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 INTRODUCTION  

 

Over many years the collections that comprise the Platt Family Records Center (PFRC) have been 

gathered from a diversity of sources and locations. These have been cataloged as they have been 

received, or in the order that they were initially organized. It was not felt in preparing this final 

version that a re-cataloging was necessary due to the versatility of the indexing systems used. 

 

There are twelve divisions to the PFRC: 1) Documents; 2) Letters; 3) Notes; 4) Family Histories; 

5) Diaries; 6) Manuscripts; 7) Photographs; 8) Maps; 9) Books; 10) Genealogies; 11) 

Bibliography; and 12) Indexes. The Documents that follows have been collected from many 

sources. The various volumes in this section of the collection are numbered 1.1, 1.2, 1.3, etc. 

 

Copies of these volumes have been given to: 1) The Library of Congress, Washington, D.C.; 2) 

Special Collections, Marriott Library, Brigham Young University, Provo, Utah; 3) The Church 

Historical Library, Salt Lake City, Utah; 4) Special Collections, Southern Utah University, Cedar 

City, Utah; 5) The Utah State Historical Society Library, Salt Lake City, Utah; and 6) The 

Daughters of the Utah Pioneers Museum, Salt Lake City, Utah. Additional copies have been 

given to each of my siblings and to our children. 

 

Lyman D. Platt, Ph.D. 

The Redwoods, New Harmony, Utah 
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DOCUMENT 1  
 

This is a series of documents concerning the schooling activities of Lyman De Platt, in 

obtaining his Masters of Library Science, and Doctor of Philosophy degrees from 

Columbia Pacific University, San Rafael, California. 

 

Prospectus - Master's Thesis - A Genealogical - Historical Guide to Latin America 

(Presented to Columbia Pacific University in 1983 and accepted as a Library Science 

Masters Thesis.) Historical Background: some years ago when I was accepted for a 

Masters program at Brigham Young University, I outlined for them what I wished to do 

to obtain a Masters Degree from B.Y.U. They told me that I couldn't do it. They were not 

yet advanced enough in their educational thinking to allow that kind of individual 

initiative. Having taken twelve years to acquire a Bachelor of Arts degree, interrupted by 

an LDS mission and military service, I felt that the additional education I got from that 

point on should best suit my career in genealogy. I decided at the point where they 

rejected my proposal that the standard academic community no longer held any 

immediate value for me personally and searched around the country for a program that 

would fit my needs. I finally chose Columbia Pacific University, acknowledged by the 

Superintendent of Public Education for the State of California as a fully accredited 

scholastic university. I published my Thesis in 1978 in both Spanish and English, having 

pursued my original proposal to BYU from the time I dropped its program. The English 

edition of the Thesis is as noted above. The Spanish edition is entitled Una Guía 

Genealógico-Histórica de Latinoamérica. 

 

This Thesis brought together for the first time a research standard for Latin American 

genealogists. It gave them a number of specialized studies to assist them in their research 

and provided the only general reference to Latin American archives ever published in as 

complete of detail as I had done. I spent twenty months over a five year period studying 

ever major archive in Latin America. Much of the material published in the Thesis had 

never before been in print. The same university - BYU - which rejected my initial 

proposal, has since used the Thesis in a number of its courses. 

 

I outlined in detail to Columbia Pacific University, after acceptance of my prospectus, 

additional field studies and library studies that had been accomplished over the years that 

accompanied my Thesis in giving me the experience needed to obtain a Masters of 

Library Science Degree. I wanted to go that route first - getting the MLS - because of my 

work situation. I had discussed my educational goals with my line of management at the 

Family History Department in Salt Lake City and they felt that career-wise I would best 

get an MLS and then work on a Doctorate in Latin American History. I subsequently took 

some additional courses offered at BYU and complied with and exceeded the Thesis 

requirements for an MLS offered by Columbia Pacific University.  

 

Prospectus - Doctoral Dissertation Thesis - Latin American Records and Publications: 

An Annotated Historical Analysis. (Presented to Columbia Pacific University in 1984 and 
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accepted as complying with Dissertation requirements. A copy is found in their collection 

of Doctoral Dissertations.) 

 

Whereas my Masters Thesis was a guide to research standards and achival contents, the 

Doctoral Dissertation was the culmination of twenty-five years of genealogical research 

experience, fifteen of it in Latin America, through which I set forth an in-depth analysis 

of unpublished manuscripts, documents, and microfilmed collections, as well as a 

complete bibliography of Latin American genealogies and local histories, some 3,500 

volumes of information, annotated for use by librarians in acquiring collections, and for 

historians and genealogists in compiling further studies and for their personal 

genealogical pursuits. 

 

The following is part of my initial proposal to Columbia Pacific University, the rest being 

revised above in the past tense: 

 

This Dissertation is in a partial state of completion. It will require at least one full year 

from now to bring to a state where I could be satisfied with its value to the academic and 

non-professional communities. 

 

After my acceptance into this program, I will document for you a total of 20,000 hours of 

time spent in acquiring the knowledge that I presently have to begin this project. I expect 

it to take 600 hours to compile the rest of the material needed to complete the 

Dissertation, and fifty hours to type it. 

 

Besides this I will also document, if desired, an additional 10,000 hours of time spent 

working intimately with Latin Americans, learning their language, customs, needs, and 

how they can best be served in my field of expertise. Also, I can document an additional 

4,000 hours of time spent in research on my wife's Spanish lines and could, if necessary, 

list hundreds of books that I have studied in acquiring the knowledge I needed to arrive at 

the point I am presently in my search for knowledge and service. 

 . . . . . . . . . . 

 

Although there is much more documentation than should realistically be included here, a 

letter written on February 1, 1983 to Dr. James Cloud, Director of Admissions for 

Columbia Pacific University, shows a summary of the material to a sufficient degree that 

if the other material is lost, the skeletal facts will remain recorded herein: 

 

Dear Sir: I appreciate this opportunity to explain my own philosophy of education and 

describe for your review what has happened in my life to qualify me to receive a 

masters/doctorate. 

 

The two and one-half years which I spent in Peru as a missionary for the L.D.S. Church 

was the beginning of my real educational experiences. To begin with I mastered the 

Spanish language to an exceptional degree, being one of only two missionaries to be 

placed with Spanish-speaking (non-English-speaking) companions. 
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Being an eagle scout and having been a scout master prior to my mission, I was asked to 

help set up scout troops in Callao and Tacna. The Mormon Church had only been in Peru 

three years when I arrived. During the time I was there we began building chapels in 

Lima, Callao, and Arequipa. With the construction experience I had had prior to my 

mission, I assisted in the foundations, footings, and framing of each of these chapels. In 

Arequipa I also became involved with the Peace Corps for six to eight months in their 

English classes, medical assistance and urban renewal projects. From my journals I have 

documented a total of 10,715 hours of missionary labor divided as follows: 

 

6,032 hours of proselyting in which we contacted 4,418 families and taught  

 1,669 lessons. 

2,300 hours of religious study. 

1,383 hours of miscellaneous missionary activities: directing local meetings,  

 interviews, baptisms, etc. 

1,000 hours of scouting, and construction activities. 

 

This represents a total of 10,715 hours of life experience activities during the years 1962-

1965. The wide range of experiences from a humble Indian shack to the mansions of 

socialite Lima, from desert to jungle, from contact with the most illiterate to those who 

thought themselves the most knowledgeable in religion, politics, history, and so forth, 

was invaluable for my future life activities in the area. We were stoned, imprisoned, 

jeered, and persecuted. We were also looked to for leadership, counsel, discipline, faith, 

prayers, and instruction. This was the most intense learning period in my life. Nowhere 

has this learning been considered academically. 

 

During my mission I also learned to play the piano, and the guitar. I participated with 

four others in a quintet on radio, television, and in public concerts throughout southern 

Peru. 

 

I became the spiritual leader for six months of a branch of the Church in Tacna. I was in 

charge of the financial records, the staffing of all the various organizations, and in 

coordinating with local civic and Catholic officials in arranging various activities. This 

was the most challenging part of my mission and gave me a wide range of experiences I 

had never had prior to that time, including conducting a burial service, performing a 

marriage, debating with a Catholic Bishop, socializing with the military commander, 

mayor and other civic leaders, playing on the local basketball team against in-country 

rivals and the Harlem stars of California, conducting large conferences, planning and 

carrying to completion meetings, parties, and training local leaders to carry the burden of 

leadership. I was the last missionary leader the 127 members of the Tacna Branch had, 

having trained my replacement prior to being relieved of duties. 

 

After my mission I began what would become a lifetime of learning about the history of 

Latin America. I traveled throughout southern and central Peru and later Mexico City, 

gaining a wider appreciation of Spanish culture, history, and society. 
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After this traveling I came home and joined the United States Air Force. Being older and 

more experienced than most of my associates, I was looked to for leadership and morale. 

During basic training I earned my marksmanship ribbon, having a 279 score of 300 

possible. For technical school I was assigned to Electronics, as my knowledge of Morse 

Code from scouting days was needed at that point more than my Spanish. I had applied 

for language school and special security divisions. 

 

I was sent to Biloxi, Mississippi. Ecclesiastically, I was soon called to help develop the 

local mission and call thirty-six missionaries to assist in the work. I began school at the 

base and was immediately advanced to a class that was three weeks into the course and a 

short time later advanced to a class five weeks into the course. I graduated from this class 

with 93% and was the honor student of the class, having received the second highest 

grade, but having done it in eleven weeks instead of the sixteen normally required. I was 

asked to stay as an instructor but declined. I received foreign orders but my local officers 

had these cancelled and told me I would be staying as an instructor. The new orders came 

through. I asked for time off to get married and when I returned I had two sets of orders. 

The Air Force made an official apology and gave me my choice because of my honor 

status. I chose to take the Colorado Springs, Colorado assignment as a ground radio 

operator. 

 

While in Colorado Springs I enrolled at Southern Colorado State and through 

correspondence with the University of Maryland. In my work I was assigned to work 

with overseas stations coordinating NORAD assignments and flights worldwide, 

including Air Force 1 and Air Force 2. I also ran a weather receiving machine, the first 

installed at the base using a satellite. 

 

From Colorado Springs I was assigned to Viet Nam for one year. Preparatory to this I 

attended jungle survival school including: survival and evasion living in the artic, tropics 

and desert; judo, parachuting, gear making, psychological effects of captivity, resistence, 

evasion, exploitation, escape, land navigation, communications, survival weapons, 

resistence, map and compass reading, medicine, insurgency, fallout, guerilla tactics, air 

recovery, survival kits, and water rescue. We then ran the obstacle course and were 

captured. Several of us broke out and were caught again. We were punished physically, 

mentally tortured, and generally shown what awaited us if captured. I learned where my 

strengths and weaknesses were and knew what my course would be in the event I was 

ever captured. From there we were given an actual survival experience. We made a 

latrine, snowshoes, lairs, a fish snare, smoked meat, chopped wood, set out snares and 

then were left to ourselves. For the next three days we worked through a wilderness area 

in northern Idaho that was used only by our group. We were the first and last to use it 

because of its extreme danger. One man lost an eye, two got lost for four days. It was an 

incredibly difficult experience. Many lessons of survival were learned in real life-

threating circumstances much more real than had been intended. 

 

In Siagon, South Viet Nam, I served as a missionary and the local branch organist. 

Militarily I performed many tasks. I was assigned to a forward air control station initially 
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and assisted in directing air strikes and coordinating air surveillance. At times I flew with 

the pilots and did some flying myself. Reports made by my officers during this time were 

laudatory. I received the Air Force Commendation Medal and the Vietnamese Medal of 

Honor during this period. The Army and Navy both recommeded me for their medals of 

honor as well, but I did not receive them as it was against policy. The true feelings of 

those making the recommendations have stayed with me over the years, however. Two of 

my commanding officers say of me at this time: ñHis outstanding ability to work with the 

Vietnamese has enhanced the effectiveness of our operation.ò (Major Daniel S. Duet); 

ñHe displays outstanding initiative, uses sound judgment, and works extremely well 

under pressure. He has a retentative mind, grasps instructions quickly, and requires the 

very minimum of supervision. He exhibits outstanding military bearing.ò (Lt. Col. Jack 

E. White). 

 

I was next assigned to Columbus Air Force Base in Columbus, Mississippi. While here I 

was chosen from an Air-Force-wide screening to go to Washington, D.C. to act as a radio 

operator and interpreter for the 8th Latin American Generals yearly seminar. 

 

In commending me for this assignment Commander Colonel Joseph H. Weeks says: ñHis 

bi-lingual proficiency and the professional manner in which he discharged his duties of 

radio contact with all the South and Central American military organizations and their 

contact with their respective commanders here in Washington, D.C., contributed greatly 

to the success of the conference. His assistance was invaluable, and his conduct was 

always above reproach. I have received many complimentary calls on the professionalism 

displayed by Sgt. Platt.ò 

 

I was assigned initially to Columbus AFB to develop a ham radio set-up for the base 

commander. This was cancelled after my arrival and I was given a radio maintenance 

assignment. I had never had any maintenance training. The reports of my officers are as 

follows: 

 

ñDuring this reporting period Sergeant Platt has been assigned as Workload Control NCO 

due to a lack of facilities at this location to utilize his assigned AFSC. Although initially 

handicapped by being unfamiliar with maintenance procedures and documents, he 

quickly progressed far beyond the point of just being able to perform the assigned duties. 

At his suggestion changes were implemented that resulted in increased accuracy and 

smoother flow of maintenance documents throughout the entire maintenance complex. 

Recently, new maintenance data forms were put into effect Air Force wide. As a direct 

result of Sergeant Platt's efforts and planning, this unit was able to make the changeover 

without the confusion and initial errors that usually accompany a change of this 

magnitude. He personally handled the required coordination with other base activities and 

conducted training and practice exercises with the work centers to insure an 

understanding of the new system at all levels. His efforts have earned him the respect and 

praise from all who have been in contact with his work. He possesses exceptional 

maturity and judgment for his level of experience. Sergeant Platt recently applied for and 

was accepted to retrain into the computer maintenance field. This typifies his efforts for 



 9 

service and self-improvement. Recommend every effort be made to retain this man in the 

Air Force.ò SSgt Simon P. Rowell, Jr.) 

 

ñSergeant Platt impresses me as one of the finest NCOs in this or any squadron. He is 

astonishingly mature and level-headed. He is a skilled operator, is conscientious to a 

remarkable degree and absolutely reliable. I recommend his advancement to the grade of 

SSgt.ò (Major Norman R. Pickett) 

 

With a great career ahead of me if I stayed, I decided to leave the Air Force after four 

years and pursue my life-long dream - a career in genealogy. After a short time at BYU 

studying genealogy courses, a job opening at the Genealogical Society in Latin America 

gave me my chance. After my initial training in all the extensive systems of the Society, I 

began my assignment. 

 

The following is a review of actual work efforts for the first fifteen months of my 

employment. It will serve to give an idea of the extent of the experience and the degree to 

which I progressed. The hours indicated are only actual life experience hours. I have not 

included many of the mundane day-to-day activities. During October, 1969 a total of 

seventy hours were required to prepare a rough draft for the Mexican Major Sources 

Paper. I also began to prepare an accreditation test for the Latin American area as no one 

had ever done so before. This test is the Genealogical Society's way of certifying an 

individual's ability to perform research and related duties. The written test is of eight 

hours duration followed by a two-hour oral defense of a four-generation pedigree. 

 

During November and December, 1969 I spent 125 hours working on the accreditation 

test and then passed a more extensive oral than usual as I wasn't required to take the 

eight-hour written test which I had prepared for the Society. During these two months I 

also spent an additional 147 hours in research in Mexican, Guatemalan, Chilean, and 

Peruvian sources. 

 

For 1969, then, the total time spent in acquiring knowledge was 342 hours. 

 

During January and early February I spent 217 hours in research. Between February 19th 

and March 10th I was on assignment in Guatemala and Mexico. The Genealogical 

Society wanted to film the Archivo General de Centroamérica in Guatemala City, but 

needed a detailed study of its contents first. The final 600-page report which resulted 

from my studies included listings of 54,000 pages of marriage information records, 

235,000 pages of notarial records, 75,000 pages of census, birth, death and military 

records, and 92,860 pages of miscellaneous sources. I assisted in setting up the several 

cameras while there and we filmed 27,000 cards from the Archive's index to take back for 

further study. 

 

While in Guatemala I visited cemeteries, church and civil archives, many of these in 

outlying departments of the country, and obtained all the information I needed to write a 

major sources paper for that country. The microfilming program for Guatemala was also 
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set in motion with all the appropriate agencies and offices, including government 

agencies, archives, customs, etc. A total of 205 hours of research, negotiations, and 

writing time was spent on this very productive trip. 

 

In Mexico I spent time compiling additional material for that country's paper as well as 

setting up further negotiations for the seven microfilm cameras in Mexico. 

 

During the rest of March I spent fifty-six hours analyzing materials brought back, 

preparing them into written and oral reports, and writing papers and making indexes. 

 

During April I finished writing the major sources papers for Mexico and Guatemala, in 

both Spanish and English. I have enclosed a copy of the English edition of the Major 

Genealogical Record Sources in Guatemala paper for your review. Over the next twelve 

years papers like this would be prepared for each of the Latin American countries and for 

Spain and Portugal. In all but four instances they were written by me personally. For the 

others, I supervised their compilation. 

 

I began also to prepare for a trip to South America, compiling background information 

for a total of 142 hours of research and writing. 

 

During May I worked on the 600-page listing of Guatemala records and spent 120 hours 

studying Indian cultures in Mexico, Central America, and South America. Total hours for 

the month were 160. 

 

During June I studied Portuguese (eight hours), prepared for the South America trip, 

worked on the Guatemala listing, wrote many letters covering my broadening 

responsibilities throughout Latin America, coordinating with government officials, 

camera operations, etc. Total hours 144. 

 

On July 2nd we finished the 600-page listing of Guatemalan records. It took 162 hours of 

my time and about 250 hours of secretarial time. 

 

I returned to Guatemala during July to help replace two operators and assist in training 

new ones. The archivist was very upset with conditions: his film copies hadn't arrived. 

The first shipment of 485 rolls had gone Denver, Los Angeles, Miami, Guatemala. 

Delicate negotiations with customs and the archivist finally resolved the problems. We 

met with great opposition in our negotiations with the Archbishop of Guatemala in 

requesting the filming of Catholic parish registers. There was guerilla activity in the 

country - allying priest against priest - with the Archbishop caught in the middle. It was 

not a good time to press negotiations so we dropped them. 

 

In July I received a research assistant, Ariel Mazzella from Uruguay. He accompanied me 

on my South American assignment. 
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From Guatemala we flew to Bogotá, Colombia and met with Dr. Alberto Miramón, 

director of the National Library; Friar Alberto Lee, director of the Colombian Academy 

of History; Monseñor José Restrepo, ecclesiastical attorney general of Bogotá, and 

righthand man of the Archbishop of Bogotá; and Archbishop Anibal Múñoz Dique. 

These initial contacts were very productive in establishing our genealogical program in 

Colombia. We spent some 30 hours of research time at the National Archives. 

 

Total hours spent in July in research, negotiations, and writing 165. 

 

August found us in Santiago, Chile. We met with Dr. Luis Lira Montt, of the Instituto de 

Investigaciones Genealógicas and received their backing of our proposed efforts in Chile. 

We worked in the National Archives for a day and then flew to Montevideo, Uruguay and 

made preliminary studies there. From there I flew on alone to Sâo Paulo, Brazil to 

address the Genealogical Society of Sâo Paulo. Colonel Salvador de Moya afterwards 

recommended I be made an honorary member of their Society because of the work I was 

doing. This met with overwhelming approval. I spent the time in Rio de Janeiro studying 

records at the National Archive and throughout the city and made contact with the local 

genealogical organization that had compiled a 160,000 card index of marriages from 172 

parishes in Portugal and Brazil. 

 

During the rest of August I spent eighty hours in research, reports, and correspondence 

with contacts made during the trip. Total time spent in August was 190 hours. 

 

During September I spent the month working on the trip report indexes for Puerto Rico, 

bringing the research files on the countries I'd visited up to date, more Indian studies, 

beginning work on papers for Argentina, Chile, Uruguay, and Brazil, meeting with 

Society leaders making recommendations for future work in Latin America and assisting 

in a genealogical display at the Utah State Fair. I began preparing a complete study of 

Mexico's 2,400 parishes. I was advanced from Research Assistant to Research Specialist 

during September. Total hours 136. 

 

I spent several weeks in October working on the Mexican parish study. I identified 1,250 

parishes by state, diocese, town, parish name, and years covered by the records 

microfilmed. This information will be used to direct the further filming in Mexico during 

the next fifteen years. 

 

I received a second assistant - Warren Johnson - during October. 

 

I spent the latter part of October in Mexico working with the camera operators, analyzing 

field conditions, studying parishes, negotiating with the Mexican Academy of Genealogy 

and Heraldry, which is our official go-between in Mexico, and made a report for the 

Society on our branch library in Mexico City. I flew to Durango, Mexico and worked in 

the church and civil offices there, listing some 100,000 pages of records. I met with the 

vicar general of the Archdiocese of Durango, Monseñor Juan Ferreira, who assisted us in 

our parish study. I spent several days in the state archives, then flew to Baja California 
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and made similar studies in La Paz, Baja California Sur and Tijuana, Baja California 

Norte. 

 

Total hours in research, negotiations, and writing, 170, during October. 

 

From Baja California we flew to Hermosillo, Sonora, Mexico and several days were 

spent there working in archives before returning home. After a week home I returned to 

Mexico to study records in Chihuahua. I made the most comprehensive study of Mormon 

Colony records ever made and turned it over to the Church Historian's Office upon 

return: 600 separate items were studied in compiling this report. I spoke at a genealogical 

conference in Colonia Juárez. The rest of the month was spent at the office training my 

assistants to assume responsibilities in Central America and South America, and in 

updating files, writing letters, and making reports. Total hours in research, negotiations, 

instruction, and writing 184. 

 

December was spent in research, training, writing, developing research files, negotiating 

through correspondence, evaluating large shipments of books that had begun to arrive 

from the three trips made during the year. Total hours 156. Total hours for 1970 were 

1,925. 

 

I will not bore you further with the minute details of the years 1971 - 1973 during which I 

have been continuously employed by the Genealogical Society. I could, however, if you 

wish, document in a similar fashion as above, or with copies of my journals and work 

dockets, a total of over 20,000 additional hours of life experiences in the area of my 

expertise - Latin America. If you combine this with the missionary experiences of 10,000 

hours, and the ancillary knowledge gained in the military, all of which combines to make 

me what I am, you would have 32,000 hours plus, which have never been recognized 

academically. Add to this the literally hundreds of books I have read on my own time and 

the approximately 4,000 hours of time spent on my own, my wife's, and the genealogies 

of others in original records, and I believe you can see why I feel qualified without more 

than minimal work to receive a combined masters/doctorate in Library Science and Latin 

American History. Sincerely, Lyman De Platt 

 

Some additional activities accompanying thesis for MLS qualification. 

 

From the initial experiences noted above, I have gone on to study two to four weeks each 

in all the national archives, and national libraries, of Latin America, except for Paraguay 

and Cuba. Based on these studies I have compiled or supervised my assistants in 

compiling working papers on all of the countries of Latin America, outlining the records 

of genealogical and family history value for persons unfamiliar with them. The 

experience gained in these studies is of much greater value than any theoretical classes 

could possibly be in a university setting. During my last year of undergraduate work at 

BYU it was extremely frustrating to sit in classes and listen to lectures being given 

concerning items or facts that I knew to be untrue because I had studied the real facts in 
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original documents. It was at that point that I began to realize that I could not go into a 

masters program and benefit like I wanted to. 

 

Some of the other experiences that have been of value in learning library science are: 

 

1) World Conference on Records, 1969, dealt with records preservation. 

 

2) Week-long seminar in Washington, D.C., in 1972 sponsored by the Organization 

of American States, the theme of all the discussions, in which I took part as the 

representative of the Genealogical Society, being preservation of records in Latin 

America, and development of libraries and archives throughout the region. 

 

3) Three-day seminar in San Francisco, California in 1981, sponsored by the 

American Library Association, at which I spoke and in which I participated as a student. 

 

4) Negotiator for five years with civil and ecclesiastical archivists throughout Latin 

America, during which time I became very familiar with archival and library problems 

from the small parish archives to the large national centers. In the process of these 

contacts, I have helped personally re-organize a parish archive in Tacna, Peru; the 

bishop's archive in Iquique, Chile; and the foundation and organization of the 

Archbishop's Archive in Córdoba, Argentina, recognized as one of the most modern and 

well-organized ecclesiastical archives in Latin America. 

 

5) On-the-job training at the Genealogical Society and through special courses and 

conferences, in library systems, computers, patron needs, proper care of collections, and 

so forth. 

 

6) Actual experience in compiling patron aids (indexes, collection summaries, 

guides to library and archive holdings, historical, social, demographic, and genealogical 

analysis of facts and situations). 

 

7) Although I was not allowed to do so because of company needs, I was invited to 

spend a year at the University of Córdoba in Argentina as a guest instructor and student. 

Aurelio Tanodi, internationally known archivist and author, invited me to share my 

knowledge with his students in paleography, library science, and history. 

 

8) Training of over 2,500 individuals in 500 extraction centers in the reading and 

understanding of Spanish records. This required the development of a paleography course 

which does not have my name attached to it, but the principal work of which came from 

me. This manual has now been used by over 10,000 individuals in learning to read 

Spanish records. 

 

9) Actual research experience to the tune of many thousands of hours, both in 

original records and microfilm copies, giving me the practical knowledge of what people 
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need and where it can be found and how it should be used and preserved in connection 

with other records. 

 

The faculty mentor assigned to me during my study at Columbia Pacific University was 

Dr. William Felker. His comments at the end of my period with him were: 

 

ñMr. Platt has made a unique contribution to his field. He is the most knowledgeable 

Columbia Pacific student I have worked with so far. He is a credit to the university.ò 

 

Of my dissertation he wrote: ñThis is an outstanding project, the best I have ever seen.ò 

 

 . . . . . . . . . . 

 

Concerning the completion of my studies and other related information, Dr. Lester Carr, 

Dean of Faculty wrote: ñYou will be pleased to learn that Columbia Pacific University is 

now the largest university in the United States offering non-residential graduate programs 

(with approximately 4,000 students and over 400 faculty in a broad range of 

disciplines).ò 

 

 . . . . . . . . . . 

 

The doctoral certificate which was dated 16 August 1985 reads: ñThe president, faculty, 

and Board of Regents of Columbia Pacific University: To all to whom these presents may 

come, be it known that Lyman De Platt, having successfully completed the prescribed 

course of study, and having complied with all other requirements established by the 

University, has been, under authority granted by the Superintendent of Public Instruction 

of the State of California, awarded the degree of Doctor of Philosophy, Latin American 

History, in the City of San Rafael, in the State of California, and is entitled to all rights, 

honors, and privileges, apertaining to that Degree. In testimony whereof, the Board of 

Regents, upon recommendation of the Faculty, has granted this Degree bearing the Seal 

of the University on this 16th day of August 1985. Signed by Lester Carr, Ph.D., Dean of 

Faculty, and Richard Crews, M.D., President.ò 

 

Some of the working papers and letters and other documents associated with the 

obtaining of the referred-to degrees are also included in the section of Document 1. They 

have not been included in this typewritten summary because of their bulk. However, they 

are available in the original collection. 

 

DOCUMENT 2 

 

December 22, 1959 Visa issued to Lyman De Platt, from the Consul General of Mexico; 

living at 615 South Pickering (this being the address of the Church - home address was 

409 South Pickering) in Whittier, Los Angeles, California, single, age 15, with 

permission to travel given by his parents. 
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DOCUMENT 3  
 

October 10, 1982 Aaronic Priesthood Ordination Certificate of Bruce Lyman Platt, 

ordained a teacher by Lyman De Platt, a high priest, in Highland, Utah County, Utah 

(Highland Third Ward, Highland Utah Stake). Signed by Michael D. Koplin, clerk, and 

Keith D. Shelley, bishop. 

