	encouraged	to	bring	their	own	dolls,

who	were	then	seated	in	our	"doll	lounge"	where	the

dolls	were	able	to	meet	and	greet	as	well.	

Decor	featured	historic	photos	from	Carol	and

Hattie's	life,	a	card	table	to	play	Bridge,	Gin	and	1940's

trivia,	Ruthie	modeling	"the	Donna	dress"	showing	the

start	of	our	ancestor	collection,	and	Carol-time	period

appropriate	doll	items	lent	by	Kit's	collection.	

A	table	featured	a	proof	copy	of	Carol's	book,	a

family	fan	chart,	a	photo	of	Carol	the	doll	in	her

princess	dress,	original	photographs	from	Carol's	life,

the	locket	Carol	gave	me	and	4	generation	photos.	
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The	invitation	sent	out	to	guests	to	join	us	for	our	party!
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Grandma	Taylor	(Carolyn)	opening	Carol	

with	Grandma	Leslie	onlooking.

Guests	L	to	R:	Carolyn,	Leslie,	Joanna	Crockett,	Brandy	Tuutau,

Stacy	Faust,	Mandy	Huffman	and	daughters	Bonnie	&	Emma,

Vivienne,	Ember	(Stacy's	foster	kid),	Meryl	Call,	Kris	Doman	&

daughters	Kitty	&	Kora,	Sienna	(not	pictured,	Liz,	Ella,	Hazel,	Dillon

&	Kash	and	Jordan).
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Hazel	set	up	the	doll	lounge	area.

Doll	snacks.
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Carol's	threaded	art	piece	hung	as	part	of	the	decor.

Post-fashion	show	line	up	featuring	all	of	Carol's	outfits	except	her

apron.	Dolls	L	to	R:	Carol,	Saige,	Lea,	Josefina,	Blaire,	Kit,	Z,

Roseabella,	Nanea



	195	

Vivie,	Baby	Annie	&	Raika	checking	out	the	new	bunny.

Leslie,	Ella,	Ember	&	Carolyn	looking	at	Ember's	doll	Isabella.
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Hazel	and	her	number	baby	boy	bunny	Dancer.

Sienna	climbing	up	the	slide.



	197	

carol's	time

[Excerpts	from	Carol’s	50’th	reunion	book,	compiled	and

written	in	1999	by	Marilyn	Crawford.]

	

Dateline:	1930's	

Joy,	despair,	hope,	heartache,	soup	kitchens,

bread	lines,	poverty,	confusion	--	it	wasn't	a	good	time	to

be	born	but,	it	was	"our	time"	and	we	came,	riding	the

tail	of	the	Great	Depression	which	had	followed	the

stock	market	crash	of	'29.	

Some	of	our	dads	still	had	jobs,	many	were

searching	for	work	--	such	a	hopeless	search	in	a	land

where	more	than	a	hundred	thousand	firms	had	gone

under	and	four	thousand	banks	closed	their	doors.

Factories	closed,	businesses	failed	and	millions	of	people

were	out	of	work.	The	most	appropriate	tune	in	the

1930's	was	"Brother,	Can	You	Spare	a	Dime?"	(Bing

Crosby)	

Many	of	us	were	born	at	home,	our	mothers

attended	by	midwives	because	there	was	so	little	money

for	doctors	or	hospitals.	It	was	a	time	for	pinching

pennies	and	tightening	belts	--	and	our	parents	had	yet

'another	mouth	to	feed'.	But,	if	we	were	deprived,	we

were	blissfully	unaware.	

We	had	good	homes,	loving	parents,	and	moms

who	stayed	home	and	were	always	there	for	us.	We
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learned	to	work,	to	be	frugal,	to	create	our	own

entertainment	and	to	pay	homage	to	an	Almighty

Being.	We	were	taught	to	be	appreciative	of	small

blessings,	as	well	as	large	ones.	

Republican	Herbert	Hoover,	who	occupied	the

White	House	when	we	were	born,	was	blamed	for	the

depression.	Clusters	of	shacks	which	housed	the

homeless	were	called	"Hoovervilles"	and	men	flew	their

"Hoover	Flags"	(pants	pockets	pulled	out)	to	show	they

were	broke.	

Hoover's	basic	belief	was	that	the	federal

government	should	not	take	direct	action	to	change	the

economy	--	that	free	enterprise	would	eventually	bring

relief	to	the	suffering.	But	this	was	no	ordinary

depression	so	he	urged	Congress	to	allot	money	for

public	works	to	create	much	needed	jobs.	The	great

Hoover	Dam	on	the	Colorado	River	was	one	of	those

projects.	

During	our	toddler	and	pre-school	years,	when

regular	money	was	so	scarce,	some	enterprising

communities	in	the	USA	(about	400	in	1932)	issued

"scrip	money"	and	bartering	became	common.	Even

Madison	Square	Garden	in	NY	City	accepted	potatoes

to	cover	the	cost	of	admission	to	boxing	events.	

In	1932,	exasperated	Americans	voted	for

political	change	and	Democrat	Franklin	D.	Roosevelt,

handicapped	by	poliomyelitis,	became	President	of	the

USA.	A	man	of	action,	Roosevelt	acted	—	and	Congress

cooperated.	

Federal	money	poured	into	projects	and	to	relief

agencies,	renewing	confidence	in	the	economy.

Acronyms	flourished	then,	(and	since)	and	the	FDIC,

CCC,	AAA,	FERA,	TWA,	NIRA	all	become	part	of

Roosevelt's	NEW	DEAL.	The	Social	Security	Act	had	its
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birth	during	our	childhood	–	a	true	break	with	the

fundamental	beliefs	of	the	American	people.	About	the

same	time,	the	CIO,	the	Union	for	Unions,	came	into

being.	

While	we	were	still	in	diapers	(cloth	ones),

Amelia	Earhart	made	history	by	becoming	the	first

woman	to	fly	alone	across	the	Atlantic.	The	year	we

started	school,	1937,	she	disappeared	on	a	flight	over

the	Pacific.	Newspapers	and	radio	broadcasts	brought

the	news	into	our	homes.	

Radio	was	the	main	source	of	entertainment	with

its	wonderful	dramatic	programs.	There	was	"Inner

Sanctum"	(Can	you	still	hear	the	creaking	door?),	"The

Whistler",	"Fibber	McGee	and	Molly",	"One	Man's

Family",	"Our	Miss	Brooks",	"The	Lone	Ranger",	etc.	

Those	of	us	who	went	home	for	lunch	usually	had

time	to	eat	and	listen	to	a	favorite	show	before	we	high-

tailed	it	back	to	school.	There	were	no	hot	lunch

programs	in	the	schools	then	--	we	either	went	home	or

carried	a	lunch	box	and	ate	right	in	our	school	room.	

We	read	Life	magazine,	The	Reader's	Digest	and

piles	and	piles	of	comic	books.	Reading	was

entertainment	for	most	of	us	and	we	made	weekly	visits

to	the	county	library	if	we	lived	close	enough	to	walk

there.	Besides	books	and	magazines	and	lots	of	research

material,	there	were	things	which	intrigued	us	like	the

picture	cards	which	became	3-D	when	you	looked	at

them	through	a	special	viewer.	The	local	library	was	a

comfortable	place	to	spend	time.	

We	weren't	threatened	by	X-rated	movies,	illegal

drugs	or	pornographic	literature.	There	were	lots	of

positives	but	there	were	negatives	too.	Doctors	still

made	house-calls	but	lacked	the	weapons	of	modern

medical	science.
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Antibiotics,	open-heart	surgery,	laser	beams,

organ	transplants,	full-body	scans	--	all	those	things

were	yet	to	come.	Even	X-rays	were	misused.	Shoe

stores	had	small	X-ray	machines	and	we	stuck	our	feet

in	them	and	chuckled	over	our	funny	toe	bones.	

Most	of	us	were	blessed	with	all	the	childhood

diseases	--	measles	(both	kinds),	mumps,	chicken	pox,

whooping	cough,	etc.	--	before	inoculations	prevented

such	illnesses.	And,	when	they	hit,	the	health

department	tacked	quarantine	signs	on	our	front	doors.