 

DOCUMENT 4  
 

June 22, 1969 Missionary farewell for Gene Lyman Platt, at the Manavu Ward, Provo, 

Utah County, Utah. Invocation: Vince Miner; speaker: Edward Partridge Lyman, vocal 

duet by Gordon Leavitt Platt, and Allie Lyman Platt, ñIn the Shady Woodland;ò speaker 

Lyman De Platt; missionary: Gene Lyman Platt, is going to Thailand following six weeks 

in Hawaii to study the language. Benediction: Briant Buckwalter. During the meeting 

Joseph Lyman Platt, a brother, was released as Aaronic Priesthood General Secretary. 

 

DOCUMENT 5  
 

July 21, 1966 Birth certificate of Patricia Platt, the daughter of Lyman De Platt, and 

Bertha Paula Vega. Born 10:42 a.m. on Thursday at the United States Air Force 

Academy Hospital at Colorado Springs, El Paso County, Colorado. Certificate issued by 

the hospital. 

 

DOCUMENT 6  
 

Patriarchal blessing given by Albert Robison Lyman, on June 1, 1952 at Blanding, San 

Juan County, Utah, upon the head of Kirk Cook Lyman, son of Edward Robison Lyman, 

and Aleen Cook, born June 7, 1940, at Blanding, San Juan County, Utah. Dear Kirk: As a 

servant of the Lord, holding the Melchizedek Priesthood, I place my hands upon your 

head and give you a patriarchal blessing. The Lord is watching over you, and He has a 

good work which it is His will that you should do. Yet you are free to choose the right or 

the wrong, and it is by choosing the right when the wrong is before you that you gain 

favor with the Lord and win your place of exaltation in His kingdom. 

 

You have been appointed a certain number of years here on earth, and however long or 

short they may be, they will be enough for the task that will be required of you, but you 

have not been appointed time to squander in folly or idleness, and all the valuable time 

that you waste will detract just that much from what you could have gained by your 

diligence. 

 

You are of the House of Israel through the loins of Ephraim, and this important heritage 

brings with it the call and obligation to work for the saving of souls, and the building up 

of the Lord's kingdom on earth. 
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There is a destiny over you; it will not interfere with your freedom to act, and it will not 

excuse you from the evil effects of your doing what you know to be wrong, but it is there 

as a guiding and protecting hand over you if you remember and respect it. It will bless 

you in ways that you could not foresee to desire, and it will open the way before you to 

that which is good and desireable for you to have. 

 

The Lord will bless your efforts. He will be right there in your time of trial and 

temptation to give you strength as soon as you make resolute effort to resist evil. 

 

The Spirit of the Lord will come into your mind, even in your childhood, and it will fit 

and prepare you for the places of trust and importance which you will be called to fill. If 

you seek the Lord to learn of his ways and walk in His paths, He will build you up and 

make you great in the eyes of good men and women. You will wield a strong influence 

for good, and will perform a great work. Your name will be honorable in the land, and it 

will be remembered and cherished by valient men and women of your posterity. 

 

To your posterity there will be no end, and they will speak your name with reverence 

because you chose the way of right even in your childhood, thus setting a safe and lofty 

example for them to follow. You think of yourself as a little boy, but it is for you, if you 

will receive it, to be setting right now the pace that other boys, and girls and men and 

women yet unborn are to follow. 

 

Pray the Lord that He will enlighten your mind, and give you strength and courage to 

appreciate your great privilege of living on earth, that you may lay diligent hold on all the 

wonderful things He is offering you. I seal you up unto eternal life to be numbered with 

the chosen of the Lord in the great day of His coming, and I do this by virtue of the holy 

Priesthood and in the name of Jesus Christ, Amen. Albert R. Lyman 

 

DOCUMENT 7  
 

October 26, 1971 Voting registration form of Lyman De Platt. Living at 410 North 900 

West, Provo, Utah County, Utah. Former residence at 470 North 300 East, Provo, Utah 

County, Utah, in voting districts 28 and 6 respectively. Born at Moab, Grand County, 

Utah June 10, 1943. 

 

DOCUMENT 7A  
 

September 27, 1971 Voting registration form of Bertha Paula Platt. Living at 410 North 

900 West, Provo, Utah County, Utah in voting district 28. Former residence not given. 

Telephone 373-2153. Born in Peru June 7, 1941. Naturalization certificate #737. [Birth 

date given here is falsified; actual birth date is June 7, 1938.] 
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DOCUMENT 8  
 

June 27, 1971 Blessing given to Lyman De Platt, by Edward Partridge Lyman, assisted 

by Gordon Leavitt Platt. Dear Lyman De: By virtue of the priesthood which we hold, 

which gives us the right to bless our posterity, which goes with the patriarchal order, we 

lay our hands upon your head and bless you. This we do in the name of Jesus Christ. We 

bless you with health and strength and wisdom and inspiration and guidance in your 

travels, that you might be protected and guided and inspired that you might make good in 

this calling. This is a wonderful calling. We all know that and that you should be entitled 

to the spirit and guidance of your Father in Heaven. May His protecting care be over you 

to guide and protect you and shield you from all evil, that things might shape themselves 

that you might accomplish the things for which you are laboring and that you might have 

joy and peace and security in your labors. We bless you that your family might be 

protected from all evil while you are engaged in this work. To this end we bless you that 

you might have every blessing and every righteous desire of your heart and inspiration 

regarding every requirement that is made of you in shaping the conditions for the work in 

a new land which the Church is expected to do. And to this end we bless you in the name 

of Jesus Christ, Amen. 

 

DOCUMENT 9  
 

December 26, 1982 Certificate of Advancement from the Primary Association for Julie 

Platt, Highland, Utah County, Utah (Highland Third Ward, Highland Utah Stake). 

Vernice G. Robinson, primary president; Keith D. Shelley, bishop. 

 

DOCUMENT 10  Typewritten copy of Diary of Lyman De Platt. January 1, 1961 - 

December 31, 1965 Typescript of the diary of Lyman De Platt. This diary was the first 

one kept by him, he being seventeen years, sixth months, and twenty-one days old when 

he began keeping it. Original in Kolob Family Research Center, Diaries & Journals 5.1; a 

copy is found in PFRC Microfiche 13. 

 

 

DOCUMENT 11 
 

Photostatic copy of the Journal of Edward Partridge. 

 

April 25, 1818 - July 27, 1818 Journal of Edward Partridge, of a voyage from Painesville, 

Ohio to Mackinaw and Oyster Bay and back to Ohio, consisting of fourteen handwritten 

pages. Also an account of the travels and ministry of Edward Partridge, who started from 

his home in Clay County, Missouri on January 27, 1835. Diary runs through July 8 and 

consists of fifty handwritten pages, plus some additional pages of scriptural notes. End of 

diary is missing.  

 

The original is in the Church Historian's Office Library. Published by the Platt Family 

Records Center, 1975 as The Journal of Bishop Edward Partridge, 1818, 1835-1836 (Salt  
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Lake City: Platt Family Records Center, 1975), this published version is denoted as Book 

24 in the PFRC. This publication was microfilmed by the Family History Library, film 

908779, item 3. It was also microfiched by the PFRC as microfiche 24 of the PFRC; the 

original typing is also found in PFRC, Diaries & Journals, Series 5. 

 

DOCUMENT 12 
 

May 25, 1979 Certificate of Advancement from the third to the fourth grades, given at 

Barratt Elementary School, American Fork, Utah County, Utah, to David Lyman Platt. 

Teacher: Caryn Harrell; Principal: Douglas E. Nicholes. 

 

DOCUMENT 13 
 

October 7, 1909 Certificate of Ordination to the office of Seventy by order of the First 

Seven Presidents of the Seventies, Seymour B. Young, president; J. Golden Kimball, 

secretary. Edward Partridge Lyman, ordained by Walter C. Lyman, on September 20, 

1909. 

 

DOCUMENT 14 
 

April 26, 1940 A Blessing given by Benjamin Daniel Black, Partriarch, upon the head of 

Aleen Cook Lyman, daughter of John Leland Cook, and Celestia Sarah Bardey, born  

May 23, 1922 at Rains, Carbon, Utah. 

 

Dear Sister Aleen Lyman: By virtue of my holy calling I lay my hands upon your head 

and bless you, and I declare thy lineage. Thou art the seed of Joseph, reaching back to 

Abraham, the friend of God, and you have been sent here for a wise purpose in the Lord, 

to educate yourself in the plan of life, and the Lord is pleased with you in desiring a 

blessing from his hand, and you shall be blessed. 

 

First of all I bless you with life and health, with power to carry on as a mother in Israel. 

You shall be particular to teach your children the Gospel of Jesus Christ. You shall be 

early to lose yourself in making others happy, and this shall bring happiness into your 

soul. 

 

Plead with your husband and let it all be done in kindness and in love that you may hold 

to him in life and bring him closer to you, and that a desire shall always be in his heart to 

cherish you to care for you and bring happiness that you may go on in life together that 

you may see beyond this life that you may pour out your soul to God our Father asking 

him to help you to uphold the truth to be valient in his cause and that His spirit may guide 

you from day to day. Do this dear sister in humility and God shall hear you and your 

prayers shall be answered. 

 

A heavenly peace shall come into your soul. Your understanding shall reach to the 

heavens and you shall have joy in bearing children and this shall bring you to exaltation. 
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You must study the Gospel. Ask the Lord to enlighten you that your intellect may be 

bright and active and that your life shall conform to your praying. Tend to your duties in 

the Church. Remember that God has commanded his people to meet together often to 

partake of the bread and water in remembrance of your Lord and Savior Jesus Christ. 

 

Sister, obedience is the great and governing power of Heaven, so keep the 

commandments, be obedient to the laws of God and you shall be blessed with all the 

blessings that your heart can desire. Also remember to look beyond this life to a life of 

peace and joy without sorrow, without temptation. You shall bring this about through 

your obedience to the Gospel plan and life everlasting shall be given to you. 

 

This means patience, love, sacrifice and charity, which is the pure love of Jesus Christ. 

Live them, make them a part of you and your children shall bless you forever. 

 

Now by virtue of my calling, I seal these blessings upon your head and I seal you up 

against the power of the adversary. You shall come forth in the resurrection of the just 

and receive a crown of glory in the mansions of our Father. 

 

Study these things sister, listen to them and no power shall turn you from the paths of 

truth. And God's hand shall be over you to protect you. I seal these blessings in the name 

of Jesus Christ, Amen. 

 

DOCUMENT 15 
 

July 31, 1959 Patriarchal blessing given to Lyman De Platt, son of Gordon Leavitt Platt 

and Allie Lyman, born June 10, 1943 at Moab, Grand County, Utah. Blessing given at 

Blanding, San Juan County, Utah in the home of and by Albert Robison Lyman, 

granduncle. 

 

Dear Brother, Lyman De Platt: By authority of the Holy Priesthood in me vested, I place 

my hands on your head and give you a patriarchal blessing. I pronounce the favor and 

love of the Lord upon you. You are here in the world to perform an important work, a 

work for which you have been preparing, and to which you have been looking forward 

eagerly for a long, long time. 

 

The Lord has favored you to be born of choice parentage, and to be taught the great 

saving principles in the days of your youth, even in those most susceptible years of your 

life. These precious principles are as seeds which will spring up to immortality, eternal 

life and exaltation in our Father's kingdom. 

 

You are of the House of Israel through the loins of Ephraim. You have in your veins the 

blood of men and women who have made their calling and election sure, men and women 

who have suffered for the gospel's sake and have gained the great prize for which they 

came into the world. It is for you to emulate their example, to follow after them, to turn to 
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them in your heart and in your feeling according to the mission of Elijah who came ñto 

turn the hearts of the children to the fathers, and the hearts of the fathers to the children,ò 

that they may be bound together, in holy ties of fatherhood and motherhood, as brothers 

and sisters, husbands and wives, in the order of families which is to prevail in the 

Celestial Kingdom. 

 

Set your heart upon these exalted matters, study them and find out the beauty and 

simplicity of the order in which mankind may receive a fullness of joy. You are blessed 

with susceptibility to the science of these things, and are to be a chosen vessel in the 

hands of the Lord in bringing about his purposes to receive and to declare his word. 

 

You will be called to fill important positions in the Church, and you will be given 

wisdom, and courage and faith and the dignity of these callings, that your name will be 

honorable in the land. 

 

You will stand at the head of a numerous posterity, and to your increase there will be no 

end. From among your posterity will rise up stalwart men and women, who will take part 

in the building of the great and holy city, even the City of Zion to which the Christ will 

come, and they who have served Him will see His face and hear His voice. Then the great 

reign of peace will reign on earth. Look forth to and prepare for these things, for they will 

surely come. 

 

The Lord will give you gifts and powers according to your needs. He has entrusted you 

with choice gifts which you are to develop to their excellence of usefulness and to place 

them on the altar of Zion as your acceptable bid for eternal life. 

 

Remember to honor and bless your father and mother, do them good in every possible 

way and try to repay the loving part they have taken for you. Let these things sink deeply 

down in your heart; think no more of yourself as but a boy, for you were a man of mature 

understanding, who, as a spirit with your immortal understanding, aspired with all your 

heart to come and live here a few years to gain immortal maturity. 

 

I seal you up unto eternal life to stand with the chosen and redeemed of the Lord in the 

glorious day of His appearing, and I do this by authority of the Holy Melchizedek 

Priesthood, and in the name of Jesus Christ, Amen.  Albert R. Lyman (signed) 
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CHIASTIC STRUCTURE OF PATRIARCHAL BLESSING 

 
A .  By authority of the Holy Priesthood in me vested 

    B.  I pronounce the favor and love of the Lord upon you 

        C.  ...a work for which you have been preparing, and to which you have been looking... 

            D.  Favored to be born of choice parentage 

                E.  Taught the great saving principles in the days of your youth 

                     F.  Seeds which will spring up to immortality, eternal life and exaltation 

                         A.  Men and women who have made their calling and election sure 

                             B.  Men and women who have suffered for the gospel's sake 

                                 C.  Have gained the great prize for which they came  

                                     D.   Emulate their example, follow them, turn in your heart 

                                           E.   The order of families which is to prevail in the C. K. 

 

F. Set your heart upon these exalted matters, study them                                                        

and find out the beauty and simplicity of the order in which  

mankind may receive a fullness of joy 

 

                                            E.  Blessed with susceptibility to the science of these things 

           D. You will be given wisdom, and courage and faith and dignity  

       C. You will stand at the head of a numerous posterity...no end 

                             B.  Men and women who will take part in building...great & holy City 

                        A.  They who have served Him will see His face and hear His voice. 

                     F.  Look forth and prepare for these things, for they will surely come. 

                E.  Choice gifts which you are to develop to their excellence of usefulness. 

            D.  Honor and bless your father and mother, do them good in every possible way 

        C.  ...aspired with all your heart to come and live here a few years to gain immortal ... 

    B.  I seal you up unto eternal life to stand with the redeemed of the Lord at the day of His coming    

A.  By authority of Holy Melchizedek Priesthood 

 

The themes attached to the elements are as follows: A=Word of the Lord; B=New Things 

(or the Lord's Covenant); C=The World; D=The Lord's Servant; E=Preservation; F=The 

Suffering Servant; E=Salvation; D=The Lord's Servant; C=Overcoming the World; 

B=Fulfillment; A=Salvation Song.  In my blessing the first F's enhance the central F, etc.   

The central structure of a chiastic structure is the point of greatest interest to the words 

being analyzed.  In this patriarchal blessing, this central thought is: "Set your heart upon 

these exalted matters, study them and find out the beauty and simplicity of the order in 

which  mankind may receive a fullness of joy."  As one analyzes it, several words 

become important.  Matters, them, and order and all rhetorically linked.  Order in its 

most exalted definition means to place all things upon the altar in their proper place.  The 

altar of Zion is noted within the blessing in this rhetorical context.  Things in the 

definition of order refers to words which refers to covenants.  Matters refers to things 

which refers to words. 
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DOCUMENT 16 
 

June 10, 1943 Birth certificate of Lyman De Platt, son of Gordon Leavitt Platt, and Allie 

Lyman, born at Moab, Grand County, Utah, at the Grand Valley Hospital, on Thursday at 

7:30 p.m. 

 

DOCUMENT 17 
 

July 1, 1962 Certificate of ordination to the Holy Priesthood. Lyman De Platt, of 

Springdale, Washington County, Utah (Springdale Ward, Zion Park Stake) was ordained 

an Elder by Gordon Leavitt Platt, a High Priest. F. Leon Lewis, president of the fourth 

quorum; George Matthews, secretary. 

 

DOCUMENT 18 
 

July 12, 1937 On January 12, 1978 David Ensign Gardner, David Ensign a renouned 

Welsh and English genealogist, told me - Lyman De Platt - a story concerning Amasa 

Mason Lyman, which sheds a different light on him than has been seen in the writings 

about him to date, particularly those within the Lyman family. In July 1937, President 

Heber J. Grant went to England to celebrate the 100th anniversary of the missionaries 

arriving in England. On the way up from London, at Birmingham, he left his false teeth 

in a way station; so when he arrived in Liverpool, he was somewhat distraught at his 

situation. 

 

On Wednesday, July 12, 1937 he dedicated the Liverpool chapel. The next morning he 

held an Elders' conference. Missionaries from many parts of England were there. In the 

room where they met he sat in the middle and two circles of chairs were placed around 

him. As he reminisced he talked about many things. He mentioned that apostasy does not 

take place from one day to the next, but over a long period of time. He used Amasa's case 

as an example. 

 

He said that when he (Heber) was a young missionary in Liverpool and Amasa was 

European Mission President, one day they had a meeting in which Amasa talked for over 

an hour, ñtickling people's earsò but not teaching the gospel. After the talk the branch 

president called on a brother to give the prayer. This brother took fifteen minutes to thank 

the Lord for the Prophet Joseph Smith, the restoration, the priesthood, the Book of 

Mormon, etc., leaving in the audience's mind no doubt that they were in a Mormon 

meeting. This apparently was necessary because Amasa had not left that impression. 

President Grant cited this as the beginning of a later apostasy. The following week, on 

July 20th, Heber J. Grant's party was at the cockpit in Preston, England for the centennial 

celebration. 

 

Amasa Mason Lyman arrived in Liverpool July 27, 1860 and was there until the spring of 

1862. There are editorials by Amasa Mason Lyman in the Millennial Star for the same 

period. He was excommunicated January 12, 1870. 



 23 

 

DOCUMENT 19 
 

July 14, 1901 Missionary homecoming address of Platte DeAlton Lyman, at Bluff, San 

Juan County, Utah. Services began at 2:00 p.m. Counselor Lemuel H. Redd, presided. 

Prayer by Joseph F. Barton. Sacrament administered by Elders Peter Allan and D. J. 

Rogers. Platte DeAlton Lyman who had just returned from presiding over the European 

Mission spoke. Said he had looked forward to meeting with the Saints at Bluff. Was 

pleased to meet with the Saints again. Said his surprise was great. Felt very weak in 

taking that mission. When called on this mission he had the managing of about 600 

Elders. Felt dull when Liverpool, England was reached but soon felt better. Affairs at 

home or outside of the mission did not bother him. In nearly all cases men are engaged in 

work through which they expect to receive something. With the Elders it is different. 

They work to give something to others. Esteemed it a privilege to have met so many good 

people while abroad, who were devoted to the Gospel. Met between 1,500 and 2,000 

Elders. 

 

The European Mission comprises all of Great Britain, Iceland, Denmark, Germany, to the 

north, etc. In Iceland one Elder labored for two years and baptized a few. Was released 

and another Elder sent there. Didn't visit Turkey. People in Great Britain through 

prejudice do not think the Mormons a good people. In the fourteen conferences in the 

mission all are in good order save three or four. Very little known about the Mormons in 

the world. Elders are instructed to lodge among those not of our faith and so make a good 

impression on them. 

 

Everything spent was spent to a good advantage to show the character of the Saints. 

Could borrow money of anyone acquainted with the Mormons. Their credit was good. 

When an Elder goes to Germany he is required to go to the Police Office and register and 

un-register when he leaves. All questions were asked about their age, history, etc. Three 

hundred were baptized in Germany last year and 170 this year up to June 1st. Good many 

people baptized in Switzerland. There are good people in the world who pass from one 

sect to another to get satisfaction but get it not. 

 

Was thankful to get back again, but didn't expect to get as much satisfaction from his 

labors here as there because of having so much to contend with here. If we can give our 

children a fair education, teach them to be honest, cleanly, etc., without so much worldly 

polish it is all the better for them. As his lot was cast here he was going to try to be 

satisfied in this country and to labor in harmony with all. God grant that we may work 

harmoniously together is my prayer in the name of Jesus, Amen. 

 

Peter Allan then spoke. Benediction by Samuel Wood. Hardy Redd, assistant clerk. 
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DOCUMENT 19A  
 

November 15, 1901 Funeral services held over the remains of President Platte DeAlton 

Lyman, who died on November 13, at Bluff, San Juan County, Utah. The services were 

conducted by Bishop Jens Nielson. The opening hymn sung by the choir: ñHe's gone.ò 

Prayer by Elder Joseph F. Barton. Sister Jennie D. Wood, assisted by the choir, sang the 

hymn number 119. 

 

Bishop Jens Nielson said he was pleased to see so many gathered together on this 

occasion. He had been closely associated with President Lyman for twenty-two years, in 

all of which time his associations with the departed had been agreeable. He spoke of the 

arduous labors of Brother Lyman in spreading the Gospel and defending the Kingdom of 

God. He prayed the blessings of God to rest upon his family and all who are bereaved. 

 

Counselor Kumen Jones, said he desired that what he might say would be directed by the 

Spirit of the Lord. Said his first impression on meeting Brother Lyman twenty-two years 

ago was that he was a noble and God-fearing man. 

 

Spoke of his many noble qualities of character and the blessing he had been to the people 

and exhorted all to follow his example and to submit in our feelings to the will of God in 

taking him away. 

 

Elder James B. Decker, said his experience with President Lyman had been very similar 

to that of those who had spoken. Spoke of incidents in his acquaintance with the deceased 

in which he had acted the part of a peacemaker and poured ?oil in troubled waters@ and 

how the spirit of his calling had always seemed to rest upon him. Prayed God to bless all 

that we might meet Brother Lyman in our Father's Kingdom. 

 

Elder Benjamin Perkins, said he had also been acquainted with Brother Lyman for the 

same length of time as the other brethren, having met him when on the road with the 

company coming to settle this place in November 1879. Spoke of the many good 

qualities of Brother Lyman and prayed the blessings of God to rest upon all. 

 

Elder Joseph F. Barton also spoke of his long acquaintance with Brother Lyman. Said in 

Brother Lyman he had always had a friend and counselor, whose counsels were always 

for the best. He was a natural missionary and preacher of the Gospel. Said he felt proud 

that we had as good a man to spare as Brother Lyman although we feel that we cannot 

spare him. Prayed the blessings of God to rest upon all the family and relatives of Brother 

Lyman. 

 

Elder George A. Adams, said he mourned the loss of President Lyman because of the 

example he had set before him for the past twenty years. He was a man worthy of the 

respect of all honorable people. Spoke of the work that is necessary beyond the veil in 

preaching to the spirits in prison which calls for the labors of such men as Brother 



 25 

Lyman. Prayed that we might all have the spirit of God to comfort us and that we might 

be saved in the Kingdom of God. 

 

Elder Samuel Wood, said that while he sympathized with the family of Brother Lyman he 

felt to acknowledge the hand of God in taking him from our midst. Spoke of the great 

love and respect which he had always had for the deceased. Prayed that God would bless 

his family that they might follow in his footsteps and meet him where he had gone to 

prepare for them. Exhorted all to emulate the example of Brother Lyman. Related how 

Brother Lyman and others had been forewarned of this event. 

 

Elder Nephi Bailey, said he felt to thank the people for the privilege he had of being here 

on this occasion. Said he had the honor making the acquaintance of Brother Lyman while 

he was on his first mission thirty-two years ago. Spoke in touching terms of the many 

noble traits of the deceased and how all had spoken well of him. He had expected yet to 

rejoice under the teachings of Brother Lyman as he had hundreds of times in the past. 

Prayed God to bless all. 

 

Elder D. J. Rogers, said that he felt that we all mourned together on this occasion but not 

as those who have no hope. Said he had labored in the past with Brother Lyman and 

could not call to mind one occasion where he had done wrong. Spoke of the manner in 

which Brother Lyman had endured the scoffs of the ungodly, while in the service of God. 

When reviled at he reviled not again. Brother Lyman had received all of the blessings and 

promises which can be bestowed on man in this probation and they will be literally 

fulfilled upon him. 

 

Elder John Allan, said he had always found Brother Lyman to be a man of God. Felt to 

acknowledge the hand of God in his taking away. Prayed the blessing of God to be upon 

all. 

 

Elder Daniel Perkins, of Monticello, said he was at a loss to express his sympathy for the 

family of Brother Lyman. He had a short acquaintance with the deceased and spoke of 

the many good impressions he had received from him. Could say of him as was said of 

old, ?He being dead, still liveth.@ 

 

The choir sang ?O My Father.@ Benediction by Brother Peter Allan. Peter Allan, clerk 

protem. 

 

DOCUMENT 20 
 

February 13, 1982 Funeral address given by Edward Lyman Platt, at the death of his 

mother Allie Lyman Platt, Provo, Utah County, Utah, in the Edgemont church on 3300 

North. 

 

Each of us come into this world alone, and while here each of us individually and 

independently of anyone else must make those vital decisions which determine what we 
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will make of ourselves and what will become of us after we leave this existence. Yet each 

of us, shortly after being born into this life, are blessed with a family whose past 

experience through many generations make up our heritage. This heritage in some cases 

is richly blessed and helps us to start life out right. And in some cases, for reasons known 

only to our Heavenly Father, for others the heritage is less helpful and possibly even a 

stumbling block to them. 

 

Mother was blessed with an extremely rich heritage. Her parents were stalwarts in the 

Gospel. She was the youngest of six brothers and sisters who loved her and guided her 

through her early years. She had aunts and uncles and cousins which she grew up with, 

all of which showed Mom the way and made it easy for Mom to start life out right. The 

people of Blanding generally, were honest, good, hard-working people who had proper 

values and shared these with Mother in school, church, and in her social life. Mom was 

truly blessed to be born into an environment where hard work and dedication to the 

simple gospel truths were facts of everyday life. And to her credit, she seemed to take full 

advantage of this rich heritage and fertile environment. 

 

Mom was born the October 7, 1922, to Edward Partridge Lyman, and Irene Perkins 

Lyman, She was their second daughter and youngest child. When Mom was born her 

brothers and sisters were DeAlton Perkins Lyman - age 9, Kay Perkins Lyman - age 7, 

Bob or Edward Robison Lyman - age 6, Almon Perkins Lyman - age 4, and Rene Lyman 

- age 2. Mom's early life and growing-up years were spent in Blanding in San Juan 

County, and there were obviously some sad and difficult times for her during those 

growing-up years. She lost her oldest brother DeAlton during this time [not true]. The 

family was poor. And yet, Mother's history and memories seem to be overflowing with 

security and love and pleasant memories of that period of her life. These memories were 

a very integral part of Mom, and all who knew her knew of her love and attachment to 

the people and places of Blanding. 

 

Mom's dad, Grandpa Lyman, or Uncle Edward as many know him, had about a hundred 

acre farm on the North side of town. In her history Mom records that this part of town 

was known as ?jungle town@ because it was still covered with junipers and piñions. Here 

on Grandpa's farm Mom spent many happy hours growing up. Here she learned to swim 

in Grandpa's pond. She tells of playing in the irrigation canals and ditches, picking Indian 

paintbrush and sego lilies along the banks, and having picnics under the juniper trees with 

her sister Rene. She tells of being thrown off their horse with her brother Almon. Here on 

the farm she learned to love animals and had numerous pets, and even in her later years 

spoke fondly of these pets. She used to tell us about her dogs, Old Pup and Curly, her 

kittens, Squeaky and Beady, the old cow, Centennial, the horses, Pet and the little 

shetland pony King, and even an old chicken that she called Old Frozen Toes. Mom took 

in many a stray in her later years and was always concerned and worried whether the 

animals around us were being neglected or abused. 

 

She grew up with very few luxuries. In her early years, they had to draw water from a 

well; there wasn't any electricity in the house. But, from this humble beginning she 
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developed a sense of value and she firmly believed that it did no one any harm to go 

without occasionally. She was an extremely practical person and was grateful for every 

luxury that came into her life. 

 

It was also in Blanding during these first years that Mother developed her deep love for 

people. From the time she started in first grade until she graduated from high school, she 

went through school basically with the same group of people. She felt very close to each 

of these and followed them the rest of her life. She always rejoiced when someone from 

that early childhood period of her life had a success or achievement and she was always 

saddened when she heard of their loss or their failures. From the time Mom was a 

sophomore in high school she helped to pay her own way. She bought her own books and 

clothes and paid for her own recreation. One summer she even went with some of Uncle 

Albert's girls up to Orem to pick strawberries and raspberries and cherries [to earn 

money] to put into her savings account so that she could go to school. And after 

graduation she went to Salt Lake and worked as a housekeeper for several months until 

she could afford the tuition to get her into business college. It wasn't long before she was 

placed as a secretary in a legal firm in Salt Lake City, and she began a career which 

proved both very satisfying to Mother and very beneficial to her through the years. 

 

While living and working in Salt Lake, mother attended the Seventeenth Ward and one 

day when Mom's membership was being read a new boy in the ward, sitting not too far 

from her on the bench, turned to her and said, ?You're from Blanding, huh? I know 

someone from there. We'll have to get together and talk about it.@ That new boy was my 

Father, Gordon Leavitt Platt. Mom and Dad's courtship was a type of things to come later 

in their life. Their first date was a tour of Temple Square. They celebrated their 

engagement by walking up to Uncle Albert's to receive their patriarchal blessings 

together. They were married in the Salt Lake Temple, and since Uncle Sam also had 

designs on Dad, they decided that if the Lord so wished it, they would begin their family 

without delays. It was with this same sincere faithfulness that Mom lived the remainder 

of her life. Her family and the Church always came first, no matter what the 

circumstances. 

 

Mom's patriarchal blessing indicated that she would have to pass through some very 

difficult times in her life, and that she would be tried severely. This period for Mom was 

about to begin, yet she was well prepared to meet it. She had taken full advantage of the 

love and security of her growing-up years. She had learned to love and care for others. 

She had developed a strong testimony of the Gospel. She had the support and 

encouragement of a loving family, and she was soon to discover that she needed all of 

these to sustain her through life's vicissitudes. 

 

The next twenty-year period of Mom's life, I would like to share with you in somewhat of 

a panoramic fashion. Dad was drafted into the Army Air Corps just thirty-three days after 

they were married and they were soon separated, leaving Mom to discover that she was 

expecting their first little baby in June of 1943. Dad spent 32 years in the Air Corps and 

during this time he was transferred numerous times. Mother followed him from 
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Wisconsin to Montana and everywhere else where she was able to. But they just had 

snatches of being together during that 32-year period. Then Dad was transferred to India, 

and they were separated for a year and a half, leaving Mom to care for their little boy, 

Lyman De. During the years that followed the war, Mom and Dad, it seemed, were 

constantly on the move. During this twenty-year segment of Mom's life, they lived in 

about fifteen different locations. They lived in Blanding for a short while, where Joe was 

born. They moved to Springville, where Dad pursued his college education and I was 

born. Another move to Wymount Village where Dad was still in school, was followed 

soon after by the birth of the fourth son, Gene. And after Dad graduated, we all moved 

back to Blanding for just a short time when Mom and Dad discovered that Lyman had 

polio and the family was forced again to move; this time to Salt Lake so Lyman could 

receive treatments. Then back to Provo for more treatments by a specialist. And through 

all of this Mom and Dad somehow saved up enough money to buy a little farm in Lehi. 

So we moved to Lehi where Roberta was born. A couple of years later another move took 

place to Genola and this was followed by the birth of McKay. 

 

Just a year and a half later a move to Annabella and then two years later a move to 

Whittier, Southern California, where Gordon was born. We were in California three years 

and to that point, that was the longest we had been in any one location. After three years, 

another move was made to Springdale in Southern Utah, and still another to Sandpoint, 

Idaho. And finally, what was to be the last move, back to Provo. 

 

Now, I know that sounds more like a travelogue than a history of my Mother but to 

understand Mom, it is important to understand what she went through during that twenty-

year period of her life. Many of the moves were made under financial duress. Mom and 

Dad lost every penny they had in a farm at Genola; they gained a lot of friends, but they 

lost every penny. They lost every penny they had again in their ranch in Sandpoint. They 

sold their motel in Springdale for a loss. And I am sure many times during this period 

they had to pull themselves up by the bootstraps and start all over again from scratch. 

Many times during this period Mom had to leave her little family and go back to work in 

order to help us get by. 

 

Now, it is true that some of these problems may have been caused from poor decisions 

and many of them were just from circumstances that Mom and Dad had no control over. 

But the important thing isn't why they happened, but how Mom and Dad reacted to them. 

Now as if the financial pressures during this period weren't enough, there were other 

things. Lyman developed polio, a pressure cooker blew up in my Mother's face and 

burned her very badly. Gene and I had pneumonia. And that's besides all of the normal 

cases of measles, broken bones and stitches that come with eight kids. Through all of this 

it would have been easy to give up, to quit having kids, for instance. But instead, Mom's 

attitude, as shown in her journal, was just the opposite. She writes after I was born, 

?Little Eddy was as good a baby as Joe had been, and so we all enjoyed him very much. 

The more there were of us to enjoy a new baby, the more fun they were, so we decided 

we should just keep on having more.@ So Gene and Rob and McKay and Gordon and 

Irene were all glad that Mom and Dad didn't stop somewhere along that line. 
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It would have been easy to coast through her Church activities during these years, but that 

wasn't Mom's way either. During these years she always had a Church calling. She served 

in Primary presidencies, in several Relief Society presidencies, and she supported Dad 

through Elder's quorum presidencies and several bishoprics. 

 

During the latter part of this twenty-year period, Mom made an entry in her journal which 

we would like to share with you today. She said, ?The one thought I would like to leave 

with all is this: the sooner you can decide in life just what is of the most worth, the better 

off you will be. There are many things of worth, it is true, and it is nice to have a good 

education and a nice home. But the main thing that I would like to see my children have 

is a love for the Gospel and a desire to help further the Lord's work here on earth. <Seek 

ye first the Kingdom of God and all else will be added to you.= When and how we leave 

this life is of little consequence, but how we live and how well prepared we are to leave 

when we are called is the thing that matters.@ 

 

So after struggling through one discouraging setback after another, through over twenty 

years of her life, she was determined that the material things of life had little value. And 

again in her own words: ?How we live and how well prepared we are to leave when we 

are called is the thing that matters.@ Now that's an easy statement to make, but Mom 

spent the next twenty-year period of her life and the last twenty-year period of her life 

proving she believed it deeply. 

 

The last twenty years for Mom were spent living so that she would be prepared to go 

when her time came. Mom kept a regular journal, and the journal is replete just one entry 

after another with her concern for the lives of others; her children, her grandchildren, her 

nieces and nephews, her brothers and sisters, her neighbors and acquaintances. She lost 

herself in the service and concern of others. During this twenty-year period her journal 

records among many other things, the donation of a kidney to her brother Almon. She 

records sending six sons on missions and writing weekly to each one of them. She sent a 

son to South Viet Nam and wrote weekly to him. She sent children away to school and 

wrote weekly to each of them. She saw six of her children married and rejoiced with each 

of them as one by one and sometimes twos and threes, twenty-six granchildren were 

born. She saw five sons and a son-in-law graduate from college, two from law school, 

and one enter medical school. She watched a daughter, not only begin her family, but 

become manager of a bank in the meantime. She tells of her baby, Irene, growing up to 

be a beautiful young lady, of whom she was immensely proud. And during this same 

period, she records her own sorrow at the death of her mother and her father and her 

brother, Almon, and her grandson, Don Carlos, and many other relatives and friends. And 

all through this last twenty years of living and recording, there is almost no mention of 

concern for herself. She thought little of new clothes, or new furnishings. Her home was 

always a place of humble gratitude for what she had. She was unconcerned with social 

position or status. 

 

Their financial situation definitely improved. But when the time came that Mom had 

extra spending money to do with as she pleased, she usually just gave it to one of the kids 
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or one of her acquaintances that was in need. And to their protests she would always 

respond, ?Don't worry about it, it's just money, and you need it more than I do.@ 

 

It is difficult to summarize Mom's history because her life was so completely intertwined 

with the lives of everyone around her. Yesterday I received a call from a man who met 

Mother briefly twenty-five years ago. He wanted me to relay to the family that even 

though he knew Mom only briefly, that she left a lasting impression with him. This I 

believe more than anything else summarizes Mom's life. She went out of her way to 

touch the lives of others. Another acquaintance of Mom's just a day or two ago described 

it this way: ?She searched the life of each individual she met until she found some 

common ground to get to know them and their needs, and then she did everything she 

could to help fill those needs.@ This, possibly more than any other thing, is Mom's legacy 

to all of us. 

 

It is my hope that we will follow her example and her advice and I quote once again from 

that same journal entry, ?When and how we leave this life is of little consequence, but 

how we live and how well prepared we are to leave when we are called, is what matters.@ 

 

DOCUMENT 21 
 

February 13, 1982 Funeral address given by Joseph Lyman Platt at the death of his 

mother Allie Lyman Platt, Provo, Utah County, Utah, in the Edgement church on 3300 

North. 

 

Occasionally in life, as we wander somewhat hesitantly through the mists and shadows of 

our existence, world-weary and heaven-estranged, our pace quickens as we first espy and 

then suddenly enter a patch of trail well-marked and bathed in sunlight. Our vista at such 

times is much expanded; the terrain just traveled is seen in clearer perspective, the twists 

and turns now understood; the road ahead outlined in sufficient detail to leave on our 

minds an imprint of what our future course of travel must be. In the precious moments 

before the shadows again obscure the path, the anxious traveler is able to re-orient his 

course and re-nourish his failing spirits. This respite is always brief; it is usually 

significant. It provides an opportunity, however short, for putting into focus things too 

long obscure, too long confused. It provides integration and perspective. It provides a 

refocusing of commitment to ideals and dreams torn one by one from our control by the 

branches and thorns that necessarily line the path. In the bright brilliance of its brief 

moment, life's events and purposes are opaque, seen in clear relationship to one another; 

the world itself becomes a urim and thummim; and life's actions are seen in their true 

heroic proportions. Decisions and commitments made during its brief duration exhibit the 

solid wedding of human philosophy and heavenly approbation. 

 

For our family, the events of the past week have been such an interlude. For this brief 

moment we have seen the will of heaven. None of us will ever be quite the same again. 

Before the shadows return, our family hopes to complete the process of evaluating what 

has transpired and knowing more fully our individual parts in what yet remains. 
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The moral philosopher Henry Emerson Fosdick once stated: ?I am sure that some of you 

who think yourselves very modern, nonchalant about death and what lies after it, may 

some day run abruptly into an experience which will shake you to the depths. Somebody 

whom you love, the most priceless soul, it may be, you ever have loved, will die, and you 

will find that you cannot say that you are not interested, do not care, that it makes no 

difference to you what lies beyond death for that personality.@ 

 

It is not easy to lose a mother, to say goodbye for the duration of this life, at least, to a 

friend and counselor still young, healthy and vigorous, at a time when her rewards for a 

well-lived life were finally being realized. In a selfish, worldly sense, it just doesn't seem 

fair. But when our sorrow is analyzed, we find that it derives not from any concern about 

her new status or her feelings about departing, but is rather, a natural selfish emotion on 

our part, an unwillingness to try to fill the terrible gap left by her absence. As the 

organizational center and spiritual vortex of our family, she looms irreplaceable. 

Everyone touched by her life, experiencing if only for a moment her total intimacy with 

all God's creations, knows with that quiet assurance that passeth understanding, that she 

has returned finally and permanently to a Celestial environment, suitable at last, to her 

angelic temperament. Perhaps our greatest fear is that we may not be willing to pay the 

price to gain the right to be where she now is, and see in her departure not a temporary 

separation, but a permanent estrangement. That to mother would be sorrowful. 

 

We may not have been ready to let mother leave, but she was certainly prepared to go. 

The poet Goethe has said that: ?those who hope for no other life, are dead even for this.@ 

The vibrancy of her earthly life was no doubt a reflection of her hope in the life to come. 

The other world has been much on her mind of late. Numerous friends and family 

members have recounted for us this week, their recent discussions with Mom, of the life 

to come and her desire to experience it. She seemed to have ingrained in her soul Cicero's 

caution that: ?no man can be ignorant that he must die, nor be sure that he may not this 

very day.@ Mother realized her only alternative was to live each day with her spiritual 

bags packed. 

 

She left work on Friday with her desk clean. There were no unanswered phone calls, no 

unmet appointments, no service needed that had not been rendered. Her friends knew she 

loved them for she had told them and she had showed them. Her children had each 

received her weekly communication of love and support. Her house was clean, her life 

history written, her daily journal up-to-date. On the morning of her accident, she had 

removed her last will and testament from whatever hidden corner it usually occupied and 

put it prominently in view of her dresser where it would easily be found. 

 

The day before the accident, a Sunday, she taught her regular lesson in Relief Society. 

Those present sensed a spirit and conviction in the lesson which went beyond her usual 

competency. The subject involved our hope in Christ, a hope which, with Elder 

McConkie's help, she defined as ?not a flimsy, ethereal desire, but one coupled with a 

full expectation of reward.@ She quoted Moroni's belief that: ?whoso believeth in God 

might with surety hope for a better world, yea, even a place at the right hand of God, 
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which hope cometh of faith and maketh an anchor to the souls of men, which makes them 

sure and steadfast, always abounding in good works, being led to glorify God.@ 

 

Continuing: ?And I also remember that thou hast said that thou hast prepared a house for 

man, yea, even among the mansions of thy Father, in which man might have a more 

excellent hope.@ 

 

Quoting from Victor Hugo's Reflection not long before he died, she talked about the 

?immortal symphonies of the world which invites us.@ She didn't feel that the end of an 

individual's work on earth constituted the termination of one's work. With Hugo she 

continued: ?the tomb is not a blind alley; it is an open thoroughfare. It closes on the 

twilight, it opens on the dawn. My work is only beginning; my work is hardly above the 

foundations. I could gladly see it mounting forever.@ 

 

Mom concluded this memorable lesson with some observations about the hope and 

comfort associated with LDS funerals, the hope that assures us that we will be with our 

loved ones again. In her closing sentence she quoted the words of Enos as that great 

prophet struggled to know the will of God: ?My soul hungered and I kneeled down 

before my Maker, and I cried unto him in mighty prayer and supplication for mine own 

soul; and all the day long did I cry unto him; yea, and when the night came I did still raise 

my voice high that it reached the heavens.@ 

 

Finally: ?There came a voice unto me saying: <Enos, thy sins are forgiven thee, and thou 

shalt be blessed.=@ 

 

It would have been very unlikely for Mom to have given that kind of a lesson and not 

acted on it. I have a strong impression that she spent the last few hours of her mortal life 

in emulation of the faith and striving of Enos. I also believe that her heart was comforted, 

her hope confirmed, her sins forgiven, her efforts blessed. I believe that she died knowing 

that the Lord was satisfied with her life. The last few hours on earth, her thoughts were 

on eternity, heavenly mansions, the rewards associated with good works, and the all-

encompassing love of our Savior. 

 

My own Sunday, the day before her death, was spent as is my habit, in reading. I always 

seem to have four or five books in progress at any time. One that I started weeks ago and 

have had trouble getting into is The Confessions of Augustine, the Catholic Father of the 

third century, A.D. Because of my slow pace with the book, I had read during December 

and January the first eight chapters, then skipped over chapter nine and started reading in 

some of the later chapters. As I settled down to read Sunday, I set Augustine aside and 

picked up a book that I was within a few pages of finishing, a book that had really held 

my interest and with which I had not had the same mine-wandering trouble as with 

Augustine. Even before I began to read I had this compelling sense of ?duty@ to read 

Augustine. Thinking how compulsive I was becoming, I nevertheless heeded my instinct, 

and with a sense of resignation turned to Augustine. 
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Instead of reading in the later chapters as I had been doing, I returned to the chapter I had 

earlier skipped, chapter 9, and remember being disappointed to read in the chapter 

overview that chapter nine would be an account of the death of Augustine's mother. I 

decided to read through it quickly and get on to something more interesting. 

 

Augustine described his mother as God's handmaiden, ?who brought me forth, both in 

the flesh, that I might be born to this temporal light, and in heart, that I might be born to 

light eternal. Not her gifts, but God's in her would I speak of.@ 

 

Augustine was speaking for me. I read on... Augustine describes his mother's greatest gift 

as: ?that between any disagreeing and discordant parties,... she shewed herself such a 

peacemaker that, hearing on both sides most bitter things,... she never would disclose 

ought of the one unto the other, but what might end to their reconcilement.@ 

 

That was also mother's greatest gift. I read on... Augustine says that: ?Her own husband, 

did she gain unto God.@ Dad wanted two thoughts expressed today. One is that he 

attributes to mom's influence most of his Celestial vitures. He has always felt confident of 

Mom's loyalty to him. When he was overseas in India and in all the jobs that have taken 

him away from home, since, her devotion has created a similar virtue in him. Augustine 

describes his mother's virtue as one which ?by not thinking on self, surmounting self.@ 

As I read, President McKay's injunction that ?spirituality is best manifest in doing@ came 

into my mind, followed quickly by Timothy's definition of pure religion. As I sat there in 

meditation I realized how completely my own mother approximated these heavenly 

ideals. 

 

I read on... Augustine describes a conversation with his mother: ?...Lord thou knowest 

that in that day when we were speaking of these things and this world with all its delights 

became, as we spake, contemptible to us, my mother said <Son, for mine own part, I 

have no further delight in anything in this life=@ 

 

All of you who knew mother well, know the many times she expressed those very words, 

and how many times, but for the needs of her family, she wished to depart this life. She 

found the wickedness of this world embarrassing, the horrors of war inexplicable, the 

inhumanity of her fellows inexcusable. She tried to make the world around her a different 

sort of place. 

 

As I finished Augustine's account, I contemplated the future passing of my own Mother, 

glad for her good life, sure of her reward, but never imagining that it would occur before 

another full rotation of the earth. Thinking it would be many years in the future, I 

nevertheless shared with Augustine, as I sat there, an excess of emotion and ?with a new 

grief, I grieved for my grief, and was thus torn by a double sorrow.@ I was ?minded to 

weep in God's sight, for her and for myself, in her behalf and in my own. And I gave way 

to the tears, which I before restrained, to overflow as much as they desired: reposing my 
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heart upon them; and it found rest in them, for it was in God's ears not in those of man, 

who would have scornfully interpreted my weeping.@ 
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As events turned out, my quiet Sunday with Augustine proved truly significant. I am so 

grateful that so shortly before Mom's death I should have had such a meaningful spiritual 

pause with her as the focus. 

 

In attempting to attribute meaning to the time clock of heaven, our family has been 

impressed that Mom's strength of character and spirit were so significant in our lives, that 

many of us were actually living on light borrowed from her: that we were being sustained 

largely on the merit of her personal worthiness. Only with her departure could the full 

burden of responsibility that exaltation requires pass to each of us. The issue becomes not 

one of displeasure or confusion with heaven for taking her so soon, but rather 

thanksgiving that we were allowed for so long to enjoy the company of one, worthy and 

ready to pass on. 

 

Mom had prepared every needful thing. Without our full understanding she had prepared 

us; and when all was done, she died. The accident that caused her death was merely a 

convenient, if tragic, method of securing what in heaven had become inevitable. 

 

Sometimes the Lord of us all speaks very unambiguously regarding His will. We who 

remain were not allowed through our prayers and priesthood the option of keeping her 

here. She died instantly in the type of accident which many have easily survived. 

 

The second thought that dad wished expressed today is that Mother always felt that her 

children were among the best the earth has to offer, and that the only loss that mother 

would grieve would be the loss of any of these children to sin. Her life, and now her 

death, show us the way. I pray that our lives may show us worthy of having been blessed 

with such a mother. 

 

DOCUMENT 22 
 

November 21, 1875 Patriarchal blessing of Adelia Robison Lyman, born December 21, 

1848 at Crete, Will County, Illinois, daughter of Joseph Robison and Lucretia Hancock. 

Given at Fillmore, Millard, Utah, by Evan M. Greene, patriarch. 

 

Sister Adelia, in the name of Jesus Christ I lay my hands upon thy head and give unto 

thee a father's blessing, even a patriarchal blessing, which is a seal and a token of the 

promises made unto the fathers. 

 

Thou hast received the Gospel in the days of thy youth, and the covenants which thou 

hast made, thou hast made in all integrity and honesty of heart. Thy soul delights in the 

pure principles of the Gospel of Jesus Christ, therefore, thy Father in Heaven loves thee, 

and all the blessings of the New and Everlasting Covenant are for thee and for thy 

posterity after thee. 

 

Thy posterity shall be great, and in thy children thou shalt have joy, for wise and noble 

men and women shall spring from thee, men who shall aid in the redemption of Zion. 
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Wise councilors and honorable men shall be of thy sons; thou shalt rejoice in the works 

of thy posterity and glorify the God of thy fathers. 

 

Thou shalt receive knowledge and understanding of those things which pertain unto the 

Kingdom of God. Angels shall administer unto thee and no good thing will the Lord 

withhold from thee if thou wilt ask Him in faith. Thou shalt receive the powers of the 

Holy Priesthood in connection with thy husband, whereby thou shalt be enabled to do a 

great work for thy dead in the House of the Lord. 

 

The keys of the resurrection shall be given unto thee whereby thou shalt have power to 

come forth in the resurrection of the just. Many of thy posterity shall rejoice in thy works 

and shall arise with thee. 

 

Thy name shall be had in honorable remembrance with the sons and daughters of Zion. 

Thy children and thy children's children shall rise up and call thee blessed, and many 

whom thou hast admonished shall rejoice in thy admonitions. 

 

These with all the blessings of the New and Everlasting Covenant and all blessings which 

thou shalt desire in righteousness, I seal upon thy head through thy faith and faithfulness 

in the name of Jesus and by virtue of the Holy Priesthood, even so, Amen. 

 

DOCUMENT 23 
 

August 18, 1942 Temple Recommend of Gordon Leavitt Platt, Elder, born July 24, 1920 

at Mountain Meadows, Washington County, Utah, baptized August 5, 1928, son of 

Joseph Platt and Clarissa Leavitt. Endowed August 17, 1942. To be married to Allie 

Lyman. Issued at Richfield, Sevier County, Utah (Richfield Second Ward, Sevier Stake) 

August 10, 1942 for Salt Lake Temple.
1
 Irvin L. Warnock, stake president. 

 

DOCUMENT 23A  
 

August 18, 1942 Temple Recommend of Allie Lyman, born October 7, 1922 at Salt Lake 

City, Salt Lake County, Utah, baptized April 4, 1931, daughter of Edward Partridge 

Lyman and Irene Perkins. Endowed August 17, 1942. To be married to Gordon Leavitt 

Platt. Issued at Salt Lake City, Salt Lake County, Utah (Seventeenth Ward, Salt Lake 

Stake) August 17, 1942 for Salt Lake Temple. W. A. Beesley, stake president. 

 

DOCUMENT 24 
 

August 18, 1942 Sealing card of Gordon Leavitt Platt and Allie Lyman including all data 

as shown above plus date of civil license - August 14, 1942, issued in Salt Lake County. 

Sealed by Nicolas G. Smith with Edward P. Lyman and LeRoy Chidester as witnesses, 

being the father and the step-father, respectively, of the bride and groom. 

 

                                                 
1
Temple recommends at this time and up into the 1960s were issued on a temple by temple basis.  
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DOCUMENT 25 
 

August 27, 1942 Certificate of Record of Membership made by the Presiding Bishop's 

Office for Edward Partridge Lyman, born October 11, 1886 at Scipio, Millard County, 

Utah, blessed [baptized] October 12, 1894, son of Platte DeAlton Lyman and Adelia 

Robison. 

 

DOCUMENT 25A  
 

August 27, 1942 Certificate of Record of Membership made by the Presiding Bishop's 

Office for Irene Perkins Lyman, born March 11, 1894 at Bluff, San Juan County, Utah, 

blessed [baptized] May 18, 1902, daughter of Benjamin Perkins and Sarah Williams. 

 

DOCUMENT 26 
 

195? Newspaper clipping showing pictures of Gladys Perkins Lyman holding an Indian 

baby and Albert Robison Lyman in a profile shot. Caption states: Albert R. Lyman, heads 

Indian school at Blanding, Utah, under direction of Navajo-Zuñí Mission and is assisted 

by his wife, Mrs. Gladys P. Lyman, seen at left with an Indian papoose. [The school was 

started November 14, 1946, and incorporated into the San Juan County School District in 

1949.
2
] 

 

DOCUMENT 27 
 

December 8, 1980 Last Will and Testament of Allie Lyman Platt, made at Provo, Utah 

County, Utah and witnessed by Jo Lynn Hintze, Michal L. Hansen and Michael B. 

Nielsen. Names husband Gordon Leavitt Platt and eight children: Lyman De, Joseph L., 

Edward L., Gene L., Roberta, McKay L., Gordon L., and Irene. 

 

                                                 
2
PFRC, Notes 3.1, pages 558-559. [published in 2008]. 

DOCUMENT 28 
 

February 8, 1982, Certificate of Death of Allie Lyman Platt, female, white, born October 

7, 1922 at Salt Lake City, Salt Lake County, Utah, age 59, married, fourteen years of 

schooling, social security number 528-20-8944, expeditor at BYU purchasing, married to 

Gordon Leavitt Platt; daughter of Edward Partridge Lyman and Irene Perkins, residence 

at time of death 583 East, 3400 North, Provo; place of death Utah Valley Hospital, time 

of death 10:29, burial February 13, 1982 at Provo City Cemetery, cause of death massive 

cerebral contusion caused in a motor vehicle accident, a head-on-collision; interval 

between onset and death given as one hour with time of injury at 8:55 a.m., taking place 

at 800 North near Canyon Road in Orem, Utah; deceased was a passenger. 

 

NOTE: Family accounts and Gordon L. Platt's own statement as a witness in the accident 

are that Allie died at the scene of the accident. 
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DOCUMENT 29 
 

October 7, 1922 Certificate of birth of Allie Lyman, 1420 Harrison Avenue, Salt Lake 

City, Salt Lake County, Utah, daughter of Edward Partridge Lyman and Irene Perkins, 

residence Salt Lake City, father age 36, mother age 28, occupations mechanic and 

housewife, birthplaces Scipio, Millard County, Utah, and Bluff, San Juan County, Utah; 

this child being the sixth child of the mother, all of which are still living. Delivered by 

L.C.E. Ogden, midwife, 269 South 11th East, Salt Lake City. Registration number of 

certificate P-2641. 

 

DOCUMENT 30 
 

February 12, 1913, Marriage license, State of Utah, County of Salt Lake. To any person 

legally authorized to solemnize marriage, greeting, you are hereby authorized to join in 

holy matrimony Mr. Edward P. Lyman of Grayson [Blanding] in the County of San Juan 

and State of Utah, and Miss Irene Perkins of the same. Witnessed February 6, 1913 by 

S.J. Rogerson, county clerk. I hereby certify that on the 12th of February 1913 at Salt 

Lake City in the County of Salt Lake, I the undersigned an Elder of The Church of Jesus 

Christ of Latter-day Saints did join in the holy bonds of matrimony according to the laws 

of this state, Edward P. Lyman and Irene Perkins, in the presence of Alfred Solomon and 

George C. Lambert. Francis M. Lyman (signed) Recorded in Marriage License Book I, 

page 46, no. 91, San Juan County, and filed February 22, 1913. 

 

DOCUMENT 31 
 

Last diary of Allie Lyman Platt, January 1, 1982 - February 7, 1982. 14 pages. Original in 

possession of Roberta Platt Bylund [2008]; copy in PFRC, Diaries & Journals, Series 5 

[volume yet to be decided]. 