That	meant	that	we	stayed	inside	our	home	until	cured

and	so	did	our	siblings	unless	they	had	already

experienced	that	particular	ailment.	We	had	never

heard	of	Aides	--	or	HIV	--	or	Gays	--	or	illegal	drugs	--

or	pushers.	But	we	did	know	the	terror	when	polio

struck	without	warning	and	left	its	victims	crippled	for

life	--	or	dead.	

We	grew	up	in	an	era	of	segregation.	Blacks	and

other	minority	groups	"knew	their	place"	and	few

championed	their	cause.	Eleanor	Roosevelt,	the

President's	wife,	challenged	segregation	and	became

well-known	as	she	traveled	about	the	country	and	spoke

about	her	concern	for	the	poor	and	the	minority	groups.	

Mrs.	Roosevelt	acted	as	an	advisor,	traveling

through	the	world	on	fact-finding	missions.	She	held

her	own	press	conferences	and	hosted	radio	programs

and	wrote	syndicated	news	columns.	Active	even	after

her	husband's	death,	she	was	appointed	as	a	delegate	to

the	United	Nations	and,	in	1946,	she	was	elected

Chairperson	of	the	UN's	Human	Rights	Commission.	

Then,	in	1939,	after	twenty	years	of	troubled

peace	since	World	War	I	(in	which	most	of	our	dads	had

fought)	world	war	again	erupted.	Numerous	foreign

countries	were	under	the	rule	of	dictators	or	under
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military	rule.	In	Russia	there	was	Joseph	Stalin	--in

Italy,	Benito	Mussolini	--In	Germany,	Adolph	Hitler	--	in

Spain,	Franco.	Like	hungry	beasts,	these	dictators	led

their	forces	through	their	neighboring	countries,

devouring	them	as	they	marched	until	only	Great

Britain	remained	to	fight	alone	against	the	European

aggressors.	

American	aid	to	Great	Britain	increased	and	our	ships

began	carrying	war	goods	to	England.	

Blissfully	innocent,	we	attended	grade	school	in

the	many	small	communities	which	dotted	the	South

Salt	Lake	Valley	--	Bluffdale,	Draper,	Herriman,

Riverton,	South	Jordan,	West	Jordan,	Midvale,	Union,

Sandy	and	Crescent.	

Life	seemed	a	bit	slower	and	simpler	in	the	40's.

We	got	purple	ink	on	our	fingers	when	we	stayed	after

school	to	help	our	teachers	make	"copies"	using	a

gelatin	pad	which	could	be	re-melted	if	the	surface

became	too	impregnated	with	the	ink.	

We	did	homework	daily	and	read	novels	for

entertainment.	We	had	time	to	lie	on	the	grass	and	look

for	4-leaf-clovers.	Our	imaginations	were	free	to	soar.

They	hadn't	been	dulled	by	hours	in	front	of	a	TV	or

playing	video	games.	

We	played	jacks,	marbles,	mumbledy-peg	with

our	pocket	knives,	softball	and	jump	rope.	Or,	we	tied

our	sleds	to	the	bumpers	of	our	dads'	cars	and	enjoyed

speedy	rides	on	roads	where	you	seldom	met	another

car.	There	were	no	freeways	and	no	double-garages.

Seat	belts	were	not	even	part	of	the	vocabulary.	On

warm	evenings	we	played	Kick	the	Can	with	all	the

kids	in	the	neighborhood	while	our	folks	chatted	on	the

porches.	

Penny	candy	was	just	a	penny;	candy	bars,	milk
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nickels	and	ice	cream	cones	cost	five	cents.	Cars	had

running	boards	and	there	were	still	a	few	around	that

had	to	be	cranked	to	get	them	to	start	on	cold	mornings.

There	were	no	jumbo	jets	(no	jets	of	any	size!)	or

satellites	or	spaceships	headed	for	the	moon	and	beyond

to	clutter	our	sky	space.	We	didn't	worry	about	red,

yellow	or	green	"Burn	Days";	pollution	was	not	a	big

concern.	

Our	desks	in	elementary	school	still	had	an	ink

well	in	the	upper	corner	but	we	didn't	often	use	them.

When	we	were	old	enough	to	be	trusted	with	ink,	we

used	fountain	pens	which	we	filled	with	ink.	Ball	points

were	still	in	the	future.	

Some	of	the	older	schools	had	belfries	and	some

lucky	kids	got	to	pull	the	bell	rope	to	announce	the

beginning	of	school.	The	bell's	peal	rang	out	over	the

town	and,	if	the	slowpokes	put	on	some	speed,	they

could	be	in	their	seats	before	the	bell	quit	ringing.			

Things	changed.	Relationships	between	Japan

and	the	USA	became	tense.	

Then,	on	a	Sunday	morning,	December	7,	1941,

when	many	of	us	were	listening	to	our	favorite

newspaper	comics	being	read	on	the	radio,	Japanese

planes	appeared	over	the	army	and	navy	bases	at	Pearl

Harbor,	Hawaii.	

Bombs	fell,	destroying	and	damaging	American

warships,	killing	more	than	2,000	Americans	and

destroying	about	170	planes.	The	Japanese	government

immediately	declared	war	on	the	US.	Three	days	later,

Germany	and	Italy	did	likewise.	

By	then	we	were	in	the	5th	grade	and	old	enough

to	feel	the	gravity	of	what	was	happening	to	our

country.	Older	siblings	were	drafted;	others	joined	the

Armed	Forces.	Young	women	and	mothers	moved	into
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the	work-force,	filling	jobs	vacated	by	men	who	had

been	inducted	into	the	service.	

Our	Japanese	friends	and	neighbors	were	"re-

located"	and	had	to	leave	their	homes	and	jobs	for	the

duration	of	the	war.	(Repercussions	from	this

discrimination	against	loyal	citizens	are	still	felt	50

years	later.)	

Spared	the	more	graphic	details	because	TV	was

not	yet	a	part	of	American	life,	we	listened	to	war

broadcasts	on	the	radio,	covered	our	windows	with

black-out	curtains,	learned	to	wear	our	shoes	longer,

and	to	eat	less	sugar	and	butter.	We	traveled	by	car

only	when	really	necessary.	Ration	stamps	became	a

way	of	life.	

During	the	war,	many	commodities	were	scarce.

If	our	mothers	got	runs	in	their	rayon	hose	(no	nylons

then)	they	took	them	to	someone	to	be	mended.	And,	we

wore	garter	belts	to	keep	the	hose	from	sliding	down

our	legs	--	no	panty	hose	either.	Margarine	finally

became	available	but	was	white	stuff	which	had	to	be

colored	by	hand	to	make	it	look	good	enough	to	eat.	

We	still	attended	Saturday	matinees	for	25	cents.

A	few	of	us	had	ice	boxes	in	our	homes	instead	of

refrigerators,	and	big	blocks	of	ice	were	delivered	to

those	homes	weekly.	Moms	washed	on	Monday	and

ironed	on	Tuesday.	They	starched	our	clothes	and	hung

them	on	the	outdoor	line	to	dry.	Even	sheets	were

ironed	and	ironing	a	white	shirt	was	the	real	test	of	a

woman's	homemaking	skill.	

We	had	just	finished	eighth	grade	when,	in	June,

1944,	the	Allies,	under	General	Dwight	D.	Eisenhower,

invaded	Europe	along	the	coast	of	Normandy	--	D	Day!

By	August,	Paris	was	freed.	That	November,	Roosevelt

was	re-elected	for	a	4th	term	--	his	running	mate,	Harry
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S.	Truman.	

In	February,	1945,	Roosevelt,	despite	ill	health,

attended	the	Yalta	Conference	with	Churchill	and

Stalin.	Problems	which	would	confront	countries	in	the

post-war	world	were	discussed.	It	was	agreed	that

Germany	would	be	divided	into	four	zones	of

occupation.	Berlin	would	also	be	quartered.	Stalin

agreed	to	enter	the	war	against	Japan	in	return	for

varying	degrees	of	control	over	some	of	the	Japanese

islands	--	Korea,	etc..	And,	China	and	France	were

asked	to	join	in	sponsoring	a	conference	to	found	the

United	Nations.	