 

DOCUMENT 32 
 

May 22, 1958, Monroe Jr. High School graduation program. Prelude music Linda 

Nordgren; invocation Dick Forbush; welcome Gayle Hawley; double mixed quartet 

(including Lyman Platt) ?You'll Never Walk Alone;@ preface for tomorrow Ronald 

Nordgren; the great tomorrow Peggy Chase; accordian solo Vicky Gould; prognostication 

Terry DeBerry; presentation of the class of 1958 principal Neal Jones; awarding of 

certificates, board member Ernest Lee; song by Class of 1958 ?I Believe;@ farewell Verl 

Yergensen; benediction Charlett Washburn. 

 

Class members: David Adams, Mayre Arnold, Bonnie Asay, Gerald K. Black, Lloyd 

Bybee, Peggy Case, Cheryl Chavis, LeVee Dalton, Jim Rex Daniels, Terry DeBerry, 

Carol Jean Forbush, Dick Forbush, Carol Goold, Vicky Ann Goold, Tom Gray-Mountain, 

Ann Gregerson, Joaleen Hannon, Gayle Hawley, Linda Holgate, Linda Jensen, Ilene 

Johnson, Leslie Jones, Tsosie Ronald June, Geraldine Larsen, Floyd Madsen, Keith R. 

Nelson, Greg Nielson, Sally Nordfors, Ronald Nordgren, Saundra Lee Olsen, Chesley 
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Parker, Hal Parson, Steve Peterson, Lyman De Platt, Josephine Rock, Dina Jill Rogers, 

Mabel LaVerne Saliego, Kieth Y. Savage, Teddie Smallcanyon, Sylvia Staples, Tom 

Milton Tsosie, Charlett Washburn, Ladd White, Thomas J. Williams, Jerry Keith Winget, 

Patricia Winget, Verl Yergensen, Kenneth Condor. 

 

DOCUMENT 33 
 

September 14, 1969, Nursing card of baby #2 of Paula Platt; male, born 10:45 a.m., Rh. 

Positive, weight 5 lbs., 14 ozs. length 19 inches. Dr. Kartchner, attending physician, M. 

Beattie, registered nurse. [Daniel Lyman Platt] 

 

DOCUMENT 34 
 

October 21, 1972, Funeral services of Edward Partridge Lyman, born October 11, 1886 at 

Scipio, Millard County, Utah, died October 18, 1972, at Provo, Utah County, Utah. 

Services began at 2:00 p.m. at the Blanding LDS Chapel, conducting Bishop Curtis 

Jones. 

 

Pallbearers: Joseph Lyman Platt, Edward Lyman Platt, McKay Lyman Platt, Wallace 

Vissers, Brad Morin, Edward Morin, Duane Black, Jed Lyman and Charles Lyman. 

 

Postlude and prelude by Sue Zan Lyman. Family prayer by Arthur Morin; song by the 

grandchildren; prayer by Gordon Dee Lyman; song by Arthur Morin family; obituary by 

Lyman De Platt; speaker Arthur L. Morin; musical number by granddaughter Caroline; 

song by Kay Lyman family; speaker Kirk Lyman; speaker Kay Perkins Lyman; remarks 

Bishop Jones; song by the grandchildren; prayer by Mark E. Lyman. 

 

Interment Blanding City Cemetery by San Juan Mortuary. Dedication of grave by 

Gordon Leavitt Platt. 

 

DOCUMENT 35 
 

June 10, 1943 Poem ?Newcomer@ by Gordon Leavitt Platt at the birth of his son Lyman 

De Platt. 

 

Today we had a visitor, a tiny one ótis true. It seems as thoô he came to stay; we love him, 

you bet we do. I cannot think just what I want to say about the lad. We cannot óer be 

sorry; instead we're very glad. I don't believe we'll trade him, cause he's stolen both our 

hearts and bound us ever closer; ne'er to be torn apart. Just to see him laying there fills 

me to the brim. He sleeps a lot but most of all, he looks up at you to grin. If I can ever be 

with him and watch him as he grows and be the dad I'd ought to be, I'll be happy as no 

one knows. His sweet and gracious Mother will be his guiding star and someday he will 

prove himself in return for loving care. May God óer watch over him and show his 

guiding hand; to lead him thru to holy ground; that would sure complete our plans. Help 
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me to be the father that his darling mother is. I'll work and sacrifice it all; I'd die to help 

him live. 

 

DOCUMENT 36 
 

February 13, 1982 Tribute to Allie Platt by Gregg and Trudena Tagle. Being the Relief 

Society chorister, I had the opportunity to call Allie each month to ask which hymns she 

would like us to sing for her spiritual living lesson. On one particular occasion the lesson 

was ?The Lord Will Have a Tried People,@ and the song she chose was ?If the Way be 

Full of Trial, Weary Not.@ I told her I was not familiar with the hymn and we found that 

it was not in our current hymnal, but in an old hymnal. I borrowed the book from Allie 

and printed the words for all the sisters to see and we sang the hymn. Many of the older 

sisters remembered the hymn and were glad to sing it again. The words were so 

significant to me that I kept a copy and I sing it often when I feel I need it. They are as 

follows: 

 

(1) If the way be full of trial, weary not; if it's one of sore denial, weary not; if it now be 

one of weeping, there will be a joyous greeting, when the harvest we are reaping, weary 

not! 

 

(Chorus) Do not weary by the way, whatever be the lot, there awaits a brighter day to all 

who weary not. 

 

(2) If the way be one of sorrow, weary not; happiness will be the morrow, weary not; 

here we suffer tribulation, here we must endure temptation; but there'll come a great 

salvation, weary not! 

 

(3) If misfortune overtakes us, weary not; Jesus never will forsake us, weary not; He will 

leave us never, never; from His love there's naught can sever; Glory to the Lamb forever, 

weary not! 

 

Last Sunday the spiritual living lesson was on ?Hope in Christ.@ Prior to the lesson, Allie 

indicated we should sing ?Hope of Israel.@ Before the lesson, however, she changed her 

mind and asked to sing ?I Know That My Redeemer Lives.@ As the singers sang this 

song I felt the beautiful testimony that it is and was glad for the chance to sing this hymn. 

As the lesson progressed, it was evident that Allie's thoughts were on the eternities. 

Perhaps the passing of a relative prior to this had caused the reflection. She made the 

comment that as we get older we think more about the eternities with our loved ones and 

our hope becomes stronger. We spoke of the difference in LDS and non-LDS funerals, 

saying that Church members have the knowledge that our life hereafter will continue and 

that we have a hope for the rewards a faithful life will bring. As Allie bore her testimony, 

I was filled with the spirit and knew that she loves the Lord. 

 

Allie constantly looked for the good in others and only spoke those things which were 

complimentary. She spoke highly of her children, and I felt that if I could be as successful 
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in motherhood as she was I would be happy. I looked to her for strength when my 

responsibilities as a mother seemed overwhelming. If she could raise 8 children, I could 

handle my 6. 

 

I always appreciated the support Allie gave to our aerobics class. As one of the 

instructors, she always thanked me for leading the class. She was very faithful to get up at 

6:00 a.m. to exercise with us and it made it easier for me. 

 

I am grateful for the concern she had for others. If anyone needed help she was ready to 

give. Once she picked some catnip to help my baby's colic, and taught me to make tea. 

Another time we had fresh tomatoes from her garden. I will always be thankful for her 

friendship and example. 

 

One sister in our aerobics class wrote this about Allie: ?Friendship is like a treasury; you 

cannot take from it more than you put into it. Allie put a wealth of friendship into her 

actions. No wonder her life is rich in all that matters.@ Carol Lambert. We feel the same 

about Allie, and look forward to seeing her again and renewing that friendship. 

 

DOCUMENT 37 
 

February 8, 1982, Walker Mortuary funeral services working paper, prepared by Lyman 

De Platt, RR2 Box 216, American Fork, UT 84003. Phone 756-9509. 

 

Allie Lyman Platt, 583 E. 3400 N., Provo, Utah; phone 375-4191; citizen of the USA; 

died February 8, 1982 at 8:55 a.m. at Orem, Utah from an automobile accident; female, 

caucasian; Creig MacArthur, physician; born October 7, 1922, age 59 years 3 months and 

1 day; birthplace Salt Lake City, Utah; occupation expeditor at BYU purchasing 

department; social security number 528-20-8944; father Edward Partridge Lyman; 

mother Irene Perkins; husband Gordon Leavitt Platt; married August 18, 1942 in Salt 

Lake City. 

 

OBITUARY: Allie Lyman Platt, beloved and devoted wife of Gordon Leavitt Platt, was 

born October 7, 1922 in Salt Lake City, Utah to Edward Partridge and Irene Perkins. She 

spent her early life in Blanding, San Juan, Utah. After high school she attended business 

college in Salt Lake City. Here she met Gordon. They were married in the Salt Lake 

Temple on August 18, 1942. The family has lived in many places in Utah, California, and 

Idaho, but has made Provo their home since 1964. 

 

Allie loved people. Her daily journals reflect the intimate association she carried on with 

hundreds of individuals. Their lives mattered to her. She will be deeply missed. 

 

Active all her life in the L.D.S. Church, she served in numerous teaching and leadership 

capacities. She enjoyed the youth and was comfortable with them. 
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Since 1964 she had been employed by BYU with the Purchasing Department and has 

enjoyed her association with many friends there. Her constant desire was to be of service 

to others. 

 

She is survived by her husband Gordon Leavitt Platt and six sons and two daughters: 

Lyman D. Platt, Highland, Utah; Joseph L. Platt, Farmington, Utah; Edward L. Platt, 

Pleasant Grove, Utah; Gene L. Platt, Newburg, Oregon; Roberta P. Bylund, Springville, 

Utah; McKay L. Platt, New Orleans, Louisiana; Gordon L. Platt, Brazil Pôrto Alegre 

Mission; Irene Platt, Provo, Utah; by 26 grandchildren. Her parents are deceased; her 

remaining two brothers and one sister are Kay Perkins Lyman, Blanding, Utah; Edward 

Robison Lyman, Blanding, Utah; and Rene L. Morin, Shelley, Idaho. 

 

DOCUMENT 38 
 

November 1, 1982, Report by Elaine Perkins Walton and Ray Walton to all Perkins and 

Williams cousins. Greetings to each of you: our remarkable experiences which occurred 

in Wales this past summer need to be told. Some of you have tape recordings of oral 

reports I have given, while others are too far distant for me to easily visit, some do not 

have tape recorders, so I have felt that I should prepare this written report of some of our 

happenings. 

 

THE WELSH CONNECTION: PEREGRINE/PERKINS According to the dictionary, 

PEREGRINE means ?of or from a foreign country; alien, imported; engaged in or 

traveling on a pilgrimage; wanderer.@ PERKINS and PEREGRINE are used 

interchangeably in some Welsh records as early as 1600. It is entirely possible that when 

the first of this lineage went to Wales, before surnames were fixed, they were from a 

foreign country (England?) and because of this took the name or were identified as 

PEREGRINE. 

 

There is a tradition in the family of Thomas PERKINS (PEREGRINE) that their name 

was changed to PERKINS at the suggestion of Elder John Taylor when he was a 

missionary in Wales about 1849, but, according to my findings, some were using that 

name many years earlier. Either name is unusual in Wales, which would seem to bear out 

the dictionary definition, for there was a minimal use of patronymics among them. 

 

Most of the PEREGRINE/PERKINS people were yeomen or farmers, with a sprinkling 

of other occupations - brickmasons, glovers, etc., until circumstances in the 1800s forced 

some of them to seek employment in the coal mines or iron works, especially during the 

period following 1830. 

 

PEREGRINES and MATHEWS had intermarried in several instances, and when the first 

Mormon missionaries came to Glamorgan proclaiming the Restored Gospel several of the 

Mathews people were baptized at once. Through their influence, Thomas and Ann 

Mathews Peregrine also joined this unpopular movement, as did all but two of their 

children. In a short time they began making plans to join the flow of immigrants to Utah. 
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Before this could materialize, however, Thomas became ill and died in Aberdare on the 

March 24, 1854. Ann determined she still would make the journey, but it was two years 

before she could. Some of her children preceded her, settling in the Ogden area north of 

Salt Lake City. After walking across the plains, she joined them there in 1856, where she 

lived until her death on July 3, 1868. Eventually, all her children except those who had 

died in childhood in Wales and her daughters Ann Perkins Thomas Hughes and Margaret 

Perkins Nash, immigrated to the Ogden area. 

 

Son William Perkins did not make the journey until 1868. He made his home in Cedar 

City, Iron County, in southern Utah, where several of his family had earlier become 

established. Because of their mining experience, they had been sent by Brigham Young 

to establish this industry in that locale, along with many other Welsh families. 

 

One of William's daughters, Ruth, married her Uncle Joseph Davis Mathews, their home 

being in North Salt Lake, while the rest of the large Perkins family, with the exception of 

son John, lived near Jane and William in Cedar City. Benjamin and Hyrum, however, 

with their families, were among those called to go to the San Juan County, Utah, to 

establish a buffer settlement between the warring Navajo and Piute Indians in 1879. Their 

trek through the Hole-in-the-Rock is one of Utah's grestst epics, an ?incredible journey.@ 

 

Benjamin Perkins was married to Mary Ann Williams. Her sister, Sarah, was nineteen 

years old, had arrived from Wales in 1878 with her parents and some other family 

members, and volunteered to go along on this trek to help care to Mary Ann's small 

children. It was while on this expedition that she became converted to the Mormon faith, 

having been a devout member of the Methodist faith. She was baptized in the San Juan 

River after they had arrived at their destination, Bluff, Utah, in 1880. 

 

Later, Sarah was married to Benjamin Perkins. Their family consisted of nine daughters 

and one son, my father, Richard Leonard Perkins. After the death of this son - his young 

wife, Ada Hunt, having already preceded him in death - Sarah and Benjamin attempted to 

care for the four orphaned children, but the task became too great for them. Freeda, the 

eldest, went to live with Aunt Ione and Uncle Marion Hunt, Doyle to Aunt Sade and 

Uncle George Barton, Erma to Judge Fred and Mabel Keller, who were not related, and 

Grandma Sarah kept me, Elaine, the youngest. 

 

PRELUDE While I was growing up, Grandma used to try to get me to write letters to 

relatives still living in Wales, but I rebelled at this, much to her sorrow, and stubbornly 

refused to help. Her daughters Lell, Sadie, and Gladys, did what they could to assist her 

and because of their cooperation many precious letters are now still in existence - 

answers to those they wrote for her to Wales and Australia. 

 

There was one task which I did enjoy as a child, though, that proved to be a great training 

for me and which I feel has contributed much in preparing me for genealogical research. 

Grandma always saved string - some small, some long, some fine - no matter, she saved 

it. When a certain basket had accumulated quite a supply, she would present it to me to 
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untangle the mess and roll it into balls. It was always an enjoyable challenge to outwit the 

knots, and as particularly difficult research problems have come along, that training in 

patience has stood me in good stead. 

 

My disinterest in ancestors continued until 1939. By that time I was employed by KSL as 

a secretary, living in the Salt Lake 17th Ward. We had a large group of young people in 

that Ward, and on Sunday evenings met in a study class. One of the members, Henry 

Christiansen, had just returned from a mission to Denmark and was completely excited 

with genealogical research. It became a personal goal of his to get all class members 

involved in this pursuit, but he met stubborn resistance on my part. After one particularly 

discouraging encounter, he challenged me to meet him next day on my lunch hour at the 

Genealogical Library ?just to see@ what we would find there about my Mother's people, 

of whom I knew very little. Reluctantly I agreed, just to get him off my back, I thought. 

 

At the appointed time, we met in the archives and he began filling out a pedigree chart 

with the little information I had concerning my Hunt people. He would go from one 

drawer to another, filling in blank places on that chart, and as he did so, a most marvelous 

thing was happening to me. I became excited about what he was doing, and experienced 

the most thrilling feeling envelop me from the crown of my head to the soles of my feet, 

until I was tingling all over. That feeling has never left me when I do research, and I still 

experience that intense excitement and sheer joy which then prevaded my soul. To add to 

my excitment just then, on the chart Henry was filling out for me there appeared the 

surnames of O'Hara, Butler and other Southern families, just like the cast of ?Gone with 

the Wind,@ with which I was completely enamored. My conversion was complete. 

 

Following my mission to California in 1941-1942, I married Ray H. Walton and we made 

our home in Hollywood. We were blessed with four sons and one daughter. As time 

would permit from then on, I relentlessly pursued Hunt, O'Hara, Butler and other 

ancestors, totally oblivious to my Welsh progenitors, which Aunt Gladys Perkins Lyman 

was tirelessly seeking. Grandma, Sarah Williams Perkins, had died suddenly June 30, 

1943, and Aunt Gladys had faithfully continued with the search for our Welsh 

antecedents. 

 

Our eldest son, Ray, was engaged to be married in the spring of 1966, and his fianceé, 

Shauna Sheffield, was living at our home that semester, working in Los Angeles, while 

Ray was in Provo attending Brigham Young University. He and our son David, also a 

student at BYU, came home the last weekend of February for a visit, riding with another 

student from Covina, approximately forty miles from La Cañada where we lived. On 

Sunday afternoon, Shauna and I drove the boys back to Covina for their return to Provo. 

 

On the way home to La Cañada, while I was driving in the fast lane on the San 

Bernardino Freeway, gong about seventy or seventy-five miles an hour, suddenly I could 

not see - it was as if a curtain had dropped over my eyes, but I felt no pain. It was not 

until later that I learned I had had a stroke. I called to Shauna to grab the wheel; that I 

could not see. We had our seat belts fastened, but she grabbed the wheel, and in some 
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miraculous manner, with my feet still on the gas pedal or the brake, at her direction, 

nearly semi-conscious, we were able to make our way across four lanes of fast traffic to 

the next offramp, approximately two miles, and exit from the freeway. As soon as we 

were off the freeway I completely blacked out. 

 

Gathering courage, Shauna pushed me over the seat and drove on home. As we rounded 

the corner of Lavender Lane, I regained consciousness. She somehow helped me into the 

house although I had no balance. My speech was unintelligible, and I still could not see. 

She quickly called the La Cañada Ward, where Ray was serving as Bishop. Rulon Sheets, 

a counselor, said Ray had gone to the Glendale hospital to visit some patients, but he 

would locate him and would be right over. He brought Dr. Donald Nelson with him, also 

a member of our Ward, and as soon as he saw my distorted face and the other problems, 

he knew I had had a stroke. 

 

Ray arrived in a few minutes and the three of them gave me a Priesthood administration, 

anointing my head with consecrated oil and pronounced a blessing upon me. I was healed 

instantly! It was a sacred, marvelous experience. Dr. Nelson insisted, however, that I go 

to the hospital to be checked. After three days of thorough testing, they found no after 

effects and released me. 

 

Our dear Father in Heaven had answered our prayers, but I came to know without any 

doubt whatsoever that my life had been spared to accomplish this genealogical research. 

In my patriarchal blessing, received twenty-six years before this, I was told my mission in 

life was to do this great work, but the pressures of daily living were great, and generally 

took priority over research. We had five children, each with special needs to be met, I 

operated my own advertising specialty business, taught early morning seminary five days 

a week, taught the spiritual living class in Relief Society and the genealogy class in 

Sunday School, while Ray was serving either as a counselor to or as a bishop and was 

manager of the Los Angeles area Prudential Insurance Office. The crumbs of left-over 

time were mighty few. I concluded this had been the best way to convince me I should 

change some priorities, which I did. 

 

In November 1974 Ray retired from the insurance business and we moved back to Utah, 

and in just a few months I was invited by the Perkins Family Organization to be their 

researcher. This timely invitation was welcomed wholeheartedly, and I dived in. 

 

TRIP TO WALES - 1977 After spending hundreds and hundreds of hours on the project, 

the William Perkins four-generation sheets were completed, and I then began work on the 

family of his parents, Thomas Peregrine (Perkins) and Ann Mathews Peregrine. Before 

long, I could see that in order to accomplish this goal a trip to Wales was needed, for at 

that time only about 30% of the Welsh records had been allowed to be microfilmed by 

Salt Lake because of continuing prejudice against the Mormon Church. The family 

organization concurred and we set a departure date for late April, 1977. 
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While I was in the midst of very hectic prepartions to meet this target date, behind the 

scenes a most remarkable drama was beginning to unfold. 

 

About the end of February, cousin Allie Lyman Platt and her husband Gordon, moved 

from northern Provo to Pleasant Grove to assist their son Ed and his wife who had just 

become parents of triplets a few months before. At the first Relief Society meeting Allie 

attended in this new ward was the women's work and business meeting. Another 

newcomer to the ward that day was Dot Smith. She and Allie became acquainted as they 

quilted, and in the course or their conversations, the subject of genealogical research 

came up. Dot Smith indicated she was most interested in this activity and two years 

previously had been on a trip to Wales and England to gather data when her son was 

released from his mission over there. Allie interjected that her cousin was leaving to go to 

Wales to do the same thing in a couple of months. Dot Smith responded, ?Well, have her 

call me, perhaps I know someone who can be of help to her.@ 

 

Allie called me later to give me this information and Dot's telephone number. About ten 

days elapsed before I contacted Dot, but when I did she said she had already written her 

friends to tell them of my coming, and for me to send them a pedigree chart and itinerary 

at once. The letter was to go to Haydn and Joy Morgan in Merthyr Tydfil, 

Glamorganshire. 

 

This couple had joined the Church about 1960 while living in Swansea. He became the 

Bishop there, and it was under his direction that the Swansea chapel was built. Currently, 

they lived in Merthyr Tydfil and he was a counselor to the stake president. Dot's son had 

been acquainted with them while serving as a missionary, and she met them when she 

went to meet him. 

 

I did sit down, made out the chart and itinerary, and sent them on the way. Before my 

letter would have even reached New York, however, here came an invitation from the 

Morgans to come to their home and make it our headquarters; that they would be most 

happy to do anything possible to help! What an amazing invitation to total strangers, but 

we gladly accepted! 

 

With a wedding to prepare for our son Mark the week we were to leave, law school 

graduation for son Jim, plus untold other activities the night before, D-Day arrived with 

many things still to be completed for our trip. Departure time was set to 6:00 a.m., and at 

2:30 a.m. I was still busy making last minute decisions regarding which papers I would 

take for the various families we were to do research for - my mother's people in the 

Southern U.S., Ray's people in England, and Perkins and Williams families in Wales. As 

I was sitting at our kitchen table pouring over my files, the thought - just like a neon sign 

- blazed across my mind, ?Take some pictures with you.@ Pictures? Of whom? But the 

impression was so strong, I got up and went to my picture assortment, selecting five. 

Amazingly, all were of my grandmother's people in Wales, members of the Williams 

family. They were put in an envelope, tucked in my suitcase, and by 6:00 were on their 

way with us, waiting to play an unbelievable part in this unfolding drama. 
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An exciting month was spent in pursuing Hunts, O'Haras and Butlers through Kentucky, 

South Carolina and Virginia, then finally our plane landed at Gatwick Airport, London, 

where we rented a car and bravely drove on to Merthyr, arriving at the Morgan home too 

late at night to do more than get acquainted then drop off to sleep. Early next morning we 

awakened to a beautiful sunny day, totally enthralled at actually being in Wales. Haydn 

was already up and waiting for us. 

 

We discussed what we hoped to accomplish, one objective being to find information 

about grandma's grandfather, Thomas Davies, who was born in Merthyr 175 years 

previously. This reminded me of my envelope of photos, for I had a print taken from an 

old tin type of him, so I went and brought back the five prints. I showed Thomas's picture 

to Haydn, and he said, ?Great, we will see what we can find out about him.@ I then 

showed him the second print - that of the Evan Williams family as they had appeared in 

1871, before leaving Cwnbach to America. This picture was one given me by Grandma 

nearly fifty years before, and on the back of it in her handwriting she had identified 

everyone. 

 

Upon seeing this print, Haydn went pale, blurting out ?This can't be your family.@ I 

reaffirmed ?Yes, this is Evan and Mary Williams on Rose Row, with their children, and 

this girl is my grandmother at age 11.@ He was acting very strangely, I thought, and he 

said, ?I think I have seen this picture before.@ 

 

Arising, he went to his boxes of pictures, AND BROUGHT FORTH THE ORIGINAL 

OF MY PHOTO! We were totally dumbfounded. In Haydn's own words: ?I looked at 

this photo for a moment and said, <I think I've seen this picture before=@ I said <think= 

deliberately, though in my heart I knew for a surety that I had seen the picture before. I 

went into my own records and pulled out the Edwards family file and in particular looked 

through some photographs that had previously belonged to my grandfather, John 

Richards Edwards. From amongst the photographs there I produced the ORIGINAL of 

the photo that Elaine had. 

 

?For a few minutes we both sat dumbfounded, absolutely baffled that this thing should 

have come about. The original had been in my family's possession for many years, and 

was given to me by my mother, Claudia Edwards. I used to ask her who they were on the 

photograph, and all she could say was that it was connected <with your grandfather 

Edwards.= So far, despite all our efforts, we have been unable to find the connection 

between Elaine's and my families.@ 

 

This unbelieveable happening, however, was just the beginning! We soon discovered that 

Joy is a descendant of David Peregrine, a brother of my third great-grandfather, Thomas 

Peregrine! So we are related both to Haydn and to Joy. Can you imagine the odds? Total 

strangers being invited to partake of the Morgan hospitality simply because we were 

members of the same Church, and they both were converts to it? And my family 

members had been gone from Wales for one hundred years? 
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Soon after Haydn had joined the Church, my cousin's daughter, Gayle Lyman, had been 

in Swansea as a missionary and had become acquainted with both the Morgans. Upon her 

return to Blanding, Utah, she had advised Aunt Gladys Perkins Lyman about them. She, 

in turn, had corresponded with them for years, until she died in 1972, but they could 

discover no relationship. This was years before Joy knew of her Perkins relationship, as 

this bit of information had surfaced about the time we left for Wales. No doubt we would 

have established the ties with Joy's progenitors, since I was searching for that same name, 

but IT WAS ONLY BECAUSE OF THE PICTURES I TOOK WITH US THAT WE 

REALIZED THERE WAS A TIE WITH HAYDN'S FAMILY. 

 

Without the help of these wonderful Morgans, our trip to Wales in 1977 would have 

produced very little research information. Not only was I unfamiliar with Welsh customs, 

their language, geography (in spite of much home study about all of these), but we were 

Americans, and Mormons. Much bitterness had been engendered at the time of the mass 

conversions in Glamorgan and Carmarthen during the late 1840s and early 1850s, and the 

subsequent exodus of hundreds of Welsh men and women to America, most of them 

going to Utah. This left many of the clergy with depleted congregations and a big loss of 

income, so naturally they disliked the ?wicked@ Mormons, and this dislike has been 

handed down to the present time. 

 

But with the help of Haydn and Joy our trip was a smashing success, and the help they 

have given our families since 1977 has been marvelous. Some of the need for a second 

trip over there came about as a result of the sources of information uncovered by them. 

 

BACK TO WALES - 1982 (MAY 8TH THROUGH JULY 3RD) The chief objectives of 

this latest journey were to try to find identification by families for the hundreds of 

Perkins/Peregrine names accumulated through the IGI (International Genealogical 

Index), a cumulative index to names submitted to Salt Lake from researchers worldwide), 

from Haydn, from wills, parish and chapel registers, censuses and other records, as well 

as to gather William family data to be able to complete the family group sheets for the 

brothers and sisters of Evan and Mary Davies Williams. 

 

Again we were the guests of Joy and Haydn Morgan. There is no way they could have 

shown more kindness, more hospitality, been more generous. They insisted we sleep in 

their own comfortable bed, drive their best car, eat their food prepared so tastefully by 

Joy, use their telephone and take up much of their time for two months. Haydn even took 

three weeks of his vacation time to help us, and Joy took two. They have taught us the 

true meaning of hospitality, with no thought nor tolerance for being repaid in dollars (or 

pounds) for any of these things. We are eternally indebted to them, and are grateful they 

are so long suffering. 

 

THE GRIFFITHS OF TREWERYN. In Wales there are no motels as we know them, so 

tourist accomodations are found in pubs (inns) or private homes where a sleeping room 

and breakfast, sometimes dinner, are provided for a set fee. These are simply called bed 

and breakfast places. 
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Our first target this trip was the National Library of Wales (somewhat similar to the 

Congressional Library in Washington, D.C.) at Aberystwyth on the west coast of Wales. 

This is a long drive from Merthyr, so Haydn had rented a room for us from Alun and 

Gwyneth Griffiths, 3 Treweryn, Trinity Street. Our stay with them was delightful, for 

nearly two weeks. Our room was warm, clean and cheery, our breakfast and dinners most 

delicious. Gwyneth Griffiths is a master soup maker, and both she and Alun are 

marvelous cooks. Sons Afon and Garreth and daughter Sioneth all contributed to our 

enjoyment, and even Old Thom, their cat, became a friend of Ray. It was a memorable 

time. 

 

Our days at the National Library were highly successful searching newly turned-in parish 

registers and other items, and we hated to leave (that is I hated to leave - Ray was numb 

from so much copying, but other areas needed exploring, too). 

 

[Because of the length of this document, I will now only give the genealogical and 

connecting data, as the flavor of the trips and what led up them has been preserved - 

Lyman De Platt] 

 

Thursday, May 20, 1982 On this morning we arrived in Carmarthen about 10:00, I going 

directly to the County Record Office. (In Ray's search for a bed and breakfast he found 

Ruby Evans, a Perkins, descendants of Thomas Perkins' brother Oliver, and of Joy's 

David Peregrine!) All we had known of Oliver for certain was that he was a non-

conformist, had a son Thomas who had a son Thomas, and that they lived in the Swansea 

area. These were some of the very people we had needed to identify by families! And 

here we find Ruby in an area totally disassociated from where Oliver's descendants would 

likely be. Incredible! Incredible! 

 

Words are completely inadequate to describe the joy of that evening. I can still hear Ruby 

and her daughter Margaret exclaiming, ?Well, I never! Never! Never! Well! Well!@ over 

and over. They are simply beautiful, wonderful people and we fell totally in love with 

them. There was such a warm bond and kinship immediately evident. They had much 

family information on Oliver's family and we had records they did not have. Excitement 

prevailed! 

 

NEW FAMILY TREE ASSOCIATION. While we were in the Records Office at 

Carmarthen, someone mentioned that the following Wednesday evening there would be 

an organizational meeting for the Carmarthen Family Tree Association at the local library 

at 7:30, and also that one of the men in charge at the library was Mr. Peregrine Thomas; 

both bits of news were of great interest to me. 

 

As we returned to Merthyr and related our incredible story to Haydn and Joy, Haydn's 

first thought was that ?Aunt Gladys has been busy again.@ The four of us went back the 

next Wednesday to introduce them to Ruby and Margaret, and to attend the meeting. 

About fifty people were eagerly assembled there to effect this organization. One of the 

executives was Mr. David May from Kidwelly, a town nearby, who is a retired Scotland 
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Yard detective, a most friendly and impressive individual. The meeting was a big 

success, with both Haydn and me getting involved with suggestions. Everyone seemed 

genuinely interested in genealogical research.... 

 

Mr. David May was extremely thoughful and kind, and invited Ray and me to come to 

Kidwelly a few days after the meeting in May, as he knew burial places of quite a few 

Anthony people, as well as where their farms have been. We spent one morning with 

him.... In a letter received about the middle of October from Mr. May, he indicates there 

are now 169 members, with interest and excitement running high. He also told me a new 

relative he had found of mine, Mrs. Iris Davies (nee Williams) who would be writing me 

one day before too long regarding Peregrine-Anthony research.... 

 

There was only a moment for a visit with Mr. Peregrine Thomas, but found his Peregrine 

line goes directly to Llangendeirne, where there were people I am confident were part of 

our line.... 

 

Inasmuch as Joy and Haydn are so independent and would not accept any remuneration 

in any way from us, and since their daughter, Dawn, a student at Oxford, was free from 

classes and unemployed from June to October, we were able to hire her to do more 

research at Cardiff and Swansea on the Perkins people with those funds. This was a 

wonderful arrangement, for it freed us for extra Williams family research. Dawn had 

done a remarkable amount of work for us, not all of which has been received yet, but she 

has been a real blessing to our endeavors, and we are most indebted to her. 

 

THE WILLIAMS FAMILY - Evan Williams was born in the area covered by St. Brides 

Minor, and his progenitors were from Coychurch or Llandyfodwg, primarily. They were 

mostly farmers, gentle, humble people. Hard times forced most of Evan's generation into 

the mines to earn a living. He became a timberman and was known for the excellence of 

his work. During the 1870s, he was sent for two years to Russia by the British 

government to help establish mines there. 

 

Due to being in the water so much of the time down in the mines, Evan developed serious 

lung problems, categorized as ?asthma of the worst kind.@ His health became so 

precarious after his return to Wales that the doctors prescribed a change of climate, such 

as that of America, which could either cure or kill him. Since their daughter Mary Ann 

was already in the United States with her husband, Benjamin Perkins, it was finally 

decided they would join them. They emigrated in May 1878, their destination being 

Cedar City, Iron County, Utah. 

 

The focal point of my Williams research was the family of Edmund and Sarah Morgan 

Williams, Evan's parents. While some general information was known about each of 

Evan's brothers and sisters, in most cases their children were unknown entities. To help 

identify individuals mentioned in the following stories, listed below are the brothers and 

sisters of Evan Williams: 
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CHILDREN OF EDMUND WILLIAMS AND SARAH MORGAN WILLIAMS: 

 

1. Thomas born 1819 

2. Jane  born 1822 

3. Mary  born 1826 

4. Evan  born 1827 our ancestor 

5. Sarah  born 1831 

6. Edmund born 1834 

7. Catharine born 1836 

8. Gwenllian born 1839 

9. Richard born 1840 died in infancy 

 

From the research done by Aunt Gladys Perkins Lyman, and the old correspondence of 

Grandma Perkins, the foundation for the Williams research was laid. Before this last trip 

to Wales, I poured over every letter and bit of information I could find. From these 

sources I obtained addresses where some of the relatives used to live in Wales, which 

proved very helpful in several instances, in locating some living relatives. Especially of 

value were letters from Mary Davies Howells, granddaughter of #5 above, Sarah, and 

those from Ann Hopkins, daughter of #8, Gwenllian. The experiences about to be related 

are not necessarily in chronological order of the children listed above, but rather, are 

given more in the context of events as they happened. 

 

OLD EBENEZER - AND JANE, #2 From the time this 1982 journey was definitely 

determined, one thought kept coming back to me: wouldn't it be great to find the old 

Methodist chapel where grandma and others of her family went to worship while they 

lived in Wales. That minister was evidently a wonderful man, for he had a profound 

influence on grandma's life, even presenting her with a Bible when she left to come to 

America. She never forgot him, and somehow I wanted to see that place of worship. The 

opportunity to look for it came on a Saturday soon after the Carmarthen experience when 

we had a couple of free hours before needing to be back at the Morgan's.... 

 

So, about 11:00 on this Saturday morning, we left our work at the Aberdare library and 

Ray drove me to Cwmbach. Remarkably, he remembered the way to Rose Row from our 

1977 visit, but we passed no old chapels. Being the resourceful individual he is, he went 

into a market adjacent to Rose Row (where the Williams family lived in Cwmbach) to 

make some inquiries. One lady recalled that a few blocks away there were two old 

chapels, but she did not know if either was a Methodist one. We found our way, and there 

on the corner was the Ebenezer Chapel, while a few doors away we saw the Bryn Sion 

meeting place, both unused now and deserted, with no identification as to denomination. 

Then, up the street further, we spotted still a third chapel, Bethania, also deserted. 

 

We could see no one about except a young boy who came by, but he had no idea if one of 

these used to be a Methodist Chapel. Finally, a movement caught Ray's eye, and he saw a 

man working in his garden up the street some distance, so off he went to inquire of him. 

?Can you please tell me if any of these chapels used to be for Methodists?@ ?Yes, the 
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Ebenezer Chapel. I used to be the caretaker and my wife was the organist there for 

years.@ ?My wife's grandmother used to attend that old chapel, then, and we just wanted 

to see it. She used to live on Rose Row.@ ?That is interesting, so did my wife's family. 

What was her name?@ ?Williams.@ ?Well, so was my wife's family named Williams.@ 

 

Incredibly, again, we had been led to these people who could help us. Ray was speaking 

with David Thomas Jenkins, whose wife was Mary Elizabeth Morgan Jenkins. Her 

grandmother was Sarah Williams, daughter of Edmund (#6 on the list above), a brother of 

our Evan, and first cousin to my grandmother. Each girl was given the same name, and 

they were less than a month apart in age. They had been the closest and dearest of friends 

until grandma came to America, then they had corresponded for years. Since our time 

was running short, we made an appointment to come back the next day, to visit and 

contemplate this new find. 

 

On Sunday morning, Haydn accompanied us on our return visit. The Jenkins had a lot of 

pictures and quite a bit of family information which they were most willing to share. 

They let us borrow their photos, so Haydn made copies of them. Unfortunately, again 

several are not identified, much to our sorrow.... Mary Elizabeth had a photo of her great-

grandmother, Jane Williams, child #2 on the list. Her daughter, Elizabeth Lewis, had 

married her Uncle, Edmund Williams, #6, so she was especially helpful in regard to the 

family of Jane. 

 

SARAH DUDLEY - #4 ROSE ROW, AND THE SWEETS. When we were in Cwnbach 

in 1977, I did not know of Sarah Dudley, a granddaughter of Edmund and Elizabeth 

Williams, but was told about her by Vernon Williams when we visited him in California 

in 1979. Vernon had been in Wales during World War II and had become acquainted 

with several families of kinfolk then. As we became acquainted with these same people, 

almost their first question was about Vernon. He is held in great esteem by all who met 

him. He is the son of Evan Williams' son Thomas. 

 

Haydn, Ray and I went to visit Sarah one day, and were in for a special treat. We found 

her so warm, friendly, and so ?family,@.... Her daughter, Joan Hopkins and husband 

Brian, were most hospitable to us, also, and helped fill in many blank spaces on family 

group sheets. Joan served us some mouth-watering Welsh cakes she had made, and gave 

me the receipe.... 

 

Going into #4 Rose Row was a special thrill to me, for grandma was in and out of this 

home all during her younger years. It is all modernized now, but gave me the feel of the 

size and kind of place grandma had lived in herself, and I loved it.... 

 

OLIVE JONES, DESCENDANT OF THOMAS, #1. Olive Jones, granddaughter of the 

elusive Mary, daughter of Thomas! When we went to her home, it was like seeing 

another of the Utah family of Williams women - she is beautiful, has wonderfully smooth 

skin, dark brown hair, dark eyes, lovely kind expression on her face, with a gentle, sweet 

disposition. As with the other cousins we had met, immediately we loved her, too.... Her 
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special treasure - Thomas's family Bible, or rather, Mary's family Bible, given her by 

Thomas! And what a treasure! There we found recorded all the vital records about Mary, 

her five children, and her grandchildren to some extent. It did not contain any data about 

Mary's mother, but it did have the date of birth for Mary and from that, we have been 

able to obtain a birth certificate which gives Catharine Davies as the mother. When we 

went there we knew next to nothing of Thomas or Mary, but when we left we had births, 

marriages, and deaths of many of that family, the kind of bonanza every genealogist 

dreams of. We truely felt guided in being able to find Olive, these precious records and 

special people. 

 

MARY WILLIAMS, CHILD #3 . Aunt Jane Hunter had photos of Mary, her husband 

Robert Chubb, and several of their children, but no full dates of births, marriages, or 

deaths except one death date for a son Robert. Soon after the Evan Williams group had 

emigrated, Robert Chubb, age 29, was killed in a mine explosion. Probably Mary herself 

had sent a newspaper account of the accident, and had even attached a small swatch from 

his underware! That obituary led us to another most unusual story. 

 

Efail Isaaf, place of burial for Robert Chubb, was a place totally unheard of by me before, 

but upon examining a large map of Haydn's, Ray discovered it was just a few miles south 

of Pontypridd. With great anticipation we set out one day to see what we could find there, 

and found that this little hamlet or village is one of the loveliest parts of Glamorgan.... As 

we were entering the village, to our left we saw a Baptist Chapel, and adjoining it, an old 

cemetery. Immediately (by now almost automatically) we stopped the car and eargerly 

entered the silent graveyard. The first thing my eyes saw as we went through the gate was 

a large impressive white stone with inscriptions for both Mary and Robert Chubb, the 

parents! And around their plot were graves of several Chubb children! 

 

It is pretty breath-taking on a search of this kind to be in possession of only one date for a 

family one minute, then the next to have at your fingertips births and deaths for many 

belonging to it. My reaction, of course, was to sit and cry for joy. The questions in my 

mind immediately were, ?Are you happy we found you, Mary and Robert? Is it you who 

have guided us here?@ 

 

We quickly copied all the inscriptions we could see, then Ray set out to try and locate the 

chapel registers, if there were any, as this was one chapel still in use. The minister, next 

door, knew of no old records. Ray saw a woman on the street and asked if she knew 

where the caretaker of the chapel lived, and she directed him to the Griffiths, nearby, but 

no one was in. Down the street Ray could see a post office, so he went there to inquire if 

there were currently any Chubb families living in Efail Isaaf. The postmaster said there 

were none, but a Mrs. Betty James, a few doors away, was a Chubb before her marriage. 

She was not at home, either, but returned a little later from a shopping trip so we were 

able to meet with her.... She gave us the name of a cousin, John Chubb, in Pontypridd, 

owner of the Pontypridd Builders Supplies, who might have some records.... 
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The chapel caretakers also returned home and we were able to see their only old records -

- that of burials. From it we obtained quite a few bits of helpful information about the 

Chubbs. We were referred to an elderly lady in her nineties who knew the histories of 

nearly everyone in the community, so we called on her. She has played the organ at that 

chapel for 67 years, and is still the organist! William Chubb conducted the music there 

for years, she told us. She went with us inside the Chapel, played some hymns for us, and 

gave us some delightful moments while she reminisced about the early days, but did not 

have much specific history of the Chubb family. 

 

As it turned out, the amount of information we amassed that day was ample to begin a 

search in the civil registrations for births of Chubb children, and certificates have been 

ordered since we returned home.... 

 

John Chubb ... was a distinguished-looking man, whom I judge to be about 59 years of 

age.... I had brought him some pictures of Mary, his great-grandmother, and some of her 

children, as well as a copy of the data collected thus far about her family, including the 

obituary of Robert. After all this introduction, Mr. Chubb said he was most astonished at 

all this, especially since he is semi-retired and NEVER comes into the office anymore - 

he had not been there for a month. How interesting that he was somehow in his office, for 

just a couple of hours, at the time we selected to call on him. He knew very little family 

history...made a phone call to Marie, a cousin, about 73 years of age. It was agreeable, so 

he piloted us about twenty miles to meet with her. She, too, was charming and most 

friendly, but they do not have much family information....[after returning home] I 

received from him several certificates - birth, death, marriage - for his parents and other 

family members, a marvelous contribution to this line, so now we have nearly complete 

records for Mary, Robert and nine children.... 

 

SARAH, CHILD #5. No attempt to pursue research on this line was made since Aunt 

Gladys had corresponded for years with Mary Howell, a granddaughter of hers, and data 

on that family seems to be quite complete. 

 

CATHERINE, CHILD #7, AND RICHARD THEHARNE. Old letters and previous 

research indicated they had a very large family and lived in the Rhondda Valley, 

primarily at Pentre, Ystradyfodwg Parish. A visit to the vast cemetery at Pentre and to the 

sexton's office yielded several dates, but our main success came from the Record Office 

at Pontypridd. When we began, I knew none of the names of the 14 children supposedly 

born to this couple. We have now identified seven of them, and through the civil 

registration have hopes of finding the others. Most of the children died young, leaving no 

posterity. One granddaughter emigrated to Tennessee in 1902, and in time, I will locate 

those descendants. 

 

One old address I did have was for Sarah Ann Jenkins, a granddaughter of Richard 

Treharne's sister, Ann, and we went to that address. Sarah Ann passed away about 1955, 

but her daughters were still living in Pentre, one of them at the old home....Megan 

Morris, Esther Ann Bevan and her husband, and a granddaughter Vivian. They were 



 55 

wonderfully cordial...but did not have much family information. They did present us with 

a photo of their grandmother Ann.... 

 

GWENLLIAN, CHILD #8, AND GEORGE HOPKINS. The eldest child of this couple 

was a daughter, Ann, born in 1861 and who lived to be past 97 years of age. She died 

unmarried in 1959. It was she who had corresponded faithfully for years and years with 

grandma, then with Aunt Gladys, had given a wealth of family history about her own 

parents and others of the Williams people whom she had known. Somehow, however, I 

could find no family group sheet for her parents, in spite of extensive efforts to locate 

one, so had to go to Wales with only her name, age, year of death and the name of one 

brother who had gone to Australia. 

 

For years she had lived at #1 Alma Terrace in Maesteg, and had been cared for by a 

niece, Hetty Griffith and her husband William. In the hopes that Hetty might still be 

living, we went to that address. To our delight, even though Hetty had passed away about 

ten years ago, her husband William was living and still in the old residence. 

 

We had a great visit with him, and discovered he had known an uncle of Haydn's who 

used to live in Maesteg. He was going to show us the uncle's old farm, but we found a 

construction project had blocked the road leading there. From him we received a photo of 

Hetty and himself, addresses of two nieces who live in Australia, and as much 

information as he could recall.... Through the data gathered at the sexton's office and 

cemetery in Pentre, and from the Pontypridd Record Office, I now have the names of 

thirteen out of the fourteen children born to George and Gwenllian Hopkins, with a great 

many dates of births and deaths. 

 

BUFFLA, TWYRTHYR EGLWYS, PARC BACH, AND COYCHUCH - Edmund and 

Sarah Morgan William, parents of Evan and the others whose research we were doing, 

moved around considerably. He was a forester, a farmer, a labourer, and a sheepman at 

various times. Various records had listed names of the farms where they lived at different 

times, so Haydn prepared a surprise for us. Through his office, he could locate the 

telephone numbers for the farms without needing the name of the current occupier. This 

he did for the above three places, and made appointments for us to come and see the old 

homes. 

 

What a thrill to visit these places with names I couldn't even pronounce. Now I can 

visualize much of the childhood of Evan Williams in the different settings. Buffla was a 

sheep farm on a steep mountainside in the Rhondda Valley. The original home is still in 

use, furnished now much as it would have been when these second-great-grandparents 

lived there; an exciting experience to see it, let alone to go into those tiny rooms. 

Twyrthyr Eglwys is a farm near a church (Eglwys) in rolling hills, not far from Bridgend. 

Evan may have been born, or at least christened, while the family resided here. The 

original home has been replaced, but two adjoining buildings show what the original was 

like. Then, just a few miles distant was Parc Bach, residence of Edmund and Sarah for 

many years, in the parish of Coychurch. Gentle, rolling hills, a bubbling stream, beautiful 
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green everywhere - many shrubs, trees and miles of grass - how they must have loved this 

area. There is one tiny ancient little house long unused, which I am confident must have 

been their residence, crumbling away, off to the side of a more recently built big home, 

although it, too is old. No doubt Edmund and Sarah just leased part of this farm, as no 

doubt they did the others, also. It was simply a marvelous experience to go into each of 

these houses, whose owners or occupiers, without exception, were most affable. 

 

Death certificates and records of different family members indicated Edmund and Sarah 

were buried at Coychurch Parish cemetery, but we had been unable to locate their 

tombstones. On our visit in 1977 we found a stone for an Evan Morgan whom I felt 

certain was Sarah's father, but it had sunk into the ground and was tilted so far toward the 

ground that only a little of the inscription could be read. This time, it was my hope that 

the stone could be uprighted in order to be read. 

 

So one cold Saturday afternoon, Haydn, Joy, Ray and I set out for Coychurch fortified 

with shovel, axe, crowbar, rope and other tools to attempt this mighty feat. It was no 

small task, for the stone was immense and extremely heavy. If anyone had happened to 

come along during this endeavor they would have been justified in thinking we were 

grave robbers. It had a definitely comical appearance as these heroic men cut down small 

trees which were binding the stone in its fallen position, then dug and dug and dug. It 

seemed the stone must be as deep as the bodies interred there, but after tremendous 

exertion, they hit pay dirt! 

 

 Here lieth the body of 

 Evan Morgan 

 Who died April 8, 1784 Age 56 

 Also, Sarah the Wife of the Above 

 Who died 29 March 1800 Age 85 Years 

 Also, in Memory of Sarah the Wife 

 of Edmund Williams of This Parish 

 Who died March 2, 1846, Age 46 Years 

 Also, the Above Named Edmund Williams 

 Who died August 29, 1866, 

 At the Age of 75 Years 

 

There was a short saying or inscription below this, but the stone had broken off, and that 

part was not retrieved. But what a find! The burial places of the GRANDPARENTS of 

Sarah Morgan Williams, as well as that for herself and Edmund! There has been no 

opportunity to delve further since coming home, but this Evan Morgan's wife's name is 

shown on family records to be Mary, so I do not yet know if he married twice, or if our 

records are wrong. But this was one exciting treasure. 

 

JACOBS - DAVIES - THE ICING ON THE CAKE. One facet of research which I had 

hoped would yield many rewards was in regard to Mary Jane Jacob, mother of Mary 

Davies Williams. Mary Jane married Thomas Davies in Aberdare, and we have her 
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christening date in Llandyfodwg Parish at which time her parents lived at Castell 

Mwywys. On an old map at Aberystwyth we were able to locate this elusive farm, and 

subsequently found the place itself, where two or three old buildings still remain. The 

oldest one has been added on to, and we feel certain that it is the birthplace of Mary Jane, 

but no other records or data was found to help on this line. 

 

There were several children born to Mary Jane Jacob and Thomas Davies. After her death 

at the age of 36, Thomas married again and had several more offspring, but it was his 

first family's records I was seeking. Mary, my great-grandmother, married Evan 

Williams. Her brother Thomas went to Queensland, Australia, where his descendants are 

numerous, and with whom we correspond today. That left a brother, Richard, for whom I 

hoped to gather more identification. We had a copy of his will, probated in 1893, at 

which time he lived in Swindon, England. As to his family, we knew very little except he 

had a wife named Catharine, and a daughter Mary. Aunt Jane Hunter had photos of him 

and of Catharine, but did not leave a record of her maiden name. 

 

I had a great desire to go to Swindon, Wiltshire, not even knowing if I could find 

anything there to be of help, but it was always out of the way wherever we were headed 

in England. Haydn and Joy had never been to Scotland, nor had we, and since Ann 

Lyman McQueen, a cousin, and her husband, Jim were at Ayr, Scotland, serving as 

missionaries, we decided to take time out and pay them a visit. It was a beautiful ride up 

there, and one which all of us thoroughly enjoyed and are grateful we took, for Jim died 

suddenly of a heart attack two months after our visit, while still in Ayr. On our way back 

to Merthyr, Haydn, ever solicitous about getting me to the places I most wanted to go, but 

without any prompting this time, asked if I didn't want to go to Swindon. Of course I was 

dying to do so, but just did not want to take everyone so far out of the way. But he 

decided: We would go to Swindon. 

 

Upon our arrival in the town, Haydn directed us to the local library. He knows where 

everything is, no matter which area we were in. Once there, we asked what early records 

they had. There were many early city directories, from about 1878 - 1925, I believe. I 

knew Richard had died in 1893, but had no idea when Catharine passed away, nor Mary, 

nor names of others of his family. In the old directories we located him from 1880 to 

1893 as head of the family, then at the same address was shown Catharine as head until 

1908, so felt certain that was the year of her demise. We copied addresses of the other 

Davies names to search later as possible children of theirs. 

 

Next we inquired for old newspapers. To our delight we found they had some on 

microfilm for 1893. There we were able to find a very lengthy obituary for Richard, and 

to obtain a printout of it. We found he was an important Baptist preacher. 

 

Inquiries revealed the old Baptist Chapel and cemetery to have been torn down and 

removed to make way for the development of the area in which we then were visiting. 

Haydn, knowning so much of British customs and procedures, went to a kiosk 

(telephone). After making three calls, he found that the records of the old cemetery were 
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now at the Crematorium. At that office, they gave him the grave number at Radnor Street 

Cemetery, where, predictably, we rushed. Thrilling it was to each of us to stand before 

that beautiful tombstone, inscribed not only with his vital records, but also, with those of 

Catharine and a son Wyndham! Our search had lead to most valuable information. 

Enclosed by a rock border were these graves and two adjoining ones with markers. 

 

It was now late in the day, so we returned to Merthyr, with one satisfied and elated Elaine 

pondering the wonder of it all. Early next morning, Ray and I went on about our 

activities, but Haydn and Joy were still on holiday and remained at home. When we 

returned that evening Haydn greeted us with the fact that he had again called the 

Crematorium and learned that the two vacant plots, were, indeed, part of the Davies 

family. One was the resting place for an Owen Davies who had just been buried in 1980, 

and their records gave the next of kin as Betti Catherine Ball, listing her address in 

Liverpool! 

 

This was exciting. I sat right down that evening and wrote her a letter, sending a copy of 

information so far known, and telling her I was a cousin from America, in Wales seeking 

for family history. I asked if she would please write or telephone us at Haydn's, as we 

were due to return to the U.S. in just two short weeks. 

 

On Monday morning, while Ray and I were out, Joy answered a telephone call from 

Kenneth Ball in Liverpool. They had been away for the weekend returning late Sunday 

evening, and had found my letter. They were astonished, intrigued and puzzeled over it, 

so Kenneth had called as early as he could. My hearing aid was out of commission, so 

Haydn called them back that evening for me. 

 

We learned that they had very few records, had no idea there were relatives in America, 

and that Betty had an Aunt Cassie living in Bristol and an Uncle Frank Davies in Dorset 

who might know something of the family. 

 

There were telephone calls back and forth several times during the week; on Thursday, 

Kenneth was wondering if Betty were to take the train from Liverpool, could we meet her 

at Cardiff or Abergavenny? He wanted her to be able to meet us. Of course we could, so 

next morning she made the seven-hour trip from her home to Abergavenny, and we 

picked her up at noon in the middle of a pouring rain.... 

 

After her return to Liverpool, there were more telephone calls from her and from Ken, 

and we were able to go to Bristol to meet her Uncle Frank and his sister Cassie. Cassie is 

89 years old, and Frank about 75, both refined, gracious and cordial. Our lovely visit was 

at the seaside at Bristol, and inside a restaurant. The old records were lost when they 

moved some years back and the box or trunk in which they were stored was left out in the 

rain and the contents ruined. They gave me a lot of important data from memory, 

however, which is of great value. 
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DOCUMENT 39 
 

September 28, 1965 County Clerk's Office, Provo, Utah County, Utah. Received from 

Lyman De Platt $2.50. Marriage license number 28829. 

 

DOCUMENT 40 
 

Social Security Account Number of Lyman De Platt, P.O. Box 6, Springdale, 

Washington County, Utah: 528-60-9891. 

 

DOCUMENT 41 
 

Newspaper clipping: Provoan Becomes Applicant for <Buddy Flight.= Lyman De Platt, 

son of Mr. and Mrs. Gordon L. Platt, 410 N. 900 W., Provo, is the first applicant from the 

Provo area to sign up for the Air Force's Utah Buddy Flight. This flight is sponsored by 

the Kennecott Copper Corporation and will begin on April 26, in Salt Lake City. Sergeant 

William R. Blush, local Air Force recruiter, said that he expects Mr. Platt to be assigned 

to the Administrative Technical School following basic training. Preliminary tests have 

indicated that Mr. Platt possesses unusual ability in this field. Mr. Platt recently returned 

from an LDS mission in the Andes Mission in Peru where he has been serving for the 

past 22 years. [Photo accompanies newspaper clipping.] 