On	the	12th	of	April,	1945,	the	US	flags	all	over

the	world	hung	at	half-mast.	President	Roosevelt	had

died	just	thirteen	days	before	Russian	and	American

forces	met	in	Berlin,	crushing	Hitler's	regime	and

bringing	an	end	to	the	war	in	Europe.	

On	May	8th,	our	new	president,	Harry	S.	Truman

celebrated	his	61st	birthday	in	the	White	House	as	the

liberated	Europeans	celebrated	VE	Day	--	Victory	in

Europe!	

The	war	in	Europe	was	over	but	the	effects	of

that	war	lingered	on	as	the	western	world	became

aware	of	what	had	happened	to	the	Jewish	people	and

millions	of	prisoners	in	Europe.	The	horror	of	the

"Holocaust",	the	cruelty	of	man	to	fellow	human,

filtered	into	our	lives,	troubling	our	young	minds	--	a

horror	which	would	haunt	mankind	for	decades.	

There	had	been	no	celebrations	on	the	Pacific

Front.	The	news	from	that	area	remained	gloomy.	After

Pearl	Harbor,	the	rampaging	Japanese	forces	had

conquered	the	Philippines,	the	Dutch,	French	&	British

Colonies	and	had	advanced	upon	Australia.	It	was	not

until	the	Battle	of	Midway	that	the	tide	was	turned	and
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American	troops	began	"Island	Hopping"	–attacking

strategic	Japanese-held	territory	and	advancing	closer

to	Tokyo.	

At	the	time	of	Roosevelt's	death,	they	were

battling	for	Iwo	Jima	and	Okinawa.	Then	in	the	spring

of	1945	(8th	grade)	Americans	took	Okinawa	and,	later

that	year,	recaptured	the	Philippines.	

As	the	Europeans	celebrated	their	freedom,

Admiral	Bill	Halsey	and	his	fleet	were	shelling

Japanese	cities	up	and	down	the	coasts	of	Japan.	As

American	forces,	now	assisted	by	allies,	battled	in	the

Pacific,	the	first	UN	Conference	was	held	on	April	25,

1956	with	50	nations	taking	part.	The	Charter	was

signed	by	all	fifty	in	June	and	ratified	by	the	US	Senate

on	July	28.	The	United	Nations	was	born!	

During	the	war	years,	scientific	and	medical

techniques	were	developed	in	feverish	haste	to	help	in

the	war	effort	--radar,	sonar,	a	blood	bank	for	storing

plasma,	sulfa,	a	bombsight	and	--	the	atomic	bomb!	

Harry	Truman	was	a	spunky	and	down-to-earth

president.	After	taking	office	he	learned	of	a	secret

project	which	had	been	underway	for	years	--	the

Manhattan	Project.	Using	it	could	mean	the	end	of	the

war.	

On	August	6,	1945,	just	before	we	began	our	last

year	in	our	junior	high	schools,	the	Enola	Gay,	carrying

the	atom	bomb,	flew	over	Hiroshima.	The	bomb,

nicknamed	Little	Boy,	exploded	a	few	hundred	feet

above	the	city	and	80,000	people	died.	Three	days	later,

40,000	died	at	Nagasaki.	

On	August	14,	1945,	Japan	agreed	to

unconditional	surrender	and	on	the	27th,	American

forces	began	occupying	Japan.	A	week	later,	the	formal

surrender	took	place	on	Admiral	Nimitz's	flagship,	the
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USS	Missouri	in	Tokyo	Bay.	

Our	last	year	in	junior	high	was	a	difficult	period

for	the	war-torn	world.	The	US	had	emerged	as	the

most	powerful	nation	in	the	world	but	soon	faced

growing	challenges	from	its	war-time	ally,	the	Soviet

Union.	As	each	nation	sought	world	influence,

relationships	became	very	tense.	The	"free	world"

feared	communist	expansion	and	both	sides	refused	to

compromise.	

The	US,	placing	its	hope	for	peace	in	the	United

Nations,	began	to	demobilize.	The	Soviets	tightened

their	hold	on	Eastern	Europe,	refusing	to	allow	free

elections	and	eliminating	the	freedoms	of	speech,

religion	and	press	in	Poland	and	Bulgaria.	In	March,

1946,	Winston	Churchill,	speaking	in	Fulton,	Missouri,

said	that	an	"iron	curtain"	had	descended	across	Europe

and	the	phrase	became	a	popular	metaphor	for	the

Soviet-made	barrier	separating	the	European	Continent

into	Eastern	and	Western	parts.	

Ignoring	the	chill	of	the	"cold	war",	we	boarded

buses	from	all	over	the	valley	and	headed	for	Jordan

High	to	begin	our	high	school	careers.	

The	pioneer	spirit	was	alive	and	well	in	Utah	in

1946	as	the	state	prepared	to	celebrate	the	1847	arrival

of	the	Mormon	Pioneers	.	Herbert	B.	Maw	was	the

governor	of	the	state	and	David	0.	McKay	was

President	of	the	Church	of	Jesus	Christ	of	Latter-day

Saints.	The	issue	of	state	and	church	was	not	a	problem

in	the	40's	and	we	participated	fully	in	the	numerous

centennial	programs	that	year.	

A	new	musical	play,	"Promised	Valley",	made	its

debut	and	became	part	of	the	summer	pageant	scene.

We	were	proud	to	be	Americans,	to	be	Utahns,	to	be



	207	

descendants	of	valiant	pioneers	and	to	be	Jordan

Beetdiggers.	

The	post-war	boom	was	flourishing	as	we

enrolled	as	sophomores.	

Enterprising	students	found	jobs	baby-sitting	at

10	to	25	cents	an	hour,	as	carhops	who	delivered	trays

of	hamburgers	and	fries	(sometimes	on	roller	skates)	to

hungry	customers	who	waited	in	their	cars	at	drive-in

restaurants,	as	soda	jerks	in	drugstores	making

milkshakes,	malts,	floats	and,	of	course,	cokes	in	tall

coke	glasses	--	or	as	service	station	attendants	who	met

each	car,	checked	fluids,	washed	windows	and	pumped

gas	for	their	customers.	

Rationing,	which	had	lasted	from	January,	1942

to	December,	1945,	was	only	a	memory.	The	economy

flourished	and	a	few	of	our	peers	even	dared	to	buy

"name	brand	clothing".	Life	was	good!	

Thanks	to	the	Bingham	Copper	Mine,	Jordan

High	was	a	relatively	wealthy	school.	We	were	bused	to

school	from	our	communities,	could	ride	a	"late	bus"

home	with	the	athletes	if	we	stayed	after	school	for

activities	and	had	bus	transportation	to	and	from	other

schools	for	athletic	contests,	debate	competitions,

cultural	events,	etc.	

	The	Jordan	"Light"	which	had	remained	dark

during	the	war,	could	again	be	illuminated.	Lynn

Dowding	remembers	accompanying	his	father	as	he

went	through	a	trap	door	in	the	ceiling	of	the	library	to

change	the	light	bulb.	

Eighty-four	different	courses	were	available	for

our	consideration.	There	were	clubs,	service

organizations	and	athletic	teams.	We	discovered	our

talents	in	chorus,	band,	orchestra,	drama,	art,

journalism	and	the	shops.	It	was	a	time	to	stretch	and
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experiment	--	a	time	to	find	ourselves.	

School	news	of	any	significance	was	dutifully

reported	in	the	"Telegram"	and	the	"Tribune".	Our

sophomore	initiation	was	reported	thus:	

“The	Jordan	`infants'	paraded	around	the	campus

in	green	bows,	caps,	aprons,	rolled-up	trousers	and	odd

shoes	and	were	innocent	victims	of	hilarious

consequences	administered	by	the	seniors.	Additional

activities	arranged	by	the	student	body	officers	included

softball	and	volleyball	games,	dancing	and

refreshments.	Prizes	also	were	awarded	to	the

sophomore	boy	and	girl	wearing	the	most	colorful

costumes,	those	displaying	the	best	manners	and	those

most	attentive	to	the	upper	classmen	during	the	day.	“	

We	had	our	lockers	in	the	lower	hall	and	battled

mice	for	our	sack	lunches.	One	student,	Effie	Walker,

set	a	mouse	trap	in	her	locker	and	seemed	to	catch

them	hourly.	Miss	Forsgren	even	found	one	sitting	on

the	toe	of	her	shoe.	