 

DOCUMENT 42 
 

Record Microfilming Nearing End in Mexico after 16 years. Church News. After 16 

years of intensive work, Genealogical Society technicians are finishing up the 

microfilming operation in Mexico. All major repositories have been covered and all that 

remains to be done is the 25 civil registration archives, around 250 small parishes, and 

some finishing up work. It is expected that this work will be completed early in 1972. 

[Note: we are still filming in 1993 and it looks like we'll be going another five years at 

least - Lyman De Platt] 

 

?More filming has been done in Mexico in terms of microfilm rolls than in any other 

country except the U.S. We have approximately 80,000 rolls,@ said Lyman De Platt, 

research specialist responsible for Latin America. 

 

?There are two main reasons for this. The first is that Mexico, along with Peru, is one of 

the two main countries with a high mixture of Spanish and Indian cultures and 

population. Secondly, Mexico has the largest Church population in Latin America,@ he 

said. 

 

Problems have been present through the years, due largely to the remoteness of some of 

the areas to be covered, and to the superstitions of some of the Indians. 
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?We have encountered some Indians who feel that their souls are somehow in the records 

and if we film them we are taking their souls away,@ said Mr. Platt. 

 

?On the other hand, we have had extremely good cooperation from the Catholic Church 

in Mexico, as we are having in South America. This is in part due to the new trend of 

liberal thinking from the ecumenical council, plus the fact that we give them a copy of 

everything we film.@ 

 

Genealogy is simplified in Mexico due to the naming practice of the Spanish people. 

 

?In Mexico, children take the name of their father by which they are known,@ said Mr. 

Platt. ?They also carry the maiden name of their mother. This makes genealogy a lot 

easier as does the record keeping that the Spanish originated there. 

 

?Copies of most of the films that have been made are in the branch library in Mexico 

City, which is operated in conjunction with the Academy of Heraldry and Genealogy of 

Mexico, and some are in the branch library at Colonia Juarez. They are also available 

through the library program of the Church,@ said Mr. Platt. 

 

A research paper for Mexico ?Series H No. 2@ is also available for those interested in 

Mexican genealogy. It may be obtained from the Church Distribution Center and lists all 

types of records available, periods covered, types of information given, their availability 

and location. 

 

DOCUMENT 43 
 

June 19, 1961, Whittier Union High School, Sixty-first Annual Commencement. As I did 

not attend the commencement activities, having checked out of school early to move to 

Utah, I only note the fact that the document is available for future reference. My name is 

listed along with several hundred other graduating seniors, including my friends Charles 

Richard Hand, Richard M. Henderson, Kristen Tina Hurd, Penny Ivie, Carol Lyn 

Newbold, Michele Pellissier, Michael Edward Purdy, and possibly others; most of the 

names I don't even recognize. Lyman De Platt. 

 

DOCUMENT 44  
 

June 6, 1923, Public School, Salt Lake City, Utah. Progress Record of Edward Lyman 

(Uncle Bob), L. North and G. Kelly, teachers; A.B. Kesler, principal; Uintah School; 1 

semester 1923-1924. Records: 85 days present up to January 18th, days absent 1, days 

tardy 1; 36 days present between then and April 11th, 17 absent, 1 tardy; note for a period 

up to June 8 - If Edward had remained until the end he would have been promoted to 2A. 

He was good in language, excellent in industrial, good in pictorial, good in dramatic, 

excellent in music, excellent in both work and play situations; good mental alertness; 

excellent physical alertness; good initiative, concentration, power to sustain effort and 
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health. His mother, Irene P. Lyman, signed on January 18, 1924; Carley Adams signed 

for him on April 11, 1924. 

 

DOCUMENT 45  
 

February 17, 1880, Laws of Utah, Twenty-Fourth Session. Chapter IX. Creating San Juan 

County. Section 1. Be it enacted by the Governor and Legislative Assembly of the 

Territory of Utah: That all those portions of the counties of Kane, Iron, and Piute, lying 

east of the main channel of the Colorado and Green Rivers, and south of parallel 38 

degrees 30 minutes north latitude, are hereby attached to and named San Juan County, 

which is hereby attached to and named part of the Second Judicial District of this 

Territory. And all that portion of this Territory lying east of Green River and between the 

said parallel 38, and a line running due east from the mouth of Price River to the summit 

of Brown Cliff, thence following the summit of said Cliffs to the eastern boundary of 

Utah Territory, is hereby attached to and made part of Emery County. 

 

Section 2 For the purpose of organizing San Juan County, the following officers are 

hereby appointed: Silas S. Smith, Probate Judge; Platte D. Lyman, Jens Nielsen, and 

Zachariah B. Decker, Selectmen; who shall qualify by taking an oath of office to 

faithfully perform the duties thereof. They shall hold said offices until the first annual 

election, and until their successors shall be elected and qualified. They shall commence 

the duties of their offices by proceeding on or before the first Monday in May, 1880, to 

organize and to appoint a Clerk and an Assessor and Collector, and such other offices as 

may be necessary to serve until the regular election. They shall establish the boundaries 

of precincts, and designate voting places, and appoint judges of election, and give notice 

of the regular annual election to be held and conducted according to the laws of the 

Territory.... 

 

DOCUMENT 46  
 

March 1, 1945, India - Burma Theater Roundup This is a weekly newspaper put out by 

the G.I.'s in New Delhi and is quite an interesting paper. I'll send them regularly. Hope 

you enjoy it. Your son Gordon. [Sent to Clarissa Josephine Leavitt Platt Chidester from 

her son Gordon Leavitt Platt] 

 

DOCUMENT 47  
 

August 30, 1970, Journal entries of Lyman De Platt and Bertha Paula Vega between 

August 30, 1970 and September 3, 1970, consisting of two and a half handwritten pages; 

To be included in the appropriate journal. 

 

DOCUMENT 48  
 

April 7, 1965, Father's blessing given to Lyman De Platt at Provo, Utah County, Utah. 

Elder Lyman De Platt: Having authority of Jesus Christ and by virtue of the Holy 
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Priesthood which I bear, I lay my hands upon your head and give you a father's blessing. 

This is a preparatory blessing to assist you in your understanding and being guided in 

your future life. Inasmuch as you are the oldest in the family, and as you are under the 

obligation of carrying the responsibility of proper example and direction before your 

brothers and sisters, and inasmuch as you carry the burden of responsibility of the family 

where the children are concerned, I bless you to the end that you might realize this 

responsibility, that you might grow in this responsibility, that you might understand and 

be made conversant with what your responsibilities are. 

 

Our Father in Heaven watches over you each day and realizes and is aware that thou art a 

choice spirit before Him. We pray that your life might be exemplary that you will keep in 

mind at all times that you are being watched, that the heavenly angels are recording your 

actions, that you are under obligation to those around you, and especially to those that are 

your close associates, that you are being watched by them and you will be under 

obligation to so live and direct your life that you will be an example at all times worthy of 

emulation. 

 

Our Father in Heaven is aware of your needs. He is aware that you pray and give succor 

unto Him for the things that you desire and plead with Him for the desire of your heart. 

Keep in mind that it is your responsibility at all times Lyman to be grateful for the 

blessings and for past things that have come to you that have enriched your life and made 

your life happy and well rounded, that you have as much responsibility to be grateful for 

past blessings as for blessings you are asking for in the future. Be diligent always in 

prayer. Be diligent in the great gift of fasting that has been made known to us and realize 

that all things might come to you through fasting and prayer, that the Lord will lead, 

guide and direct you in all things, as you pray and as you walk uprightly before Him and 

as you subjugate the body and its many desires to your spirit. 

 

We recognize before our Father in Heaven that you have completed a successful and 

honorable mission, that you have done your utmost and have been diligent in the last 

thirty months in the work of the Lord. He will repay you for that time and is repaying you 

each day. He will repay you in ways you will never be able to recognize until they are a 

reality before you in having a bright and active mind, in having a diligent desire to serve 

Him and an undeviating desire and effort in Gospel things. We pray as your future is 

unfolding before you that you may have a desire to follow the precepts and examples of 

those who have taught you and fill the highest dreams and expectations of your parents. 

 

I bless you that the greatest and most noble and honorable desires of your heart may be 

realized, that in going forth in any work you may anticipate or desire or expect to 

accomplish, that you might be successful in it. As you at this time are giving thought to 

going into the armed services, in the air forces, I pray unto our Father in Heaven that your 

life may be guided and directed and that you will be brought to do the right thing, that at 

the proper time you may be able to be worthy and cope with the situation as it arises, that 

your mind will be active and you will be able to see what is necessary and anticipate what 

is necessary when it comes, that you will be ready for all things. 
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As your mother is concerned for your welfare, both physical and spiritual, as am I, we 

pray that you will be considerate of us and write often and make your whereabouts and 

your accomplishments and your daily activities known unto us. We pray always as your 

parents that we might be proud indeed - not proud unto vanity, but proud unto humility 

that you are who you are, that you might be a living, walking example unto your brothers 

and sisters. As the oldest in the family you have the responsibility of carrying the 

example of what this family is and desires to be in the lives of others. We pray that you 

may be able to do this. We pray that your body might be so invigorated and so able to 

handle each day's activities, that you will not lose your good health, that you will be able 

to know what is right to eat and right to drink and that you will follow the dictates of your 

conscience there, that you will do nothing to harm or impair your health in any way. We 

pray that you will be diligent enough in your religious activities that you will kneel each 

day, each evening as you retire and each morning as you face a new day and thank the 

Lord for your blessings. We pray always that we as your parents will be that prayerful 

and grateful to our Heavenly Father for your life and for the others. 

 

We seal these blessings upon you and all other blessings that we should ask at this time 

that have been unasked, that you might be an enlightenment to your grandparents who are 

still alive, that you might be an example to all you might come in contact with, we pray 

and ask God's choicest blessings upon you through the power of the Holy Priesthood and 

in the name of Jesus Christ, our Redeemer, Amen. 

 

DOCUMENT 49  
 

October 3, 1966. Blessing given to Lyman De Platt by his grandfather, Edward Partridge 

Lyman, at Provo, Utah County, Utah, accompanied by his father Gordon Leavitt Platt. 

This blessing was given prior to leaving for Vietnam, and the war that was being fought 

there. 

 

Lyman De Platt: We take satisfaction in placing our hands upon your head to exercise the 

privilege that comes to us by virtue of the Priesthood which we hold to bless you. We feel 

to bless you with every righteous desire of your heart for protection and for the 

accomplishment of good among your associates and the people whom you meet, whether 

it be with the language or whatever it is - that you might gain satisfaction in teaching the 

Gospel of righteousness and in setting a good example for your associates and living so 

that you can enjoy the Spirit of the Lord and receive His protecting care over you, even as 

the so-called Sons of Helaman. 

 

We bless you that you might be inspired and be able to meet situations and whatever you 

are called upon to meet with wisdom and judgment and know how to conduct yourself 

and take care of yourself. We bless you that you might have the Spirit of the Lord with 

you at all times to give you assurance and protection in your travels - that you might be 

protected and sustained and that your testimony of the goodness of our Father in Heaven 

might grow and expand to fill your heart. We bless you with health and strength and life 
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and with the Spirit of the Lord and with every grace and gift and blessing that your heart 

might desire in righteousness. 

 

Our Father in Heaven, we pray that Thou wilt ratify this blessing in the heavens and that 

Thou wilt approve of our efforts to serve Thee and to follow the path of righteousness; 

that Lyman De's folks might be taken care of and blessed and sustained with Thy spirit in 

his absence. We feel to commend ourselves to Thy care, thanking Thee for all Thy 

goodness and blessings in the name of Jesus Christ, Amen. 

 

DOCUMENT 50  
 

Patriarchal blessing of Bertha Paula Vega, born June 7, 1938 at Lima, Lima, Peru to Julio 

Manuel Vega Zela and Rufina Lazo Acevedo. This document was initially given in 

Spanish by patriarch Lorin Jones in Provo, Utah County, Utah, but has been translated by 

Lyman De Platt for use in this compilation of documents. The original contains a wrong 

birth date of June 7, 1941. 

 

Dear Sister Bertha Vega: According to your desires and by the divine authority that I 

possess at a Patriarch in The Church of Jesus Christ of Latter-day Saints, I place my 

hands upon your head and confer upon you sister a patriarchal blessing. This blessing 

will serve you in the future because it will indicate the will of the Lord as to your future 

life in the Church and also will serve as a strength and a shield to protect you in times of 

temptation and danger. 

 

Your spirit, sister, was valient in the Spirit World to the extent that the Lord granted you 

the great privilege of coming to the world in this dispensation of the fulness of the 

Gospel, so that you might listen to the teachings of the Gospel and become a good 

member of the only true Church of the Lord. 

 

You, loving sister, were blessed with much talent by the Lord and the Lord in return 

expects that you will remain faithful during all of your life, giving service to the work of 

the Church. 

 

Blessed you are because in your veins runs the richest blood that exists in all the world, 

because you are of the House of Israel and those that possess this blood comprise a 

people of promise with the Lord. You are blessed because your ears heard the voice of 

the Good Shepherd and because you had desires to follow Him, this in compliance with 

the scripture that says: ?My sheep will know my voice.@ 

 

If you are faithful, sister, in the due time of the Lord you will have the opportunity of 

going to the temple to be married with one of the young men of the Church, a young man 

who will be worthy of your love and of being your companion and the two of you will be 

sealed by the power of the holy priesthood as man and woman, not only for this life but 

for all the eternities. The Lord will send little ones to bless your house and these young 

children will be your responsibility sister, to teach said children how to pray to the Lord 
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in the morning and in the night of each day, to teach them the principles of the Gospel 

and how they can be active always. If you are faithful in this, sister, then your children 

will grow and will be counted among the most faithful of all the neighborhood in which 

they live, and your house will be one of hope, of happiness, of joy, a place where the 

Spirit of the Lord may be found. 

 

I exhort you, sister, that you make a profound study of the principles of the Gospel 

because in the future you will be called to take positions in the Church. The Lord is very 

pleased with your life until the present and you are under no condemnation whatsoever, 

but you will be called to work among children, the youngest of them, in the Primary, in 

the Sunday School, in the Mutual, and afterwards among the sisters of the Relief Society, 

and because of the work that you will do among the children it will be a great work and 

you will engender in the hearts of said children, firm testimonies and great desires to 

remain faithful in the Church. 

 

I exhort you sister, that you be frugal in your house so that you may have of the goods of 

this world in sufficient quantities to sustain the family, to educate the children, and to 

control the rest of the children. I exhort you also that you guard well the Word of 

Wisdom, that you guard your health so that you may live a long life without suffering the 

sicknesses that attack the rest of the children of Adam. 

 

I bless you sister, with all the good blessings that the Lord has for His children that have 

made covenants with Him and that are living according to the covenants that they have 

made. I bless you sister, that you may live a long life to be able to enjoy the work that 

you are doing in the Church and to enjoy your children and your grandchildren and the 

work that they will also do in the Church in years to come. I bless you, sister, that you 

may give a great service among the unfortunate and the sick sisters of the Relief Society, 

and that you may also teach the sisters of the Relief Society how they may be better 

mothers in their own houses, how to make clothes for their children, how to cook and 

how to adorn their houses so that they may be more beautiful homes in which to live. 

You will be known as a ministering angel for the work that you will do among the less 

fortunate sisters of the Relief Society. 

 

I bless you, sister, that you may have a profound knowledge of the principles of the 

Gospel that you might explain these principles of the Gospel to your neighbors and to 

your relatives, those which at present have not accepted the Gospel. You will be blessed 

in a great way because the Lord will put words of wisdom in your mouth so that you may 

preach the Gospel in its simplicity and beauty in order to convert many people. I bless 

you, sister, that you will have the desire to do genealogical work for your ancestors who 

have died, your relatives, and if you are faithful in this the spirit of Elijah will rest upon 

your head in great abundance so that you may go forth and look for dates and names of 

your deceased ancestors, and it will be your privilege, sister, jointly with your husband, to 

enter some day in the Temple to do the work for many of them. I bless you that the last 

years of your life will be the happiest of all because of the work that you, your husband, 

and your children are doing in the Church. 
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I bless you that you may always retain the testimony that now burns in your heart and the 

desire that you now have to give service in the work of the Lord. I bless you that you may 

resist Satan and evil men, but I exhort you that you must always remember the prayer of 

the Lord that we find in the Bible in which it says: ?Lead us not into temptation but 

deliver us from evil.@ I exhort you that you guard your chastity more than any other thing 

in all the world. 

 

I bless you, sister, and I seal you that you may rise up in the resurrection of the just, 

clothed with glory, you as a queen, your husband as a king, the two of you at the head of 

a great and noble posterity in which you will receive a great blessing in the kingdom of 

our Lord. All these blessings are yours, sister, if you remain faithful, and I confer them 

upon your head by the divine authority that I possess in the Melchizedek Priesthood in 

The Church of Jesus Christ of Latter-day Saints and as a Patriarch in this Church, and I 

do it in the name of our Lord Jesus Christ, Amen. 

 

DOCUMENT 51  
 

Research specialist time sheets prepared by Lyman De Platt between September 9, 1969 

and September 11, 1970. This is a work log compiled at the Genealogical Society. A 

summary of much of this period is contained in Document 1. More particular details will 

be used in compiling my journals for those years. Those for 1969 appear in Diaries and 

Journals, Volume 5.1 (PFRC: New Harmony, 2008). The others will appear in 5.2. 

 

DOCUMENT 52A  
 

Civil marriage license #28829 of the State of Utah, County of Utah, to any person legally 

authorized to solemnize marriage: greeting, you are hereby authorized to join in holy 

matrimony Mr. Lyman De Platt of Provo, Utah County, Utah, age 22 years and Miss 

Bertha Paula Vega of Provo, Utah County, Utah, age 24 years [this was a false statement 

- age was actually 27 years - LDP]. Witness my hand and official seal hereto affixed at 

my office in this 28th day of September 1965. Mark F. Boyack, County Clerk, by 

Rowena H. Rigtrup, Deputy Clerk. 

 

I hereby certify that on September 30, 1965 in the State of Utah, County of Salt Lake, at 

Salt Lake in said County, I the undersigned an Elder of The Church of Jesus Christ of 

Latter-day Saints did join in the Holy Bonds of Matrimony according to the Laws of this 

State, Lyman De Platt of the County of Utah, State of Utah and Bertha Paula Vega of the 

County of Utah, State of Utah. The nature of the ceremony was according to the rites of 

The Church of Jesus Christ of Latter-day Saints and was a present mutual agreement of 

marriage between the parties for all time. 

 

We were married as stated in this certificate and are now husband and wife: Lyman De 

Platt, groom (signed); Bertha Paula Vega, bridge (signed); in the presence of Gordon L. 

Platt (signed) and William Robertson Fraser (signed), witnesses. Fauntleroy Hunsaker 

(signed), officiator. 
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DOCUMENT 52B  

 

Church marriage license #28829 of the State of Utah, County of Salt Lake. This certifies 

that Lyman De Platt of Provo, Utah County, Utah and Bertha Paula Vega of Provo, Utah 

County, Utah, were by me joined together in the Holy Bonds of Matrimony, for time and 

for all eternity according to the Ordinance of God and the Laws of the State of Utah at the 

Temple Salt Lake City in said County, on the thirtieth day of September in the year of 

Our Lord One Thousand Nine Hundred and Sixty-Five. In the presence of Gordon L. 

Platt (signed) and William Robertson Fraser (signed), witnesses. Fauntleroy Hunsaker 

(signed), an Elder of The Church of Jesus Christ of Latter-day Saints. License issued by 

the Clerk of Utah County, September 28, 1965. 

 

DOCUMENT 53 

 

Falsified birth certificate of Bertha Paula Vega, born according to this document June 7, 

1941. Record translated by Lyman De Platt for use in this compilation of documents. The 

purpose of this falsification was to hide both the age of my intended wife, and a child 

born out of wedlock, given to its father at age three (just prior to Berthaôs coming to the 

United States), and raised by him until 1982, when the father died, as will be shown in 

other documentation. This document was created five days before the marriage in the Salt 

Lake Temple. 

 

Republic of Peru, Municipal Council of Lima, Civil Registration, Section of Births, year 

1965. Entry Number 2,252. Today, September 25, 1965 was registered the birth of Bertha 

Paula Vega Lazo, which took place in this city on the 7th of June 1941, daughter of Julio 

Vega Zela and Rufina Lazo Acevedo. The present certificate was made in compliance 

with a judicial decree dated September 2, 1965 order by the 9th Judicial Civil District of 

Lima of first resort. Fernando Cochella (signed), Ellis Villena, secretary (signed). 

Registered in Volume 8, folio 2252 for the year 1965 in the Provincial Council of Lima. 

 

DOCUMENT 54 
 

Patriarchal blessing of Bruce Lyman Platt, blessing #63, given on February 13, 1983. 

Born September 28, 1968 at Columbus Air Force Base, Lowndes County, Mississippi, 

son of Lyman De Platt and Bertha Paula Vega. Patriarch: Floyd Leon Griffiths, Highland 

Utah Stake. 

 

Brother Bruce Lyman Platt, in the name of the Lord Jesus Christ and by the authority of 

the Holy Melchizedek Priesthood which I hold and as a patriarch in the Highland Utah 

Stake in The Chruch of Jesus Christ of Latter-day Saints, I lay my hands upon your head 

and give unto you a patriarchal blessing. 

 

Brother Bruce, in your premortal life, you lived in the presence of your Heavenly Father. 

You were a chosen vessel. You were diligent in keeping all of the commandments. And 

you were instrumental in fulfilling the purposes of your Heavenly Father. You thereby 



 68 

earned the right to come to this life of goodly parents and of a noble lineage. Brother 

Platt, you are a descendant of Joseph through his son, Ephraim. You brought with you a 

testimony of the Gospel of Jesus Christ, for you knew in that life that the Gospel was the 

only true plan of salvation and exaltation for your Heavenly Father's children. In this life 

you will again receive that witness, and it will be important to you. 

 

Brother Bruce, I bless you that your mind, your heart, and your soul will be receptive to 

guidance and direction from above, each day of your life. I bless you that the Holy Spirit, 

which gift you have received through the laying on of hands, will be your constant 

companion. Be faithful in keeping all of the commandments. Be diligent in your prayers, 

and in your study of the scriptures, that the Holy Ghost may give you impressions in your 

daily life, that you may receive the direction your Heavenly Father desires to give you 

and that you may be close to Him here. The testimony will come to you that Jesus Christ 

is your Lord and Savior. This testimony will grow within you and will become vibrant 

within you and will sustain you and give direction to your life during those times when 

you will need this support. 

 

I bless your mind that it will be receptive to all that is good, right and true. You have the 

gift of discernment. You may discern in your life those things which are good and 

valuable. Hold fast to them and reject that which is not of worth. I bless you that you may 

have understanding, that you may have wisdom, and that you may have many choice 

blessings from your Heavenly Father. You will have the good things of this land which 

will sustain your life, provide you with sustenance and help you to enjoy your life here, 

but more important, you will have those spiritual gifts which will sustain you and give 

you direction, which will give you insight into your life and your future. I promise you 

that if you will keep the commandments of the Lord, you will know where to walk and 

where to go. You will know what to avoid and what to keep out of your life. The Lord 

will give you this direction, and He will warn you of danger that might confront you. He 

will keep you from those things which might endanger your life or your spirit. I bless you 

that you may have the support of your parents continually in your life. Be diligent in 

following their instructions and counsel. Learn those things which are good and 

important. Don't waste your time with things that are not important, that are not of eternal 

value. The time is not long here upon the earth in which you are able to prepare for 

eternal life. Devote your time to those things which will edify you and strengthen your 

character. Study diligently and learn the good things which will enhance your life and 

bring value to it and will help you to support your family. Follow the footsteps of your 

father, for he will direct you and guide you in this. He has laid a foundation for you to 

build on. It will be a blessing to you if you will do this. You will have much joy and 

happiness in the work which Heavenly Father has ordained for you to accomplish in this 

life. The Lord has many responsibilities for you to fulfill, the accomplishment of which 

will bring much satisfaction and it will develop you into the person He would have you 

be. 

 

I promise you that you will have the opportunity to serve the Lord in the mission field. 

You will serve among those who need you, those who will be compatible with your 
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spirit. They will believe you. Many of Heavenly Father's children will come into the 

Church because of your labors, and you will be a blessing to them. You will perform a 

good labor among them. I also promise you that you will have the opportunity to enter 

into the temple of the Lord and there be sealed for time and for all eternity to a lovely 

woman who will be your eternal companion, who will bear your children. You will have 

much joy and happiness in this eternal union. It is this which will bring exaltation to your 

life. You will receive in the temple those endowments and gifts which will allow you to 

pass by the angels and enter back into the presence of the Lord. Live for this day, that you 

may receive these gifts from your Father. I promise you that you will have all which you 

will need to sustain you in this life, that you will be blessed with health and strength, that 

you will not have many days of ill health or sickness which would cause you problems 

and prevent you from completing your mission here. Again I admonish you to be diligent 

in your prayers that your Heavenly Father can be with you, and I promise you that you 

will come forth in the morning of the first resurrection crowned with immortality and 

eternal life and take your place in the kingdom of your Heavenly Father, where it has 

been ordained you should be. 

 

I bless you with power in the priesthood and with many gifts and blessings which will 

enhance your life and make your service in the Church valuable to your Heavenly Father. 

These things I pronounce upon you in the name of the Lord Jesus Christ, Amen. 

 

DOCUMENT 55 
 

Obituary of Edward Partridge Lyman, Blanding, Utah, Edward Partridge Lyman, 86,  

died October 18, 1972, in Provo at the home of a daughter, of cancer. Born October 11, 

1886, in Scipio, Millard County, to Platte DeAlton and Adelia Robison Lyman, he 

married Irene Perkins on February 12, 1913, in the Salt Lake LDS Temple. He was a 

retired farmer and mechanic from Blanding, where he lived most of his life. He was an 

LDS missionary to the West Iowa Conference, and in later life was a missionary among 

the Indians, together with his wife. He was an active member of the LDS Church, holding 

many ward and stake positions. 

 

Survivors: sons, daughters, Kay Perkins, Edward Robison, both Blanding; Mrs. Arthur R. 

(Rene) Morin, Richmond; Mrs. Gordon L. (Allie) Platt, Provo; 41 grandchildren; 27 

great-grandchildren; sister, brother, Caroline ?Dolly@ Bayles, Albert Robison Lyman, 

Blanding. 

 

Funeral, 2 p.m. Saturday, Blanding LDS Ward Chapel. Friends call at Blanding Mortuary 

7-9 p.m. Friday and one hour prior to services. Burial Blanding Cemetery. 

 

DOCUMENT 56 
 

March 5, 1924 Temple Recommend, void six months from date, This Certifies that 

Edward P. Lyman and wife are members of the Wasatch Ward, Granite Stake, of The 

Church of Jesus Christ of Latter-day Saints in full fellowship and as such are hereby 
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recommended to the Salt Lake Temple for Endowments for the Dead. M. O. Ashton, 

Bishop. 

 

DOCUMENT 57 

 

September 4, 1924, Young Men's Mutual Improvement Associations of The Church of 

Jesus Christ of Latter-day Saints, Life Membership Certificate. This Certifies that 

Edward P. Lyman of Blanding Ward, San Juan Stake, having paid the sum of Five 

Dollars into the Life Membership Fun, is hereby declared a Life Member of the Young 

Men's Mutual Improvement Associations of The Church of Jesus Christ of Latter-day 

Saints. In Testimony Whereof, we have hereunto set our hands at Salt Lake City, Utah 

this 4th day of September A.D., 1924. General Superintendency Y.M.M.I.A., by Moroni 

Snow, General Secretary. No. 2070. 

 

DOCUMENT 58 
 

February 3, 1926, Statement by Benjamin Perkins, dated at Hollywood, Calif. February 3, 

1926. It is my desire above all that my family be united and good to each other at all 

times. I have no pets, no favorites. Each child is as dear to me as the other. If any extra 

consideration is given to any it should be to Kate, Dan and Diel for assistance and service 

they have given to the family as a whole and not from partiality on my part. And such 

service should be repaid if finance would warrant. However, Aunt Sarah must be cared 

for first and anything I might have above meeting expenses must be used in this manner. 