We	went	to	movies	at	Burk	Theaters,	enjoyed	the

'super	malts'	at	Vincent	Drug,	danced	at	the	Avalon

Ballroom	and	at	the	afternoon	dances	in	the	gym.	We

rode	the	Bamberger	to	Lagoon	where	we	put	our	names

into	the	pot	for	the	weekly	drawing	for	a	new	Nash	and

played	and	danced	to	the	great	sounds	of	the	Big	Bands

in	its	open-air	pavilion.	

The	gals	wore	blouses,	skirts,	sweaters,	dresses

and	bobby	socks.	Levis	were	for	the	guys	only,	unless

you	were	harvesting	beets	or	potatoes.	And	we	did	have

a	week	or	so	in	the	fall	when	we	were	excused	from

school	to	help	with	the	fall	harvest.	We	did	the	work

which	is	now	mainly	performed	by	migrant	workers.	

Ice	cream	cones	and	candy	bars	still	cost	a	nickel

and	30	would	mail	a	letter.	Telephones	were	usually	on
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a	party	line	and	you	told	the	operator	what	number	you

wanted	to	call	(367-J)	--	not	even	a	rotary	dial!	We

wrapped	our	sandwiches	in	waxed	paper	--	no	plastic

bags	or	containers	in	those	days!	You	could	buy	a	man's

suit	at	Montgomery	Ward	for	under	$27.00.	

Gas	was	cheap.	Most	of	us	had	learned	to	drive	at

home	before	we	were	sixteen	--	but	we	still	took	the

driver's	training	class.	We	listened	to	the	radio	and	78

or	45	rpm	records.	

We	waltzed,	did	the	fox	trot,	the	two-step,	the

tango	and	the	samba.	Matinee	dances	were	fun	--	but

the	formal	dances	were	wonderful.	Sometimes	we

square-danced	at	church	and	we	all	knew	the	Virginia

Reel.	The	Saturday	matinees	were	no	longer	attractive

but	the	drive-in-movies	were	great.	

High	school	"tunnel	vision",	which	was	focused	on

what	was	taking	place	in	our	personal	lives	and	on

events	at	school,	shielded	us	from	the	uneasy	peace

which	permeated	the	world.	

By	1947,	most	of	the	nations	of	Eastern	Europe

had	become	Soviet	satellites	with	governments	and

economies	controlled	by	the	Soviet	Union.	The	U.S.

Army,	under	General	Douglas	MacArthur,	governed

Japan.	

Fighting	continued	in	China	between	the	troops

of	Chiang	Kai-shek	and	the	Communists.	The	Truman

Doctrine	(anew	statement	of	foreign	policy)	came	about

when	Truman	requested	aid	for	the	pro-western	Greek

monarchy	which	was	battling	communist	gorillas.

Truman,	anxious	to	protect	the	oil-rich	Middle	East,

pledged	to	make	military	aid	available	to	countries

threatened	by	communism.	

Europe's	economy	and	social	structure	were	in

bad	shape.	Fearing	that	a	collapse	would	lead	to
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communism	throughout	Europe,	sixteen	nations	met	in

Paris	and	worked	out	a	plan	--	the	Marshall	Plan	--

which	united	the	region	in	a	single	economic	bloc	to

counter	the	Soviets.	Twenty	three	billion	dollars	in

American	aid	was	poured	into	the	European	economies.	

In	Nuremberg,	the	war	crimes	trials	were	taking

place	and	more	than	1.1	million	people	were	still	in

displaced-person	camps	in	Europe.	Jordan	High	had	a

chapter	of	the	Junior	Red	Cross	and	with	the	help	of	the

JAG	and	clubs	filled	boxes	with	personal	need	items	to

send	to	Europe.	The	world's	woes	made	us	even	more

grateful	to	be	Americans,	Utahns	and	Beetdiggers.	

The	photo	near	the	front	of	the	1948	yearbook

reveals	a	majestic	old	school	with	a	new	wing	on	the

south	end	and	a	small	addition	to	the	east	,	both

utilitarian,	modern	and	devoid	of	personality	--	an

architect's	nightmare	--	but	appreciated	by	an	ever-

growing	student	body	and	staff.	

In	'47-'48	the	enrollment	peaked	at	1,132.	The

state's	centennial	activities	were	"winding	down"	by	the

time	we	returned	to	school	in	the	fall	of	1947.	As

Juniors,	we	were	in	the	thick	of	all	school	activities	and

organizations.	

Two	of	the	most	popular	organizations	were	the

FHA	and	FFA	Clubs.	The	Future	Homemakers	of

America	sponsored	the	Sweetheart's	Ball,	a	fashion

show	for	mothers	and	daughters	and	the	FHA	assembly.

We	were	active	musically.	Ours	was	the	5th

annual	rendition	of	Handel's	Messiah	at	the	Assembly

Hall	on	Temple	Square.	J.	Clement	Crapo	directed	the

choir;	Lucille	Tuttle	was	the	reader.	This	was	the	last

year	that	we	would	perform	on	Temple	Square.	

Classmate	Paul	Jacobson	played	in	the	Pep	Band
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which	kept	the	spirit	high	at	ball	games	and	pep	rallies.

Lurene	Mascara,	Carol	Brady	and	Emily	Gamangasco

were	majorettes/banner	carriers	for	the	school	band,

directed	by	Clement	Crapo.	Our	orchestra	played	for

the	opera,	the	Messiah	and	for	Parent	Visiting	Day.

They,	as	well	as	the	band,	participated	in	various	state

music	festivals.	

In	sports,	Jordan	garnered	a	good	deal	of	respect

in	Utah.	Dunn	Taylor	was	the	head	coach	for	both

football	and	basketball.	The	football	team	won	the	State

Championship	and	the	basketball	team	earned	the

Consolation	title.	

In	the	'47	football	season	we	played	South,	North

Cache,	East,	Carbon,	West,	Provo,	Davis	and	Granite,

defeating	all	very	handily	with	nary	a	point	scored

against	us.	However,	at	the	State	Tournament,	Logan

made	one	touchdown	to	smudge	our	perfect	record.	

Girls	were	not	"liberated	women"	in	the	1940's.

Their	athletic	adventures	were	confined	to	the	Posture

Parade	at	BYU	and	their	intramural	games	in

basketball,	volleyball,	badminton	and	archery.	Tap	and

modern	dance	were	approved	"athletic	activities".	The

gals	didn't	know	they	were	being	discriminated	against

--	or	that	the	guys'	admiring	whistles	and	teasing	were

negative	sexual	advances.	Who	wanted	to	compete	with

men	anyway?	--although	a	few	classes	in	the	shops

would	have	been	helpful.	

The	summer	between	our	junior	&	senior	years

was	a	tense	period	for	the	world	--	and	the	USA	in

particular.	The	Truman	Doctrine	promised	military	and

economic	help	to	endangered	nations.	The	Marshall

Plan	(accepted	and	being	used	by	16	European	nations)

was	proving	to	be	successful	beyond	expectation.

Secretary	Marshall	was	right	when	he	called	the	results
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a	"near	miracle".	By	the	end	of	1949,	Western	European

industries	were	producing	more	than	they	had	before

WWII.	

Truman	told	Americans:	"I	believe	that	it	must	be

the	policy	of	the	United	States	to	support	free	peoples...

in	maintaining	their	freedom.	If	we	falter	in	our

leadership,	we	may	endanger	the	peace	of	the	world	--

and	we	shall	surely	endanger	the	welfare	of	our	own

nation.	

The	cold	war	heated	up	in	1948	over	problems	in

Germany.	At	the	end	of	WWII,	the	country	had	been

divided	into	four	sectors	or	zones	--	Russian,	French,

British	and	American.	Likewise,	the	capital,	Berlin,	was

divided	into	four	zones.	Berlin	was	physically	located	in

the	Russian-occupied	part	of	the	country.	

In	1948,	the	western	nations	announced	that

they	were	going	to	make	their	individual	zones	into	one

single	unit.	Angered,	Stalin	who	was	still	dictator	of

Russia,	ordered	a	blockade	of	Berlin.	All	traffic	in	and

out	of	Berlin	was	to	stop.	No	supplies	were	to	reach	the

city	from	the	West.	The	blockade	was	ordered	on	June

24,	1948.	Truman	met	the	Russian	challenge	and

ordered	cargo	planes	to	fly	into	Berlin.	Soon,	planes

loaded	with	necessities	for	human	life	were	landing	in

the	western	zone	every	three	minutes.	

The	Russians	were	now	faced	with	a	dilemma	--to

shoot	down	the	planes	would	mean	all-out	war	with	the

USA	and	they	were	not	prepared	for	such	a	war;	to

cancel	the	blockade	would	be	to	admit	defeat.	Stalin

would	not	do	that.	The	airlift	continued	for	nearly	a

year,	ending	in	May,	1949.	Our	senior	year	was	the

"year	of	the	cold	war"	and	we	celebrated	the	end	of	the

blockade	along	with	our	own	graduation.	

Other	events	which	would	have	long-lasting
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effects	took	place	during	this	year.	The	Communist

Chinese,	under	Mao-Tse-tung,	crushed	the	Chinese

Nationalists	led	by	Chiang	Kai-shek	and	pushed	them

off	the	mainland.	They	sought	refuge	on	the	large

island	of	Formosa.	

Calling	this	new	homeland	Taiwan,	they	mingled

with	the	native	people,	building	a	flourishing	economy

but	dreaming	of	returning	to	their	homeland.	Fifty

years	later,	they	are	still	threatened	with	military

action	by	the	mainland	government	because	Taiwan	is

still	trying	to	be	an	independent	nation.	

The	country	of	Korea	had	been	divided	between

the	Russian	and	US	governments	at	the	end	of	WWII.

Instead	of	keeping	their	promise	to	reunite	Korea,	the

Soviets	actively	worked	to	turn	North	Korea	into	an

armed	Soviet	satellite.	Many	of	our	classmates	would	be

involved	in	this	conflict	after	graduation.	

The	fall	of	our	senior	year	finally	arrived	--	fall

1948.	Louise	Van	EJager	was	the	school	nurse	for	the

District	and	did	her	best	to	keep	us	healthy.	In	fact,

anyone	who	appeared	pale,	listless	or	uninterested	was

scheduled	for	an	exam	with	Drs.	Jones	or	Young	and

they	gave	at	least	55	such	exams	in	48/49.	All	juniors,

seniors	and	faculty	members	also	had	school	X-rays	to

check	for	tuberculosis.	

We	began	the	year	330	strong	--	168	girls	and	152

boys.	Leading	us	in	cheers	were	our	senior	cheerleaders

Calvin	Brady	and	Lawana	Atwood.	With	sophomore

"initiations"	well	behind	us,	we	enjoyed	the	pain	and

suffering	of	juniors	and	sophomores	as	they	endured

initiations	and	the	indignities	imposed	upon	them	by

the	various	clubs	and	organizations.	

There	was	a	new	Chevrolet	for	driver's	training	--
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light	green,	four-door	and	with	dual	controls.	J.M.

Petersen	announced	that	he	hoped	to	begin	adult

classes	for	women	teachers.	Hmm!!	Drivers	Ed	was

scheduled	for	12	weeks.	Thirty	students	got	their

permits	in	the	first	session	(no	report	about	the	women

teachers)	and	driver's	licenses	cost	exactly	$1.00.	It	was

also	announced	that	three	new	school	buses	were	on

their	way	to	Jordan	from	Lima,	Ohio.	It	was	destined	to

be	a	great	year.	

Sports	wise,	this	indeed	was	a	year	to	be

remembered.	Our	football	team	capped	an	undefeated

season	with	their	second	consecutive	football

championship	by	defeating	the	Carbon	Dinosaurs	28-0.

During	the	entire	football	season	only	South	High

crossed	the	Beetdigger	goal	line,	putting	a	small

blemish	on	Jordan's	astounding	record.	

Ballroom	dancing	was	popular	during	the	40's.

We	enjoyed	matinee	dances,	formal	and	fun	evening

dances,	dance	"dates"	at	the	Avalon	Ballroom,	Coconut

Grove,	Saltair	and	Lagoon.	Most	of	us	could	waltz,	fox-

trot,	polka	and	two	step	and	some	knew	the	Latin

rhythms	--	the	Samba,	Tango	and	Rhumba.	The	swing

was	fun	and	a	few	students	were	great	jitterbugs.	

Dancing	at	wedding	receptions	happened

frequently.	We	knew	the	dance	had	come	to	a	close

when	we	heard	the	strains	of	"I'll	See	You	in	my

Dreams"	or	"Goodnight	Sweetheart"	"By	the	Light	of

the	Silvery	Moon"	--	FFA's	romantic	theme	for	their

annual	Harvest	Ball	set	the	stage	for	a	memorable	line-

up	of	special	dances.	

At	least	one	dance	each	year	was	held	for	the

purpose	of	collecting	money	to	help	pay	medical

expenses	for	injured	athletes.	Four	hundred	fifty	turned

out	for	the	benefit	dance	sponsored	by	the	Athletic	Club.
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A	second	benefit	dance,	sponsored	by	the	Charlonians

and	the	Key	Club,	was	held	in	the	spring	to	help	pay

surgical	expenses	for	Charlonian	President	Arlene

Mickelsen	who	had	been	badly	injured	in	a	fall.	

The	Senior	Hop	committee	selected	a	most

appropriate	theme	--	"Let	it	Snow"	--	for	December's

Senior	Hop.	We	danced	to	the	music	of	the	Curt

Anderson	orchestra	and	Donna	Dowd	sang	the	theme

song.	Mother	Nature	must	have	been	listening;	fifty

years	later	we	still	remember	the	big	snow	and	our

unscheduled	7	school	day	vacation.	

One	hundred	forty-three	pounds	of	waste	fat

which	was	collected	by	the	friends	and	family	of	junior

Corrine	Patience	put	her	in	first	place	in	the

Sweetheart	Ball	Queen	race.	The	theme	was	simply

"My	Darling"	and	the	collected	fat	was	sold	for	10-120	a

pound	--	a	reminder	of	VVWII	from	which	the	country

was	still	recovering.	FHA	sponsored	this	dance.	

In	January	we	again	donned	beautiful	formals

and	Sunday	best	attire	for	the	men	for	the	annual

Sweethearts'	Ball	sponsored	by	the	FHA.	

The	elegant	Hotel	Utah	was	the	setting	for	our

Senior	Dinner	Dance.	We	were	required	to	have

parental	permission	for	this	affair.	Our	class	officers,

Scott	Steele,	Shirley	Erekson	and	Barbara	Corak

shouldered	the	responsibility	for	planning	the	event.	We

enjoyed	a	turkey	dinner	and	then	danced	to	the	music

of	the	Mert	Draper	orchestra.	It	was	our	final	"formal

event"	but,	after	our	graduation	ceremony,	a	graduation

dance	was	held	in	the	Jordan	High	Gym	for	all	seniors

and	guests.
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50th	wedding	anniversary	portrait.
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my	grandma	baldwin

Grandma	Baldwin	lived	in	Summit	Park	in	a	big

dark	brown	wooden	house	that	my	Grandpa	Baldwin

built.	

I	remember	when	driving	to	her	house	that	we’d

have	to	yawn	really	big	to	get	our	ears	to	“pop”	to	relieve

the	pressure	as	we	ascended	up	the	canyon	to	her	exit.	

If	it	was	almost	autumn	my	mom	Carolyn	would

always	point	out	the	little	maple	tree	that	was	the	first

to	turn	bright	red	in	the	canyon.	She	said	when	she	was

growing	up	she	always	knew	when	fall	had	arrived

based	off	this	little	tree.	