Should there be any surplus then each child to share alike. 

 

It is my desire should I pass away to be buried in the planest of every thing and in the 

place that will lighten the expense, as expensive burials could be better used to help the 

poor. The resting place of the body has nothing to do with the Soul. And I will meet your 

mother and those gone before just the same whether I am buried in Hollywood, Cedar or 

Monticello, but whatever the majority of the family wants will be perfectly satifactory to 

me. 

 

It is my desire if in, anyway, any of my family get means through oil or otherwise that 

they do all they can to help and assist others less fortunate. 

 

Now this statement was made with the best of feeling to each and every child with a 

blessing for you all. Could I only live to see you all comfortably fixed and united I would 

feel my mission was well finished. How I long to help you all. Your loving father 

Benjamin Perkins. 

 

NOTE: The following four documents, numbered 59a, 59b, 59c, and 59d, are patriarchal 

blessings given to Edward Partridge Lyman between the years 1902 and 1921. It was not 

customary during this period of Church history to only receive one patriarchal blessing, 

nor was it necessarily the custom to receive four. The first three declare lineage. LDP. 
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DOCUMENT 59A  
 

Bluff, Utah, June 9th, 1902 A Patriarchal Blessing by L.C. Burnham on the head of 

Edward Partridge Lyman, son of Platte D. [Lyman] and Adelia Robison. Born October 

11, 1886, Scipio, Millard Co., Utah. Dear Edward, by virtue of the priesthood and office 

that I hold, I lay my hands upon your head and confer upon you a father's and a 

Patriarchal Blessing. You have been visited of the Lord and tasted of his goodness and 

his hand and loving kindness has been over you all the days of your life, and thru the 

blessings of the almighty your environments and associations have been such that you 

have been preserved from many of the corrupting influences that beset many of the youth 

of Zion. 

 

You have been sent here upon earth to perform a labor and duties that will resound to the 

glory of God and the good of your fellows. You shall be kept in the straight and narrow 

way in your youth and until you come to manhood and then be called to hold responsible 

positions in the midst of your brethren, for thou shalt yet be a leader of men. 

 

You shall enter the house of the Lord and there receive those blessings, sealings, 

covenants that will be for your present and future welfare. You shall labor in the house of 

the Lord for the redemption of departed friends and kindred and therefore become a 

savior upon Mt. Zion. And in as much as you are humble and obedient to your superiors 

you shall be filled with praise and thanksgiving to your Heavenly Father for his blessings 

and goodness unto you. Many of the gifts of the Holy Spirit shall be given you for thou 

shalt become a prophet, seer and revelator and have faith to behold and comprehend and 

see things that are not seen by the natural eye. The gifts of knowledge, wisdom, and 

understanding with every grace and gift which will qualify you to fill your Ministry in the 

kingdom of God shall be given you. 

 

Thou art a pure Israelite through the loins of Ephraim and therefore entitled to all the 

blessings of the most highly favored sons of our Heavenly Father.  

 

I seal upon you the blessings of life and health, strength and vigor with the bounties of 

the earth. All of these blessings are thine thru your faithfulness in the name of Jesus 

Christ, Amen. 

 

DOCUMENT 59B 
 

Bluff, Utah, March 8, 1909 A Patriarchal Blessing given by Kumen Jones upon the head 

of Edward Partridge Lyman. Born October 11, 1886, Scipio, Millard Co., Utah. 

 

My dear young brother Edward Partridge Lyman, by virtue of authority vested in me I 

have pleasure in laying my hands upon your head and giving you a patriarchal blessing. 

You have descended from the promised seed, even the seed of Ephraim and a rightful 

heir to all the blessings and promises that have been given to that favored seed, and the 

Lord is well pleased with you and has seen your integrity and your love for righteousness 
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and all that is pure. He is desirous of blessing you and placing responsibility upon you. 

And your name shall be held in honorable remembrance in the midst of the Saints of 

God. You shall fill responsible positions and it shall be your privilege to be a messenger 

of righteousness unto the children of men. 

 

And I seal and confirm upon your head all your former blessings and promises together 

with wisdom and ability to perform your duties even in a temporal way and you shall be 

blessed with the good and useful things of this life and shall have power to come forth in 

the morning of the [First] Resurrection to inherit thrones and principalities and reign with 

the righteous upon the earth under your noble father in the midst of the Saints of God 

throughout all Eternity. 

 

These blessings thru your faith and faithfulness I seal upon your head in the name of 

Jesus, Amen. 

 

DOCUMENT 59C 
 

Salt Lake City, Utah, May 30th, 1921. A blessing given by Richard S. Horne, Patriarch 

on the head of Edward Partridge Lyman, son of Platte D. Lyman and Adelia Robison, 

born in Scipio, Utah, October 11, 1886. 

 

Brother Edward Partridge Lyman: Many things which the Lord will require at thy hands 

will be made known to thee in ample time for thee to make preparations to accept them. 

Some things of an unusual character will be demanded of thee. Perfect confidence in the 

Lord, faith in his promises will give thee courage to assume any duty that may be placed 

upon thee. Some events that will take place in thy life will be of a peculiar nature. For at 

times there will be uncertainty in thy mind with regards to their purpose, but all things 

will be made entirely clear to thy mind and thou shalt learn that they are for thy special 

good. 

 

Thou wilt cheerfully face the stern realities of life and with a bold front thou wilt meet 

dangers that may threaten thy life. Thou wilt have no fear whatever regarding these 

matters. I promise thee that a providential hand will be stretched out just at the right time 

to snatch thee from evil. No power of evil will prevail against thee to thy serious hurt. 

 

Many very pleasant scenes will come into thy life to make it very enjoyable. Thy family 

will be one source of thy happiness in life. Thy days will be prolonged until the measure 

of thy life's mission shall be fully accomplished. No doubt will enter thy mind regarding 

the future. 

 

The Lord designs to meet out to thee suitable blessings for all the different conditions of 

life by which thou shalt be surrounded. Thou art further destined to fill a long mission 

upon the earth in the service of the Lord and for the blessing and good of thy fellowmen. 

Thou wilt gain the confidence of the servants of the Lord and be placed in honorable 

positions in the Priesthood. 
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Thou art of royal birth through the loins of Ephraim and thy worthy parents. 

 

I seal thee up to arise with the just and to receive the gift of eternal life, if thou wilt be 

faithful to thy covenants. As a Patriarch in Israel I seal this blessing upon thy head in the 

worthy name of Jesus Christ, Amen. 

 

DOCUMENT 59D 
 

Salt Lake City, Utah, October 8th, 1921. The Presiding Patriarch of The Church of Jesus 

Christ of Latter-day Saints, 47 East South Temple Street, Salt Lake City, Utah. A 

Blessing given by Hyrum G. Smith, Patriarch, upon the head of Edward Partridge 

Lyman, son of Platte DeAlton Lyman and Adelia (Robison) Lyman, born October 11th, 

1886, at Scipio, Millard County, Utah. 

 

Brother Edward P. Lyman: According to thy desire I place my hands upon thy head, and 

as the Spirit of the Lord shall direct me, give unto thee a blessing for thy comfort and 

benefit because of thy faithfulness. Be not discouraged, but look unto the Lord in 

humility and thy heart shall be comforted in the answers to thy prayers, for the Lord 

knoweth thy faith and thy desires; He has seen thy trials and thy efforts, and has accepted 

of thy devotion in His service. He has overlooked thy weaknesses and strengthened thee 

against them, and will continue to bless the labor of thy hands temporally as well as 

spiritually. 

 

And because of thy determination to serve the Lord and to keep His commandments thou 

shalt triumph in thy righteous desires. And thy name shall live in honorable remembrance 

in the midst of thy people. Thou shalt also be blessed with an influence and a power for 

good among thine associates; and need not be overcome, neither be put to shame by the 

enemies of thy mission or thy righteous purposes. 

 

Therefore, be humble; continue to be pure in thy conduct, and look upon the bright side 

of life, keeping thy trust in the Lord, holding sacred thy covenants and taking advantage 

of thy opportunities to serve the Lord. Thou shalt also through faithfulness in observing 

the laws of Nature be blessed with health and with strength and be made equal to the 

responsibilities required at thy hands both of a temporal and of a spiritual nature. And the 

Lord will comfort thee in the answers to thy prayers and prosper the labor of thy hands, 

and help thee to meet thy righteous obligations both unto the Lord and unto thy 

fellowmen. 

 

Therefore, be of good cheer; allow not the spirit of gloom, or doubt, or despondency to 

come into thy life, for these are tricks of the Adversary to cause barriers to be placed in 

thy pathway and thy usefulness cut short. And so long as thou wilt honor the Holy 

Priesthood which has been given thee and magnify the duties therein God will magnify 

thee and give thee power over thine enemies, the seen as well as the unseen. Go forth, 

therefore, with a determined mind and a humble heart, acknowledging the hand of the 

Lord in thy blessings and He will not forget nor forsake thee. 
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I seal this blessing upon thy head through thy faithfulness. And I seal thee up to come 

forth in the Resurrection of the Just with thy kindred and many friends, by virtue of the 

Holy Priesthood and in the name of Jesus Christ, Amen. Approved: Hyrum G. Smith. 

 

DOCUMENT 60A  
 

A Patriarchal Blessing on the head of Irene Perkins daughter of Benjamin and Sarah 

Perkins; born March 11, 1895. Given by Wayne H. Redd December 18, 1916. 

 

Sister Irene at thy request I a Patriarch in Israel lay my hands upon thy head and bless 

thee. Thou art of the house of Jacob thru the loins of Ephraim. Thou hast been born under 

the new and everlasting covenant and have inherited the faith of thy parents. Thy spirit 

was reserved in heaven to come forth in this the dispensation of the fulness of times to 

take part in this great Latter-Day work. 

 

Thou hast a bright intellect. Thou shalt be apt in teaching the principles of the Gospel. 

Thou shalt have influence among your sisters to lead them in the ways of truth and 

righteousness. Thy days shall be many upon the land which the Lord Thy God giveth 

thee. Thy table shall be spread with the bounties of life. Thou shalt have many friends. 

Thy mind shall never be darkened but shall retain the faculties of thy mind and intellect 

as long as thou shalt live in mortality. Thou shalt be blessed with offspring and thou shalt 

have great pleasure in teaching and training them; therefore, dear sister I say be prayerful 

and humble. Seek the Lord in thy youth and thou shalt enjoy the spirit of the Lord in rich 

abundance and thou shalt come forth in the morning of the first resurrection clothed with 

glory, immortality and crowns, eternal lives. I seal these blessings upon you through your 

faithfulness in the name of Jesus Christ, Amen. 

 

DOCUMENT 60B 
 

Salt Lake City, Utah, May 24th, 1921, A blessing, given by Richard S. Horne, Patriarch, 

on the head of Irene Perkins Lyman, daughter of Benjamin Perkins and Sarah Williams, 

born in Bluff, Utah, March 11th, 1895. 

 

Sister Irene Perkins Lyman: Many years lie before thee and a variety of labors and many 

duties will be required at thy hands as years come and go. 

 

Thy motherhood does thee honor and will be continued until thou shalt be the mother of a 

very honorable family. Thy judgment will increase with coming years, and the 

experiences which thou wilt have will prepare thee to assume further cares beyond those 

of home. Thou wilt be capable of leading out along certain lines of work for which thou 

shalt be well adapted. 

 

Thou wilt have one lesson in particular to learn and that lesson will be to guard against 

haste. Think well, Sister Lyman, and pray often, before taking any very important step in 
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life. The Lord will give thee His Spirit to help thee and to put a check upon thy 

movements in times of excitement. 

 

Thou hast a good heart and the Lord knows it. He will overlook many mistakes and 

inspire thee, so that thou shalt learn lessons from those mistakes. Thou shalt not 

knowingly commit any grievous wrong. Thou wilt be ready and willing to make right 

wherein thou hast wronged any of thy friends. Thou wilt lead an active life - be quick and 

ready in the discharge of duties and never be a lagger. 

 

When thou shalt know a thing thou wilt very cheerfully... [missing] 

 

Strict obedience to the commandments of the Lord will insure to thee His favor and 

blessings. 

 

Thy children will be a joy to thee forever. 

 

Thou wilt live to the coming of the Lord and see wonderful things in the heavens and 

upon the earth. 

 

With the blood of Ephraim in thy veins thou art entitled to every blessing belonging to 

thee. 

 

Thou art destined to spend a long, useful life here and to receive eternal life in the great 

beyond, if thou wilt be faithful forever. 

 

Thou wilt be the happy recipient of all the promises made to thee in this blessing. 

 

Now, as a Patriarch in Israel, I seal this blessing upon thy head, in the name of Jesus 

Christ, Amen. Richard S. Horne, Patriarch. 

 

DOCUMENT 61 United States Air Force packet of Lyman D. Platt, including intent to 

marry request, special orders, schooling requests and results, AF Form 7, DD Form 214, 

DD Form 398, award papers, performance appraisals, newspaper clippings, medical 

reports, Air Force Reserve status, Veterans Administration benefit papers, and letters. 

These will be individually referenced in my personal history. 

 

DOCUMENT 62 Wedding Reception Announcement. Darlene Miller and Gordon Platt 

invite you to join them in celebrating the beginning of their new life together at an open 

house on Friday, the twenty-seventh day of May Nineteen hundred and eighty-three 7:30 

to 10:00 p.m. Edgemont South Stake Center, 350 East 2950 North, Provo, Utah. Married 

in Provo LDS Temple [for time]. 

 

DOCUMENT 63 Original passport of Lyman De Platt, Box #6, Canyon Motel, 

Springdale, Utah. Bearer's Foreign Address: Andes Mission, Casilla de Correo 4759, 

Lima, Perú. In case of death or accident notify: Allie Lyman Platt, Box #6, Springdale, 
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Utah. Passport number: C353693. Lyman De Platt, born June 10, 1943, Utah, U.S.A., 

height 6 feet 2 inches, hair brown, eyes brown, issue date June 9, 1962. Signed Lyman 

De Platt. Photograph. August 23, 1962, Consulado General del Perú, Miami, Florida. 

Fernando Rodríguez Pastor, Consul General del Perú. August 29, 1962 arrival Lima-

Callao. 

 

Visa September 24, 1971, Venezuela, for Lyman De Platt, married, American, Student, 

age 28, male, born Utah USA, residence Provo, Utah USA. Photograph. 

 

Visa September 24, 1971, Colombia, for Lyman De Platt, married, American, Student, 

age 28, male, born Utah USA, residence 410 North 900 West, Provo, Utah USA. 

Arriving from Quito, Ecuador. Entering at Cali, Colombia. Photograph. 

 

Visa December 2, 1972, Mexico, for Lyman De Platt, married, American, Student, age 

29, male, born Utah USA, residence 410 North 900 West, Provo, Utah USA. 

 

DOCUMENT 64 Teacher Development Certificate awarded to Lyman Platt for having 

satisfactorily completed the Teacher Development Basic Course of The Church of Jesus 

Christ of Latter-day Saints. Signed Arturo De Hoyos, Branch President; Kenneth R. Lose, 

Teacher Development Director, Spanish-American Branch, Utah Stake, August 29, 1971. 

 

DOCUMENT 65 Brigham Young University, August 2-6, 1971. This certificate is 

awarded to Lyman De Platt as evidence of satisfactory attendance at the Six Annual 

Priesthood Genealogical Research Seminar. Signed Theodore M. Burton, President, 

Genealogical Society; Dallin H. Oaks, President, BYU; Paul F. Royall, General 

Secretary, Genealogical Society; and Ernest C. Jeppsen, Dean, College of Industrial and 

Technical Education. 

 

DOCUMENT 66 In Memory of Agnes Anderson Lyman. Funeral service for Agnes 

Anderson Lyman, held 2:00 p.m. July 3, 1945 in the Delta Second Ward Chapel, Services 

were conducted by Bishop Warren Henderson, Burial was in the Delta City Cemetery, 

exact location being Lot 23, Block 2. Agnes Eleanor Anderson Lyman, daughter of Peter 

Anderson and Martha Ann Lovell, born at Oak City, Millard County, Utah October 6, 

1883, baptized September 3, 1892, married to Edward Leo Lyman, Jr., April 8, 1903 by 

John R. Winder in the Salt Lake Temple, died June 30, 1945, Delta, Utah. Her children: 

1) Royal Leo Lyman (premature baby) born December 20, 1903, died January 10, 1904; 

2) Eleanor Lyman Skidmore, born November 30, 1904; 3) Edward Anderson Lyman 

(blue baby) born October 27, 1907, died November 1, 1907; Mary Lyman Henrie, born 

November 7, 1911; 5) Edwin Anderson Lyman, born September 28, 1914; 6) Frank 

Anderson Lyman, born December 24, 1918; 7) Melvin Anderson Lyman, born December 

18, 1921; Ann (stillborn), born February 8, 1925. 

 

Sketch of the Life of Agnes Eleanor Anderson Lyman. Agnes Eleanor Anderson was 

born October 6, 1883 at Oak City, Millard County, Utah. She was the child of Peter 

Anderson, who came to Utah with his parents from Denmark, and Martha Ann Lovell, 
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whose parents came from England to Canada where they joined the Church of Jesus 

Christ of Latter-day Saints and then migrated to Utah.... [23 pages long, contains little 

additional genealogical information, but a very nice eulogy to her life by close friends 

and relatives]. 

 

DOCUMENT 67 Journal of Platte DeAlton Lyman, December 1879 to 1894 (carbon 

copy). See Platt Family Records Center, Diaries & Journals, Series 5 [Volume yet to be 

decided]. 

 

DOCUMENT 68 Certificate of Blessing. This certifies that Lyman Dee Platt, born June 

10, 1982 at American Fork, Utah County, Utah, son of Lyman De Platt and Bertha Paula 

Vega was blessed July 4, 1982 by Lyman De Platt, whose priesthood office is High Priest 

in The Church of Jesus Christ of Latter-day Saints. Highland 4th Ward, Highland Utah 

Stake. Signed Raymond C. Adams, clerk; Cecil D. Hill, bishop. 

 

DOCUMENT 69 History of Platte DeAlton Lyman and Adelia Robison by Albert 

Robison Lyman. See PFRC, Histories, Series 4 for computerized copy of this document. 

See also Document 580. [Not yet published, 2008]. 

 

DOCUMENT 70 An Autobiography written by Irene Perkins Lyman about 1964. See 

PFRC, Histories, Series 4 for computerized copy of this document. [Not yet published, 

2008.] 

 

DOCUMENT 71 My Velvet Mission written by Casse Lyman Monson, Apia, Upolu, 

Western Samoa, April 25, 1961. See PFRC, Family Histories Series 4 for computerized 

copy of this document. 

 

DOCUMENT 72 Spiritual Experiences of Sarah Williams Perkins, by Gladys Perkins 

Lyman. 

 

As far back in my life as I can remember, Mother, Sarah Williams Perkins, seemed to be 

very much in tune with the infinite, and had many spiritual manifestations. I recall that in 

the early spring of 1899, as we were preparing for our morning prayer, Mother said ?We 

will get bad news today.@ That was before the time of the telephone in San Juan, and the 

mail was brought in on horseback. That day's mail brought the news of the death of Mary 

Davies Williams, my Mother's mother. 

 

When the Decker family got diptheria and the whole town was in great anxiety for them, 

as Mother arose one morning she said ?One of the Decker family passed away last night. 

We will hear about it as soon as people are up and stirring about.@ In the night a small 

child had succumbed to the dread disease. She told us of other deaths and disasters that 

had befallen people, before any news of the events could reach us by mortal means. 

 

I recall when Irene and Ione were very young they had scarlet fever along with the rest of 

the family. Complications set in and they seemed to be at death's door. A doctor from 
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Colorado came to Bluff and pronounced the verdict that unless they were placed in a 

hospital very soon, they would die. Mother knew it was impossible to get them to a 

hospital, and she told the family that The Father in Heaven would hear our prayers, and 

they would live. They did live; both grew up, married and had good-sized families. 

 

After Leonard and Ada had been called to the other sphere, Mother had their four little 

children to care for. She said many times Leonard would come to her home and stand in 

the doorway of the kitchen in the hallway. He would never speak but would smile at her, 

and she wondered at his purpose, but he never made it known. 

 

It was October 24, 1938. I had been to the temple to be sealed to Michael Philip Tomney. 

Returning to my Mother's apartment at 37 North West Temple Street, I found her 

weeping. Dropping to my knees by her bedside I exclaimed, ?Oh Mother, you are worse. 

I should never have left you.@ She quieted my fears with these words, ?No, I am not 

worse, but have had a most remarkable experience. Bring a chair and sit here while I tell 

you about it.@ As I sat there this is what she told me. ?After you left me I lay here 

thinking of you, and in my mind going with you through the Temple. Then somehow 

before me I seemed to be looking at a most forbidding scene. It was a dark and dismal 

forest, divided by a roadway running through it. On one side I could see Philip, stumbling 

along, and going here and there, and I realized he was trying to find the road. My heart 

went out to him and I wondered where you were. As I searched for you I could see you 

on the other side groping your way toward the road. I look at the dismal scene praying 

that you would both find the road, and each other. And as I watched and prayed, you did 

find it, and then hand in hand you started up the road. But it was still dark and gruesome, 

rough and uninviting. As you trudged along I could see the road was becoming smoother 

and the darkness began to dispel. My anxiety left me; the road was becoming white and 

enticing. And as I gazed I beheld in the distance, a beautiful white mansion, with steps 

leading up to it. I felt the beauty of it, white and magnificant, and watched you still hand 

in hand climb the stairs, and then the door opened wide, and I awakened with a start. That 

is why I am weeping, weeping for joy.@ 

 

I am sure this is not exactly as Mother told it, but it is the essence of what she said and as 

nearly the same as I can recall it. Philip and I had gone to Salt Lake for two reasons; to 

get medical held for him, then to be married in the temple. We had our recommends with 

us. But he did not find help and on September seventh he passed away. The Church 

authorities had given me the privilege of having the temple work done right away. 

Mother was anxious to go to the temple with me and I very much wanted her to be with 

me. But she took sick and she insisted that I didn't wait for her. A lady in the same 

apartment cared for her while I was away. 

 

During another seige of sickness I left Mother in the care of the lady in the apartment 

house, while I was away on an errand. Mother kept the Book of Mormon by her bedside 

and would read it whenever she felt able. She loved it but said it was hard for her to 

comprehend. She would read and pray about it asking for power to understand. When I 

returned from my errand I again found her weeping. She said she had been reading but 
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laid the book down to consider what she had read. Then she said ?as I lay there 

pondering the things I had been reading, I looked at the wall at the foot of my bed. There 

in large bold type was the page I had just read and beside it another page with the 

meaning clear and plain. One page followed another, and I kept thinking I must write this 

down so the girls can see it. And then it was gone and I had written nothing. And I can't 

recall it now.@ I said ?but you saw it Mother and you understood it.@ ?Yes, I saw it. It 

was clear and plain and I know it was true,@ she replied. Then I told her not to grieve, 

that the Lord had shown it to her for her comfort and cheer, and that when the rest of us 

were ready to receive it the Lord could make it known to us if it were for our good. 

 

Time passed, I married Albert Robison Lyman. We lived on 3rd North and Center Street. 

Mother and Elaine still lived on West Temple. For some reason, Mother had not 

approved our marriage. It was Thanksgiving time. I prepared dinner and had asked 

Mother, Elaine, Minerva and girls up to eat with us and I wondered if Mother would 

come. She still was not happy over our marriage. I was thrilled when Elaine and Minerva 

arrived with Mother. I stood at the door to greet them. Mother hesitated as she stepped in 

the door. Then I took her arm and said, ?come sit by the fire in this easy chair Mother.@ 

One the wall above the chair was a large picture of Albert, Lell and their children. Mother 

stood by the chair looking up earnestly at the picture for some time. Then she sat and 

began to sob. When she had gained control of her emotions somewhat, she said, ?Oh 

forgive me! I don't know why I have acted as I have. As I stepped inside your door, Lell 

was at my side, she walked with me to the chair. And as I stood looking at that picture of 

her, I saw her lips move and heard her say, <everything is alright Mother. Just look at 

Gladys. She is like a queen on her throne,= and then she was gone.@ 

 

We had a delightful visit with all estrangement banished. 

 

Another time Mother was very ill and we had taken her to the L.D.S. Hospital, but she 

was very unhappy there and perhaps because of that was not doing well. It was decided 

that we would take her to our home and I would care for her. One morning as I entered 

her room she said, ?Come look at this beautiful sky. That is the color of Lehi's robe.@ 

?What do you mean? What do you know of Lehi's robe?@ I asked. She said: ?Didn't I tell 

you I saw him? Just when or how it was I cannot tell. But some time ago I was thinking 

of my Father and wondering about him in the Spirit World. All at once before my eyes 

was the Tree of Life. In the tree stood Lehi. Next to his body was the whitest, softest 

looking robe, and over that was a robe the color of that sky. At the foot of the tree stood 

my Father and Mother and Albert's Father and Mother partaking of the fruit of the tree. 

And my heart was comforted, for I knew that my father had accepted the gospel.@ 

 

Mother's sight had almost failed, and the doctors said her eyes both had cataracts that had 

to be removed. She was terribly worried, fearing she would not be able to hold her head 

and eyes still while they operated. Sade and I were with her in the hospital. When she 

regained consciousness, I was at the foot of the bed, Sade standing by her side. Mother 

asked, ?who are those people just leaving the room?@ Sade replied, ?there is no one here 

but Gladys and me.@ Mother's answer was that there were three just going through the 
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door, and she added, ?they have been with me all during the operation. One of them 

walked by my side as they wheeled me to the operating room, and told me not fear, that I 

would be alright. As they operated I felt like hands were on my head in gentle tenderness 

and I had no inclination to move my head or my eyes.@ 

 

One time when Mother and I were going through the temple, we were in the Garden 

Room, and Mother seemed to be completely enthralled. I wondered just why. Then she 

turned to me and whispered ?can you see her?@ I asked who she meant. The answer was 

?Eve.@ I nodded, but said, ?Oh, I mean the real Eve. She is so beautiful.@ But she 

whispered no more. When we were through with the session she told me that Eve, the 

Mother of all, had been in the room all the while we were there and seemed to be almost 

hovering over the proxy, as if to protect and help her, and it had been a most holy 

experience. How I wished I might have shared it, but I had seen only the scene open to all 

who enter there. 

 

Once when I was a small girl I sat rocking in my little rocking chair while Mother was at 

the kitchen table mixing bread. As she mixed she sang. All at once I was struck with the 

pathos of her voice and song. I looked up at her face to see the tears rolling down her 

cheeks as she sang with deep emotion: 

 

ñOur life as a dream, our time as a stream, glides swiftly away, and the fugitive moment 

refuses to stay. The arrow is flown, the moments are gone, the millennial year presses on 

to our view, and eternity's here.ò 

 

That sacred moment has long since flown, but etched deeply on my heart and mind is the 

picture of my mother and the words of her song as she rendered that prayer to God: ?For 

the song of the righteous is a Prayer unto me.@ 

 

?To be spiritually minded is life eternal, to be carnally minded is death.@ 

 

My Mother was spiritually minded.! 

 

DOCUMENT 73 

 

Exerpt from the life history of Minnie Westover Paxman, who was the daughter of 

Charles Westover and Eliza Ann Hoover, the latter being one of the seven original 

families who settled Pinto. ?Gordon, give Lyman one of these and Denzil a copy.@ 

 

Page 4, If my memory serves me right I would like to relate one little instance that 

happened in the family. When Pinto was first settled they lived under the United Order, a 

plan where all families shared, and shared alike, with any income or goods made. For 

instance, Grandmother Westover made huge round cheeses, others would provide 

different necessities. One older sister, I think [it] was probably Aunt Harriet, taught 

school in the little one-room school house. She saw her small brothers and sisters 

practically barefoot - so one month when she received her pay, she made up her mind to 
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?cheat@ a tiny bit. Without consulting anyone she used part of her money to buy a new 

pair of shoes for each younger brother and sister. I don't know the ending, but it must 

have had one. 

 

Try to remember - and I do remember another story often told by Minnie to her children, 

many, many years ago. And it was a great many years before the telling, when the cloud-

busting storm started the whole thing. 

 

I think Minnie was probably about five years old; she and her mother were home alone 

one cloudy, windy afternoon. The clouds and wind had really come up quite suddenly. 

They watched as the ominous blue-black clouds grew thicker and blacker, lightning 

flashed, thunder growled, crashed, and popped almost continuously as the terrific wind 

roared around the house. Suddenly the rain came in torrents, raging violently, beating 

against the house, as the wind whipped the trees in all directions. They called it a cloud 

burst, as it was, a frightful, turbulent one, with a force and violence from which it seemed 

no one could escape. 

 

How many of you can remember listening to the sound of a distant flood of rain as the 

rain poured down? We, as children, always waited for the rain to stop, listen for the 

tumbling roar of flood water, then getting our mother's consent, ran to the Mill Creek to 

see the muddy, frothy water come by. What a thrill if we arrived before the flood and saw 

the first great wall of water down below us in the creek, and we safe on the high bank 

above. Golden, Lula, Lynn, and I all did this, as I am sure the older brothers and sisters 

did also. Especially were we thrilled when our mother and father went with us. 

 

Many years earlier than this mother and grandmother Westover heard the flood approach, 

and could see the menacing torrent as it swept over the creek's banks, and down the little 

valley crashing and roaring toward their houses, then spreading to both sides, growing 

deeper each minute. It reached the windows; then to Grandma's horror and dismay, she 

saw small riverlets coming under the door. She grabbed Minnie and held her in her arms. 

Suddenly she placed her on the table as it seemed the safest place for her. The water 

became deeper and deeper, causing the table to float around the room before it became 

lodged against the opposite wall. Grandma looked out the window in desperation, and 

with a prayer in her heart, she saw a young man swimming, wading, falling, clinging to 

fallen trees and fences, making his way toward the house. Grandma knew their only 

safety was to go with him as the thick, liquid mud was gradually filling the house. This 

man's name was Joe Platt, a neighbor and friend. Quietly he picked Minnie up, holding 

her tightly in one arm, and using the other arm to help steady Grandma as they made their 

way in the swift water. One time he stumbled and fell, and to the horror of those 

watching, all three disappeared beneath the muddy, murky water. Then up came Joe still 

holding Minnie and her mother - slowly they made their way to a wagon which had 

become lodged between two trees. Here they waited for the rain to stop and for the 

menacing torrent which roared around them to go down. Not until later did they learn that 

the cause of Joe's fall was when he stepped on an axe which had become embedded in the 
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mud and debris, leaving just the sharp edge sticking up. His foot had been cut very 

severely, but he never waivered, carring them to the safety of the wagon. 

 

The big flood was disastrous to many people, to Grandpa and Grandma it was well nigh 

ruinous. It was this flood that practically destroyed Grandpa Westover's farm, leaving a 

great deep gully through the rich land, as well as causing them to lose their animals - 

horses, cows, pigs, chickens, and even the several pretty tame ducks that swam in the 

creek. Herbert Knell told me his father, Charles Knell, saved one of the horses. Charles 

Knell married mother's sister Maria who was eleven years older than she. I think mother 

and Aunt Maria must have been very close. I always felt as if I knew her so well, and 

consequently was amazed when I realized that Aunt Maria had died in 1900 - five years 

before I was born. Had I stopped to think I really would have known this because Uncle 

Charlie Knell, her husband, had remarried before I was born. I am sure that in my 

younger years I must have confused Aunt Hilda with her - Aunt Hilda, who Uncle 

Charlie Knell married a few years after Aunt Maria's death, was such a friendly, 

delightful person. I will always remember the lovely tiny sweaters and caps she knitted 

for mine and Lula's dolls, our favorite colors, and how we treasured them. 

 

Just how long after the flood it was before Grandpa and Grandma Westover left Pinto and 

moved to Washington, I don't know. I have heard my mother tell of still being in Pinto 

when the soldiers marched through there with John D. Lee - how she and other children 

watched as they walked him through town, over the hill, and on toward Mountain 

Meadows, following the trail of the ill-fated group which had passed this way some 

twenty years earlier. It was in 1877 when John D. Lee was taken over the same route, and 

was executed at the sight of the massacre. 

 

It was earlier this summer that Maria married Charles Knell on March 15, 1877, so I am 

sure she never moved to Washington, but she and Charlie continued to live in Pinto, 

where they had their family. Maria just lived until the 6th of June, 1900. She was only 

forty-one years old. 

 

At this point I would like to digress for a time to relate a short story written by her 

daughter, Theresaé. 

 

This letter was printed in the May 15th, 1900 issue of the Juvenile Instructor, Salt Lake 

City, Utah. 

 

DOCUMENT 74 

 

Albert Robison Lyman. Three Women. Blanding, Utah: private publication, 1967. 

 

As I view in perspective the outstanding features and events of my extended period of 

years, I am admonished that many phrases of it were not given for me only, but they were 

given to me to preserve and demonstrate for the good of my children in particular, and for 

the good of others in general. I had to go through them, to really feel them, and know 
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their sweetness or their bitterness that I might convey to others the elements of truth 

which they taught. By this, my loved ones and friends could avoid much bitterness and 

find more sweet and profitable ways of living than they would run into by trial and error. 

 

This is a story which I hope my children will tell to their children, and they to their 

children in future generations. We are already a multitude to which there will be no end, 

and the cumulus of our experience should enable future generations to grow up without 

sin unto salvation. 

 

I have entitled this story Three Women, but it could with equal propriety be called Six 

Women or Twelve or More Women, who are the strong links in the chain by which my 

fortunes have been brought to everything in them which is decidedly good. In popular 

and in sacred literature, the word man, means man and woman, of course. By the same 

token, when I speak of women, it cannot be women without men. 

 

I might begin with my two grandmothers who, by their heroic and freewill efforts, 

contributed very much to it. But the first of the three women with whom I am dealing her 

in particular, is my mother [Adelia Robison Lyman]. Of her many virtues, matched of 

course, by corresponding virtues in my father, there is one which I appreciate now, which 

I never could fully appreciate until I became responsible for a home of my own, and saw 

my family, and other families grow up and set forth on their own. 

 

There was with my father and mother, as there is with all young people when they marry, 

a period calling for necessary adjustments. It is seldom that two souls are so nearly 

attuned to the same key, that they do not have to give and take and accommodate one to 

the other, in order to live in the kind of harmony, which is indispensible to their 

happiness and success. Sometimes the first flush of their love has momentum to carry 

with undiminished joy through this period. In many other cases, however, it calls for 

thoughtfulness, wisdom and sacrifice which one or the other, or both of them, refuse to 

make, and in the voyage on which they have set forth with high hopes, their ship runs 

into reefs and breakers, and is wrecked. 

 

This amounts to treason one to the other, and more than treason to their children. 

Whether they stay together and endure each other, and carry on a cold war to the end, or 

whether they separate, it is a tragedy more damning in the end than they can know till the 

end comes. 

 

My father and mother had been taught the revealed gospel from their infancy, but the 

Lymans and the Robisons were different in many ways. My father and mother were 

genuinely in love, but when it came to uniting as one, and setting up a unity of action in 

their home and their activities, they had to find a common ground on which they could 

move in harmony together. This was not for their own sakes only, and not for just the few 

fleeting years through which they would journey on earth together, but for the sake of the 

eternal goal which they had set forth to gain. The nature and the imperative winning of 

that goal is the chief thing which I hope to make clear in this story. 



 84 

Their difference did not grow out of any quarrel, but from the discovery on more close 

acquaintance, that their fixed ways were not synchronized to articulate smoothly enough 

to carry on. They had to adjust; their eternal life depended on the completeness of that 

adjustment. This was their great test of the ages. They had had their marriage bond 

solemnized and sealed by the highest authority on earth, and it was no child's play, they 

had reached the age of accountability, and had to meet the demands of the occasion. To 

fail of it in the time appointed for it, would result in evils from which they would never 

fully recover. 

 

If they didn't have faith and purpose and love to make the mutual compromises essential 

to their immortal purpose, then they had failed of that purpose, and at the same time, 

failed of their bid for celestial glory. The wonderful joy of their mutual love might seem 

to have sprung up spontaneously, but fine as it was, it was not a thing to carry on 

automatically, any more than fine flowers and fine plants can mature to their fullness 

without care. 

 

If they couldn't adjust and live in love and harmony through these fleeting years on earth, 

where their great test had been appointed, then they couldn't go together into the celestial 

kingdom. And neither one of them could go there alone, to be more than servants to those 

who had met the requirements of exaltation. 

 

I wondered, as a young man, why my mother should tell me about the serious difficulties 

she and my father had had to overcome. The barriers which had to be overcome to 

achieve the lofty goal for which they had proposed to unite their fortunes for all eternity. 

These barriers had to be surmounted, or they could not go on together. I shudder to think 

of what would have been their fortune and mine if they had parted. 

 

She told me of what she had to endure, and of the heroic efforts and sacrifices my father 

made, to preserve the love and confidence in their home. He came in great humility many 

times to her and he confirmed and re-established a greater and more holy love than they 

had known at first. In the trying situations through which they had to go on the wild 

frontier, each one compensated to and sustained the other, making it a wondrous romance 

even to the end. In the nine years she had to wait after he was gone, her consoling 

assurance was of entering with him into their exaltation. 

 

I grew up in the holy atmosphere of their love, and it sanctified all the saving principles 

they taught me by their stories and their songs, and above all by their example. 

 

The second one of the three women was Lell Perkins [Mary Ellen Perkins]. I loved her 

with the all-prevailing ardor of youth, and took for granted that our devotion, each to the 

other, was a kind of heaven-born impulse which would find its own sweet orbit without 

our making any kind of special preparation, or considering any conventional ethics. I 

thought, that is, if I was sufficiently aware to do any constructive thinking, that she was a 

kind of holy satellite coming to revolve around me, to move in time with my fixed 

revolutions, and think along the lines which I might choose to follow. 
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It never once entered my mind that as my mother had trained me in her home up to this 

time in my life that now, Lell Perkins, just a girl younger than I, and with less education 

and experience than I had, was to train me for a longer period of time, and impress me 

with some vital principles which I never would have learned at home. I was well-satisfied 

with my imperial self, and would have scorned the idea of being made over by my wife. 

 

I expected to teach her; I did teach her, for I found her teachable and quick to learn, but I 

had my chosen opinions about things in general and things in particular, and I wasn't 

inclined to argue, I wanted simply to tell what I wanted, or what I believed, and that was 

that. Once when I had made an imperial decision about what we were going to do, and 

was proceeding with it as if it were of course our decision, I saw tears in her eyes. 

 

Something stopped me dead still in my tracks. A sense of sorrow and shame and love 

unlike anything I had known before moved me to the very heart, I realized all at once 

how much she was to me, and how desolate I would be without her. I took account of 

what I had gained and the satisfaction I thought I was getting out of having my own way 

in everything. I recalled some of her proposals which I had brushed aside, and they 

looked quite sane and bearable; some of them looked even preferable to what I had 

ordered. 

 

I got a quick and condeming vision of the hardships and inconveniences she had suffered 

in coming, for the sake of my company in camp with me where I had to be in the care of 

my cattle. I made very humble acknowledgements, which she freely and fully accepted, 

and everything was very lovely for a little while. But I was not to be reformed in a day, 

nor in a month, nor in a year. I remember with much discomfort some of the things I left 

her to do and to suffer, for which I deserved to be kicked with a hob-nail shoe. 

 

We progressed from my camp in a tepee under the pine tree, to a rude dwelling on the 

wild frontier. Life was strenuous, with difficulty and danger. Stern necessities drove us 

on, and had us dodging and scheming every day. I was a stake officer in the San Juan 

Stake, which was a hundred and fifty miles long. Nor was that the only thing that called 

me away at infrequent intervals from her and the babies. I figured that if I could get by 

with what I thought I must do, she could of course take up the slack. I knew it was 

working great hardships on her, but it was working hardships on me too, and I was 

responsible in a big way for all I could carry. I knew she was not enjoying it, that our 

attitude was not quite the same as when we had had that reconciliation at the camp. I 

feared that we were not drawing together, possibly we were drawing apart; it worried me. 

I didn't think it was due to my meanness and selfishness, but it was just that, and it 

remained for me to be jarried sternly awake to the true inwardness of the complicated 

situation. 

 

Once when I reached home from a rather extended trip, she greeted me with the usual 

warmth, but was in no hurry to tell about how things had gone or failed to go, while I was 

away. She left me to discover how matters stood, what had had to be done, and how well 

she had done it. When I asked how in the world she had ever done it, for it was a rather 
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superhuman accomplishment, she began calmly to tell me, for she had splendid control of 

her feelings, but as the account progressed, her tears had to be a part of it. It had been a 

heartbreaking situation, and she declared frankly and courageously, ?If I had had a 

chance to go, I would have taken the children and gone back to mother.@ 

 

I was shocked. ?O thank the Lord you didn't go!@ I hurried to say, coming clear down to 

earth, and mingling my tears with hers. What was I trying to do, anyway? What was the 

greatest value I was trying to preserve? What in all the world was more precious to me 

than Lell and the children? What would it profit me though I gained the whole world and 

lost my wife and children? What would I not give in exchange for them? I saw them as 

the most precious gift the Lord had entrusted to me. But ?what doth it profit a man if a 

gift be bestowed upon him and he receive not the gift?@ 

 

The climate changed in our humble dwelling, with its goods-box seats, and its improvised 

tables and shelves. We began enjoying something better than is often to be found in the 

palatial homes of the rich. We conferred freely together in all our operations. We prayed 

together, we sang together, we taught our little folks the gospel and blessed them with the 

harmony of our love. We taught them to sing ?Love at Home,@ and we made it one of 

the delightful features of what might be considered a poor place to live. 

 

When we worked together and proceeded by common consent in all our affairs, they 

moved more smoothly, and we did with ease what had brought trouble to us before. Our 

home was our heaven, our assurance of eternal life. The building-up and amplifying of 

the wondrous new charm we had found in our home and the respecting and cherishing of 

each other became the shaping factor in all our business. 

 

We saw people with more money than we had, and better houses than ours, but they had 

no such home as ours. The wife was telling her neighbors how her husband opposed and 

neglected her, and he spoke of his wife as a fussy old spendthrift, more concerned for her 

dresses than for the well-being of the home and the children. Their children quarreled 

with them and with each other, and they had a cold war going full blast. 

 

In some cases the cold war got hot, and they parted in a huff, with the devil to pay in the 

years that followed. They had failed in the great test of their integrity; they had done 

something which could not be undone, and in some cases a thing which could never be 

fully righted in the eternities to come. And even when they stayed together, and endured 

each other to the bitter end, they had missed the sweetest and richest experience to be had 

in the world, and they had sent their children away with the deadly poison of it in their 

system, to polute the stream of generations for years to come. And all this dated from the 

fact that two people failed to confer together and act in harmony, but each one acted for 

themself like a team of balky horses. 

 

When Lell and I had reason to believe that she could not be with us much longer, we 

talked it over carefully, and did all we could to prolong her time with us. She had to be in 

a lower climate, and I had to stay on my job. It intensified our love and our mutual 
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understanding; I wrote her every day a letter or a card. I spent some time with her before 

she died, and she told me frankly what she thought I should do when she was gone. With 

all my respect for her judgment, and my love for her, I couldn't see the propriety of what 

she suggested. She didn't look for a promise, and I didn't mar the sacredness of our 

parting by failing to make it. All the same her judgment was still perfect, even in the 

shadow of death, as I was to prove to my complete satisfaction. 

 

As it filtrated into my awareness that Lell was gone, I had a depressing sense of lonliness 

and helplessness in contemplating my family without a mother. In the thirty-seven years 

since our marriage, I had grown to depend on her as on my right arm. I had five 

adolescent daughters who needed a mother more than anything else in the world. Under 

the pressure of this new situation, I got to thinking about Lell's last suggestion that I 

should marry again, even though I was nearly sixty years old. When I asked whom she 

had in mind, she said she thought her sister Gladys Tomney would take good care of us. I 

discovered too, that she had left the girls, both the five still at home and the three married 

daughters, expecting and hoping that Aunt Gladys would be their stepmother. 

 

As the propriety of it began to appeal to me, I appraised my stock of courage to see if I 

had enough to approach Gladys on the subject. It would amount to asking her to come 

and take over our distressed burden, for I couldn't think of allowing any woman to 

estrange me from my children. I shall not say that I had a revelation from heaven telling 

me what to do, but my mind was miraculously enlightened to discern that this was a 

situation where destiny hung perilously in the balance, and there was no other woman in 

all the world so well adapted as Gladys to help us in our need. And miraculously too, she 

was unwittingly there, as if by some unseen Providence. 

 

I mustered the courage to appeal to her, and she had the courage, the faith and the love 

for my motherless children to come to our resuce. It was astonishing to me how she fitted 

right into my program, with its many angles as the one person fitted and trained for it. My 

cherished studies and writings went right on without a hitch. What I had begun to learn 

forty years before about the splendid purpose of life, of family, and of the wondrous thing 

called home, I was at full liberty to carry right on, not only without hindrance, but with 

special help. 

 

It was not long till the girls married off, and Gladys and I were left to concentrate on the 

studies which had been so dear to me. I had wondered whether these things would appeal 

to her; she since her maturity had often been away from the Church for long periods at a 

time; she knew very little of what had been of so much interest to me. But like her sister 

Lell, she was teachable, and like Lell, she was quick to absorb and to reflect all that I 

taught her, and soon became my teacher by amplifying in her responses, all that I 

explained to her. 

 

She became the third one of the three women to contribute so much to my understanding. 

It was not along the line of conventional ethics which the world calls education. It was 

the kind of experience which magnifies the meanings and purpose of life, the worth of 
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human beings, and the infinite purpose for which they are born into the world to live for a 

few years in pursuit of its perishable attractions, and then to drop all their hard-earned 

collection into the wastebasket, and return to the world from which they came. 

 

My work as [a] seminary teacher was broken abruptly into a call to both of us to go on a 

mission to the Indians. From the seminary to an Indian Camp was a real thought-

provoking come down. It is a long story with many thrilling angles. We went among the 

Piutes, the Navajos, the Hopis, the Isletas and some others. We had no car, and we 

became innured to climbing mountains, toiling over heated stretches of desert sand and 

rock. But somehow, as we devoted the cream of seven years to that work with the 

Indians, we found time, inclination and inspiration for much study and reflection. We 

learned to love the Indians; old and young, and they unwittingly became our teachers, as 

we progressed logically from one principle of the gospel to another till we came, among 

other fine things, to this, the ultimate ideal of family and home. We regarded our God 

given tribulations as our extraordinary honeymoon. 

 

It had been filtering into my mind since my mother told me how she and my father made 

special effort to save the home and to build the blessed institution into which I was born, 

to benefit by the wholesome influence of their harmony. It had been growing upon me 

through the thirty-seven years that Lell was my helper and my teacher, in a long program 

of disappointments and frustrations. Now that Gladys had come to join with me in 

concentrating from many angles on this study of home and family, it began to crystalize 

in great beauty before us. I was given an extension to [life of] at least twenty-eight years 

for this purpose, and here the story is, stated offhand in a few words. What I have written 

is a bare skeleton of what deserves to be written. If my children ever know the depth and 

fullness of the story, they will have to get it from where it came to me. 

 

That is what has crystalized in my thought through eighty-seven years of heaven-

dispensed provocation: The true home, and the harmonious family, is beautifully typical 

of the highest degree of glory, which is the celestial kingdom. That is the loftiest goal to 

which mature intelligence can aspire. That is the only place, the only thinkable condition 

in which perfected man can enjoy the fullness of freedom which his intrinsic self longs 

for from the eternities past. 

 

?In the celestial kingdom, there are three heavens or degrees; in order to obtain the 

highest, a man must enter into this order of Priesthood, meaning the new and everlasting 

covenant of marriage. If he does not, he can not obtain it. He may enter into the others, 

but that is the end of his kingdom; he cannot have an increase.@ D&C 131. 

 

The celestial kingdom is a perfect patriarchal government; it is made up of well-

disciplined families, of perfectly-harmonious homes. If a man cannot stand in the dignity 

of the Priesthood, and be fully responsible for who and what they are, then he cannot 

enter into the upper heaven of the celestial kingdom, for that uppermost degree is made 

up of men and women who are competent and worthy to reign over their own family and 

those whom they have adopted into it. 
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Men and women who become perfect are called the sons and daughters of God; they are 

therefore Gods, on the natural principle of inheritance. Each creature is ?to bring forth 

after its kind,@ and the progeny, fully matured has reached the measure and stature of the 

parent. If they are not fully matured, and have failed in the time appointed to them to 

mature, they cannot be on the same plane of excellence with their parents. 

 

Speaking of these failures the Lord says: ?These spirits did not abide my law, wherefore 

they cannot be enlarged, but must remain separately and singly, without exaltation in 

their saved condition to all eternity, and from henceforth are not Gods, but are angels of 

God forever and ever.@ D&C 132:17 

 

?They are appointed angels in heaven, which angels are ministering servants to those 

who are worthy of a far more, and an exceeding weight of glory.@ D&C 132:16 

 

Every fully matured man reigns over his own family, in the precincts of his own home, 

maturing and perpetuating there the standards to which he has been true in this brief 

world of test. No man can be perfect without his wife, and no woman without her 

husband. Their appreciation of home in this world, their fidelity to their home, and the 

kind of men and women they bring forth from their home, will determine the kingdom to 

which they go, and the place in it, high or low, to which they are assigned. 

 

No man will reach over the heads of his sons to regulate their families; if they are not fit 

and worthy to preside over their own children, they will not be honored there as fathers, 

even if they have place in that celestial kingdom. The next best thing for a man if he 

cannot preside over a family of his own is to be a servant in the family of his father. 

 

The glory of eternal family and Godhood is not known in the terrestrial kingdom, and 

nothing resembling it in the telestial kingdom. They have just government, but it is not 

patriarchal government. These are kingdoms of glory, but they are hell to those who 

deceived themselves in[to] thinking and expecting they would be exalted in the celestial 

kingdom, without observing the laws by which only it is possible to gain that exaltation. 

 

In the celestial kingdom there are no prisons, no courts, no policemen, no insane asylums, 

no hospitals, no sickness, no crime. No one goes there who is not a faithful respector of 

the rights of every one else. The man or woman who has not learned to live in love and 

peace in their home, will have no home in the celestial kingdom, unless it be as servants 

of people who are competent to preside over a home. No woman will be bound there to a 

man who could not appreciate her in the tribulations through which she has to go in this 

world. No children will honor and bless there the parents who dishonored their sacred 

obligation as parents here. 

 

In the patriarchal order, Adam will preside over his sons, and they will preside over their 

sons, and they over their sons. In this perfect order from father to son, the laws of truth 

and light will extend to the remotest generation of Adam's posterity to be included in the 
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mortal program of this earth. The patriarchal government is the most perfect form of 

government known to the Gods in the boundless extent of space. 

 

With sincere hopes and prayers for our tomorrows which are sure to come, I remain 

Grandpa Lyman (stamped). 

 

DOCUMENT 75 
 

Perkins Newsette ?The Family@  No. 3 Seasons Greetings to One and All [Dec. 1963] 

 

This, the third issue of the Perkins Newsette, is dedicated to the ?Family,@ not just the 

Perkins family, but to the family as a unit of civilization. There is no organization in all 

the world of more importance, and that has more far reaching effects than the Family. 

One writer puts it this way: ?As the family, so the community, the state, and the Nation.@ 

 

Perhaps at no other time of the year does a family mean so much and seem so dear as at 

Christmas time. The first issue of the Newsette spoke of the great love Benjamin Perkins 

had for his family, and of the letter he dictated while on his deathbed, to his family in 

which he said: ?It is one of my greatest desires that my family be united and loving and 

kind to each other.@ How he did enjoy getting his family together to join in festivities. 

And no one loved to sing and dance more than he, and no one could offer more fervant, 

humble prayers. So it is to the Unity and preservation of our family, The Benjamin 

Perkins Family, that our efforts are dedicated. 

 

There is no such thing as a Family, without its progenitors, and its posterity, and as 

members of a family we are commanded to make and keep accurate records of that 

family. The Prophet Joseph Smith said: ?The greatest responsibility God has given us in 

this world is to seek after our dead.@ 

 

Every family should be organized. The Benjamin Perkins family was organized with 

Daniel B. Perkins as President. Since his tragic death April 4th, 1962, we have never 

reorganized and everything seems at a stand still. I, Gladys Perkins Tomney Lyman, was 

historian and researcher, of that organization, and as such take this opportunity to suggest 

that we do something about re-organizing. What have you to suggest? Time in its 

relentless flight is not waiting for us, let's get busy. I am making an earnest and prayerful 

effort to carry on with my responsibilities. Please, as a recorded member of this family, 

make a response to this appeal. It takes funds to carry on with this work, so every adult 

member is asked to contribute to this cause. 

 

This issue of the paper is being sponsored by: 

 

Philip Otis Tomney 

4795 So. Pearl St. 

Las Vegas, Nevada 
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Iris Tomney McCoy 

735 So. Country Club 

Mesa, Arizona 

 

Elda Tomney Flandro 

1390 East 4065 South 

Salt Lake City 17, Utah 

 

Gladys P. T. Lyman 

Box 136 

Blanding, Utah 

 

Would any family or group like to sponsor an issue of the Newsette? It is supposed to 

come out twice a year. Elaine Walton will supervise the next issue. 

 

 NEWS ITEMS 

 

On July 22, 1963, at the Logan Temple, a double wedding took place. Joed (Jody) W. 

Norton married Elna Clark and Gerard (Jerry) F. Norton married Malinda Young. They 

are sons of Wesley Norton and Thora Barton, daughter of George F. Barton and Sarah 

(Sade) Perkins, daughter of Sarah Williams and Benjamin Perkins. 

 

In Nebraska, September 16, 1963, a terrible accident occurred. Klar Bishop and daughter 

Marva with her children were miraculously preserved from death when they were all 

thrown from the car. Marva was very seriously injured and doctors declared she might 

never walk again. But through faith, prayer, and the doctor's help she is now walking, 

though it will be months yet before she is entirely will. The others are fine. Marvin 

Bishop and Klar Lyman, daughter of Albert R. Lyman and Mary Ellen (Lell) Perkins, 

daughter of Sarah Williams and Benjamin Perkins. 

 

Sarah E. Barton celebrated her Golden Wedding in the Logan Temple with all her 

children except Oral B. Johnson who was ill. Sarah Elizabeth (Sade) Barton, daughter of 

Sarah Williams and Benjamin Perkins. 

 

Edward C. Rowe and Minerva (Barbara) Perkins Duncan were sealed in the St. George 

Temple, November 15, 1963. Barbara, daughter of Sarah Williams and Benjamin 

Perkins. 

 

Married September 10, 1863, in Manti, were Clay H. Cummings and Marlene Hunt, 

daughter of Ula Black and Ben Hunt, son of Marion Hunt and Ione Perkins, daughter of 

Sarah Williams and Benjamin Perkins. 

 

Born April 13, 1963, in Cedar City, Iron County, Utah, Dain Atkin Craig, to Clifford 

Craig and Marilyn Atkin, daughter of Floyd Atkin and Ellen Lyman, daughter of Albert 

R. Lyman and Mary Ellen Perkins, daughter of Sarah Williams and Benjamin Perkins. 
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Born April 29, 1963, in Phoenix, Maricopa County, Arizona, Lyman Michael Bishop to 

Geniel Walton and Jay L. Bishop, son of Marvin Bishop and Klar Lyman, daughter of 

Albert R. Lyman and Mary Ellen Perkins, daughter of Sarah Williams and Benjamin 

Perkins. 

 

Born May 24, 1963, in Price, Carbon, Utah, Michael Clement Johnson to Kay Johnson 

and Michelle Monson, daughter of Byron Monson and Casse Lyman, daughter of Albert 

R. Lyman and Mary Ellen Perkins, daughter of Sarah Williams and Benjamin Perkins. 

 

Born June 17, 1963, in Salt Lake City, Salt Lake County, Utah, Howard Lex Black, to 

Diana Marion and Hal L. Black, son of