The	roads	were	windy	to	get	to	their	house.	We

had	to	turn	and	go	down	a	big	hill	where	we’d	pull	into

Grandpa’s	garage.	We	then	had	to	climb	a	tall	set	of

stairs	to	reach	their	basement.	

Grandpa	would	greet	us	there.	If	we	wanted	to

get	to	Grandma’s	kitchen,	it	was	one	more	flight	of

stairs	with	a	platform	in	the	middle	to	see	her.	

A	large	mirror	hung	on	the	wall	in	the	middle	of

the	stairs	with	all	her	kids’	names	printed	on	it.	I

studied	it	every	time	I	passed	by.	“Mitch,	Julie,	Tracy,

Jeff,	Carolyn”	it	read.	It	wasn’t	until	I	was	older	that	I

learned	her	first	born	baby	never	got	a	name	or	a	chance

to	live	on	this	earth.	Carol	didn’t	go	into	labor	until	she

was	10-months	along	and	the	baby	boy	was	stillborn.

Grandma	didn’t	really	talk	about	hard	things	but	that
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was	okay	because	I	was	just	a	kid.	

I	remember	her	Christmas	parties	best.	Our

presents	were	in	the	basement	family	room	in	the

corner.	We	could	look	but	not	touch	until	it	was	time	to

open	them.	

She	always	had	the	softest	homemade	sugar

cookies	waiting	on	a	platter	and	year	round,	more

cookies	in	the	drawer	upstairs.	These	were	grandpa’s

cookies,	but	he	shared.	They	were	the	wafer	kind.	And

then,	if	our	inner	cookie	monster	wasn’t	satisfied,	we

could	raid	the	giant	mushroom	shaped	cookie	jar	that

sat	high	up	on	the	counter.	

Once	I	asked	grandma	if	I	could	have	a

“mushroom”	(meaning	a	cookie…I	thought	I	was	clever)

and	she	thought	I	meant	the	fungi	variety	and	felt	bad

telling	me	she	didn't	have	any	on	hand.	

Sometimes	grandma	would	make	homemade

cookies	when	we	were	there	but	we	weren’t	allowed	to

eat	the	dough.	That	was	one	of	grandma’s	rules	that	I

did	not	want	to	pass	along	in	my	future	home.	

I	remember	that	Grandma	Baldwin's	Christmas

decorations	included	three	wise	men	who	had	the	most

beautiful	velvet	outfits	you	could	imagine	(sewn	by

Velma).	They	sat	atop	one	of	many	glass	coffee	tables

she	owned.	Beneath	the	glass	were	other	beautiful

fragile	treasures	that	we	had	strict	instructions	to	leave

alone.	

Grandma	had	a	white	flocked	Christmas	tree

with	little	elf	ornaments	and	colored	lights.	We	never

saw	her	on	Christmas	day,	just	at	her	Christmas	party.

But	other	times	of	the	year,	we	got	to	sleep	over	at	her

house.	

When	we	did	wake	up	in	Summit	Park,	we’d

gather	in	the	kitchen	and	sit	around	her	small	table
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while	we	waited	for	a	waffle	to	cook.	Grandpa	knew

exactly	how	we	liked	them.	And	we	always	had	to	have

homemade	syrup,	the	watery	kind	my	mom	still	makes

today.	

Other	times	we’d	opt	for	a	big	bowl	of	Trix	or

Crispix.	If	we	chose	Crispix,	we	liked	to	add	brown

sugar	to	sweeten	it	up.	On	the	wall	surrounding	the

kitchen	table	were	shelves	with	little	cups	and	saucers.

I	can't	remember	the	kitchen	decor,	but	I	remember

those	dishes.	

She	had	a	second	table	we	ate	at	in	the	living

room.	It	was	a	big	long	one	that	we	used	for	fancy

dinners	like	Thanksgiving.	My	job	was	to	help	her	set	it

in	a	very	precise	manner.	

She	taught	me	a	proper	place	setting:	forks	on

the	left,	knife	and	spoon	on	the	right	with	the	blade	of

the	knife	turned	in,	all	atop	a	folded	napkin.	The	cup

always	went	above	the	knife.	Grandma	had	beautiful

gold	plated	silverware	and	flower	patterned	china	that

we	used	on	this	fancy	table.	

Besides	the	long	table	(which	when	not	in	use	for

eating	was	often	covered	with	a	giant	puzzle	grandpa

was	working	on),	grandma	had	a	piano,	couches	and	a

fireplace	in	her	living	room.	The	room	was	lined	with

big	windows	which	my	mom	said	turned	into	mirrors	at

night	when	she'd	try	on	and	perfect	her	own	hand	sewn

wedding	dress.	

Grandma’s	front	door	opened	to	a	little	area	filled

with	plants	and	a	large	grandfather	clock.	I	remember

its	hourly	chime.	You	could	then	choose	to	go	straight

ahead	down	the	stairs,	to	the	right	to	the	living	room,	or

to	the	left	where	you’d	pass	a	small	little	tv	room—I

remember	watching	tv	in	that	room	one	day	in	fifth

grade	when	grandma	suddenly	came	in	and	made	us
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turn	it	off	without	explanation.	I	found	out	later	that

my	Uncle	Craig	(my	dad’s	brother)	had	died	in	a

horrible	plane	crash	and	it	was	all	over	the	news	so

Grandma	didn’t	want	us	to	see.	

Just	before	entering	the	kitchen	you	could	turn

left	and	go	down	a	long	hallway.	You’d	pass	the	laundry

room	and	second	entrance	to	the	tv	room	on	your	way	to

the	bathroom	or	guest	bedroom.	My	grandparent’s

bedroom	was	also	down	this	hall,	but	we	weren’t

allowed	to	go	in	their	room	generally	speaking.	

I	remember	the	bathroom	well—it	was	blue

everywhere!	Grandma	would	bathe	us	in	there	often.

She	liked	clean	kids.	

Next	to	that	blue	bathroom	was	my	mom’s	old

bedroom	turned	guest	room.	It	had	blue	and	white	plaid

wall	paper	with	big	yellow	flowers.	At	least	that’s	how	I

remember	it.	The	room	housed	a	beautiful	canopy	bed

and	a	painting	of	my	mom	when	she	was	little,	fast

asleep	in	her	walker.	

Grandma’s	kitchen	had	a	door	that	exited	onto

the	porch.	The	porch	was	high	up,	just	like	my	parent’s

porch	is	in	Deweyville.	During	the	winter	the	snow	was

so	deep	we	had	to	climb	up	from	the	porch	onto	the

snow.	

During	the	summer,	we	hung	out	on	that	back

porch	to	talk.	We’d	sit	in	a	porch	swing	that	had	yellow

and	orange	flowers	all	over	its	vinyl	pattern.	I	still

remember	Grandpa	Dale	sipping	his	pop.	He	was

always	drinking	Mountain	Dew.	And	he	always	wore	a

Jaxon	style	hat	to	cover	his	very	bald	head.	I	never

knew	him	with	hair—neither	did	my	mom.	She	said	he

was	bald	by	the	time	she	was	born.	

Dinner	time	in	the	summer	meant	hamburgers

grilled	over	charcoal	briquettes.	The	charcoal	gives	a
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very	distinct	smell	and	flavor	to	the	burgers	that	I	will

forever	associate	with	these	Baldwin	dinners.	

We’d	eat	on	paper	plates	that	were	nested	inside

little	woven	plate	holders	giving	them	strength.	There

were	lots	of	different	colors	to	choose	from.	We’d	then

run	off	to	play	in	their	backyard.	

There	was	a	big	white	boat	shaped	fountain/pond

that	grandpa	made.	And	even	a	second	level	to	their

grass.	You	went	up	these	little	wooden	steps	to	get	to

this	secret	part.	From	there	we’d	go	off	trail	into	the

woods	to	play.	I	remember	collecting	acorns	and

abandoned	snail	shells	that	were	scattered	all	around.	

Sometimes	we’d	play	out	front	under	a	big	pine

tree.	Or	we'd	climb	easily	onto	the	garage	roof	because

of	the	hill	their	house	was	built	into.	The	front	porch

was	small,	just	the	right	size	to	knock	at	the	door	and

wait.	But	we’d	sit	on	the	various	platforms	leading	up

to	it	and	let	our	feet	hang.	

We	often	went	for	walks	around	their	“circle”

which	meant	walking	up	the	big	hill	to	circle	back

around	and	down.	New	houses	were	constantly	being

built	in	that	neighborhood	so	we	would	inspect	their

design.	My	mom	said	when	she	was	growing	up	there	it

was	mostly	just	them.	

Next	door	to	my	grandparent’s	house	was	a	house

that	was	eventually	painted	pink	and	purple.	I

remember	my	mom	telling	me	how	unhappy	Grandma

Baldwin	was	about	that.	Grandma	was	very	traditional

and	proper.	A	pink	and	purple	house	didn’t	fit	well	with

how	she	wanted	the	world	to	be.	

In	the	basement	of	their	house,	besides	the	big

family	room,	there	was	a	spare	bedroom	we	often	slept

in,	a	big	storage	room	at	the	end	of	the	hall	where	you

could	find	old	treasures,	and	nestled	in	between	the	two
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was	grandpa’s	train	room.	We	loved	to	watch	the

electric	train	go	around	the	track	he’d	built.	It	was	a

full	scale	model	train	set	up	with	little	houses,	bridges,

etc.	

Grandpa	loved	to	build	things.	He	built	lots	of

model	boats	and	once,	a	big	red	ski	boat	that	we	got	to

go	for	rides	in.	He	always	had	the	wood	waxed	perfectly

shiny.	I	remember	him	driving	that	boat,	again	with	his

hat	and	pop	can.	We’d	ride	in	the	back	with	our	life

jackets	on	and	a	cousin	being	pulled	in	the	tube.	I	don’t

think	Grandma	ever	drove.	In	fact,	I	can’t	remember

ever	riding	in	a	car	with	her	where	she	was	the	driver.

I'm	sure	she	could	drive	but	if	Dale	was	ever	in	the	car,

he	drove.	

Grandma	loved	to	play	cards,	especially	Bridge.	I

never	learned	how	to	play	that	game,	but	I	know	she

played	often	throughout	her	life	with	her	high	school

friends.	She	taught	me	how	to	play	Gin.	And	she	was	a

real	stickler	about	who	dealt	and	the	direction	they	did

it	in.	Always	clockwise!	I	remember	playing	Rack-O	and

other	games	as	well.	

When	I	was	younger	we	would	go	to	Fish	Lake

and	meet	my	grandparents	there.	We	stayed	in	cabins

as	far	back	as	I	can	remember.	I	know	when	I	was	a

baby	we	camped,	but	my	mom	had	a	bad	experience

with	Caldwell	as	a	baby	camping	and	so	we	stayed	in

cabins	after	that.	

Uncle	Mitch’s	family	would	often	come	to	Fish

Lake	with	us	as	well.	We	stayed	in	the	Lakeside	cabins

(the	ones	not	near	the	big	lodge).	We’d	play	with	our

cousins	Garrett	and	Vanessa	on	the	giant	boulders	that

were	in	the	fields	there.	I	remember	one	of	the	cabins,	I

think	it	was	called	the	Sunflower,	had	a	loft	that	was

fun	to	sleep	up	in.
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We’d	also	take	our	little	boat	and	grandpa’s	big

boat	out	fishing.	I	never	liked	to	fish	so	I	would	jump	in

and	swim	while	the	others	tried	to	catch	something.

The	lake	was	super	cold	but	it	didn’t	bother	me	at	the

time.	The	boats	would	take	us	all	the	way	across	the

lake	to	the	other	shore	where	we	would	float	on	giant

fallen	trees	and	collect	treasures	along	the	rocky	sand

there.	Fish	Lake	was	my	grandpa’s	happy	place	and	I

think	grandma	liked	it	too.	

My	sophomore	year	in	high	school,	my

grandparents	sold	their	home	in	Summit	Park	and

moved	to	St.	George.	By	this	time	in	my	life	I	was	super

busy	with	my	own	activities	so	their	move	didn’t	seem

to	change	things	for	me	very	much.	But	it	did	make	it	so

we	saw	them	a	lot	less.	

I	remember	being	surprised	by	how	much	their

St.	George	home	still	felt	like	“grandma’s	house”.	The

furniture	was	the	same.	The	candy	dish	was	still	full	of

orange	slices	like	it	always	had	been	in	Summit	Park.

Wafer	cookies	could	be	found	in	the	kitchen	drawer.	But

the	smell	of	pine	trees	was	gone,	and	I	missed	that.

Grandpa	still	had	his	hat	and	grandma	still	kissed	me

on	the	cheeks	hello	though,	so	it	was	okay.	

When	we	went	for	walks	in	St.	George,	instead	of

hills	there	was	a	duck	pond	and	golf	course.	They	had

an	enclosed	porch	in	their	backyard	where	we’d	visit

and	I’d	tell	them	about	my	high	school	endeavors.	

I	think	they	were	happy	in	St.	George	and	it	was

easier	to	be	old	there—grandpa	just	physically	couldn’t

keep	up	with	the	demands	of	their	Summit	Park	home

in	the	wintertime—but	it	was	never	exactly	the	same	as

when	they	lived	in	the	house	that	Dale	built.	

My	grandparents	had	scrimped	and	saved	and

slept	in	the	cold	many	nights	to	build	that	Summit
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Park	home	on	430	Woodland	Drive.	My	mom	said	they

moved	in	once	it	was	all	framed	(she	was	ten	at	the

time),	but	there	wasn’t	any	heat	yet,	or	walls,	or	any

real	essentials.	So	grandpa	enclosed	one	bedroom	and

they	all	slept	inside	a	tent	with	a	little	space	heater	to

keep	them	warm.	

Their	first	Christmas	there	the	water	beneath

the	Christmas	tree	froze.	But	it	was	their	dream	home

and	dreams	aren’t	easily	achieved	without	a	little	bit	of

sacrifice.	Of	course	by	the	time	I	came	along	their	home

was	well	lived	in	and	furnished	beautifully.	I	never

knew	it	any	other	way.	

The	same	is	true	for	my	memories	of	Grandma

Baldwin.	I	never	knew	her	any	other	way.	She’d	lived

through	the	depression,	thrived	as	a	teenager,	fell

madly	in	love	with	Dale,	met	death	the	day	she	became

a	mother,	and	then	buried	another	child	a	little	over	a

decade	later	but	I	never	really	knew	about	any	of	that.	

What	I	knew	was	a	grandma	who	was	happy	but

stern,	loving	but	opinionated,	and	always	happy	to	see

me.	Her	meals	were	delicious.	She	loved	to	dress	nice.

She	always	remembered	my	birthday.	I	never	noticed

her	flaws	or	her	grief	until	I	became	an	adult.	I	never

really	knew	her	story	until	she	started	to	relive	it	in	her

mind—a	mind	that	would	one	day	fail	her.	

After	Dale’s	death,	Carol	sold	her	St.	George

home	and	moved	north	so	my	mom	could	look	after	her.

My	mom	would	visit	Carol	often	in	the	various	care

centers	she	lived	in.	At	first	it	was	in	Tremonton	where

Carol	was	still	mentally	ok	but	just	not	able	to	live

alone.	But	as	time	passed,	Carol’s	mind	began	to	slip.

She	could	remember	her	childhood	address	but	not	the

day	of	the	week.	

She	sometimes	knew	my	mother,	but	most	days
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she	was	just	her	“friend”	Carolyn.	This	was	hard	on	my

mom.	But	old	age	softened	Carol.	She	let	down	the

walls	she’d	built	as	an	adult,	the	ones	my	mom	had

never	seen	past.	Being	the	youngest,	my	mom	didn’t	get

to	see	the	Carol	you’ve	now	met	very	often—maybe

glimpses	of	her	younger	self	at	times—but	overall	the

burden	of	life	had	changed	her.	

Once	dementia	mixed	things	up	Carol	got	mean

and	kind	all	at	the	same	time.	She	was	genuinely

grateful	for	my	mom’s	help	and	though	it	was	probably

one	of	the	hardest	things	my	mom	has	even	done,	I

think	she	discovered	a	love	between	them	that	had

always	been	there,	but	not	often	spoken.	

One	of	my	last	memories	of	Carol	as	Grandma

Baldwin—a	time	when	she	recognized	me	as	her

grandchild	without	me	having	to	tell	her	so—was	in

January	of	2018.	I	knew	she	wouldn’t	live	forever	and	I

wanted	my	girls	to	have	a	photograph	with	her.	So	we

made	it	happen.	

We	set	up	my	photography	lights	in	her	little	care

center	room—which	still	felt	like	grandma’s	house	I

might	add—and	asked	her	to	pose	with	us.	She	had	her

hair	done	and	a	pink	jacket	on.	My	youngest	daughter

Vivienne	had	arrived	just	six	weeks	before.	So	with	my

mother	and	all	my	daughters,	we	surrounded	Carol	to

document	four	generations	of	women	in	one	little	room.	

On	the	wall	behind	us	hung	two	pictures	that

will	always	remind	me	of	Grandma:	a	painting	of	the

Salt	Lake	Temple	by	Al	Rounds	that	I	helped	my	mom

pick	out	and	have	framed	for	Carol	and	Dale’s	50th

wedding	anniversary	and	a	yarn	embellished	art	piece

Carol	made	that	depicts	the	scene	of	an	open	air

restaurant	filled	with	men	in	tuxedos	and	women	in

fancy	hats	and	dresses.
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Carol’s	earthly	story	began	on	July	11,	1931	in

Murray	(Union),	Utah.	It	ended	in	Logan,	on	February

22,	2019	at	age	87.	

Because	of	this	book	writing	experience,	I’ve	now

glimpsed	Carol	as	a	child.	Because	of	my	life

experience,	I	knew	her	as	a	grandma.	And	because	of

my	mother	and	my	own	experience	with	motherhood,

I've	gained	a	glimpse	of	Carol’s	middle	ground—that

time	when	your	mind	quits	aging	but	your	body	barrels

ahead	as	a	middle	aged	adult.	

The	experience	of	raising	a	child	unites	women	of

all	generations.	Each	day	that	I	struggle	to	keep	the

peace	in	my	home	and	to	teach	my	daughters	and	son

all	they	need	to	know,	I	walk	the	path	my	mothers	have

known.	

My	maternal	line	is	significant.	It	has	shaped	me

more	than	any	other	direct	line	to	the	past.	

Hattie’s	favorite	recipes	became	Carol’s.	Carol’s

tastiest	meals	became	Carolyn’s.	And	now	I	prepare

these	recipes	to	feed	my	own	family,	tweaking	tradition

as	needed	(here	in	the	Frandsen	home	cookie	dough	is

consumed	often	with	a	smile).	But	the	fact	is	I	learned

so	much	from	my	mother	and	she	from	hers	and	so	on

and	so	forth	way	back	to	the	beginning.	

I	supposed	it	started	with	Eve	and	her	choice

made	in	Eden.	She	chose	to	experience	joy	in	her

posterity	by	way	of	mortality.	Maybe	she	felt	her

Mother	in	Heaven’s	spirit	whispering	to	her	to	make

that	crucial	choice.	Or	maybe	she	found	the	courage

buried	deep	within.	Either	way,	I’m	so	very	grateful	for

all	of	the	women	who	have	followed	her	example	and

have	embraced	their	role	as	a	creator,	birthing	and

raising	daughters	who	would	one	day	create	me.	

I	don’t	know	all	of	their	names	yet,	but	one	day	I
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will.	Until	then,	I	celebrate	the	ones	I	do	know.	Starting

with	my	mother’s	maiden	name	and	year	of	birth

working	back	my	maternal	line	reads:	Carolyn	Baldwin

1963,	Carol	Brady	1931,	Harriet	Peirce	1892,	Agnes

Boam	1863,	Elizabeth	McGhei	1832,	Elizabeth	Collins

1809,	Elizabeth	Farrell	1781,	Dinah	Sweeten	1750.	

My	youngest	daughter	Vivienne	was	born	in

2017.	From	her	birth	to	Dinah’s	is	a	span	of	267	years.	I

hope	with	time	and	technological	advancement,	the

names	on	that	list—my	direct	maternal	line—will	grow.

But	for	now,	I’m	happy	to	celebrate	my	Grandma

Baldwin	and	the	life	that	she	lived.	More	than	anything

else,	I'm	grateful	that	she	gave	me	my	mother	and	that

my	mother	gave	me	me.	

My	mom's	story	is	still	being	written	so	I	won’t

type	it	up	yet,	but	one	day	I	will.	And	I	hope	my

daughters	will	tell	mine	when	that	time	comes	too.	I’d

love	to	be	a	doll	and	would	look	just	like	Carol—with

dark	hair	and	green	eyes—just	like	my	Grandma

Baldwin	once	had.
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Four	generation	photograph	taken	January	15,	2018	in	Carol's

bedroom	of	her	memory	unit.	Carol	Brady	Baldwin,	surrounded	by

(clockwise	starting	in	bottom	left)	Sienna	Le	Frandsen,	Hazel

Elizabeth	Frandsen,	Vivienne	Annice	Frandsen,	Elizabeth	Ann

Taylor	Frandsen,	Carolyn	Baldwin	Taylor	and	Ella	Noel	Frandsen.	
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Carolyn	visiting	Carol	in	Logan	at	her	last	care	center.

Carol	and	Carolyn	taken	in	Deweyville	at	our	Taylor	family

Thanksgiving	dinner.	This	was	the	last	time	I	saw	my	grandma	alive

although	she	didn't	know	she	was	my	grandma	this	day.
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The	Baldwin	Family	on	Carolyn's	blessing	day.	

Dinner	with	Grandma	Hattie.	Clockwise	starting	on	the	left:	Tracy,

Julie,	Hattie,	Carol,	Carolyn,	Mitch,	Jeff.
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One	of	the	last	family	portraits	taken	before	Tracy	died.

Carol	in	her	favorite	black	coat	next	to	her	Christmas	tree.
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Inside	Grandpa's	train	room	in	Summit	Park.

Dale	(in	his	favorite	hat),	my	cousin	Casey,	and	Carol.	This	is	how	I

remember	my	Grandma	and	Grandpa	looking.
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Caldwell	and	Liz	with	Grandpa	Dale	on	his	boat	at	Fish	Lake.

A	model	boat	similar	in	style	to	the	real	boat	Dale	built.
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Baldwin	Family,	taken	at	their	Summit	Park

backyard	home	1992.	Back	row	left	to	right:	

Jeff,	Debbie,	Dale,	Carol,	Carolyn,	Calvin,	Mitch,

Theresa,	Julie,	Jim	Front	row:

Michael,	Mark,	Matthew,	Maria,	Liz,	Laura,

Caldwell,	James,	Brandon,	

Vanessa,	Garett,	Christopher,	Jason,	Casey.
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Baldwin	Family,	taken	at	their	Summit	Park

backyard	home	1992.	Back	row	left	to	right:	

Jeff,	Debbie,	Dale,	Carol,	Carolyn,	Calvin,	Mitch,

Theresa,	Julie,	Jim	Front	row:

Michael,	Mark,	Matthew,	Maria,	Liz,	Laura,

Caldwell,	James,	Brandon,	

Vanessa,	Garett,	Christopher,	Jason,	Casey.
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Al	Rounds	painting	that	hung	in	Carol's	home	and	room.

Yarn	embellished	art	piece	done	by	Carol	that	will	forever	remind	me	of

the	proper	lady	my	grandma	was.	It	will	soon	hang	in	my	daughters

bedroom	where	they	can	be	reminded	of	her	everyday.
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				There	is	a	garden	

						in	every	childhood,	

									an	enchanted	place	

														where	colors	are	brighter,	

																		the	air	softer,	

																			and	the	morning	

																				more	fragrant	than	

																		ever	again.	

																								~Elizabeth	Lawrence


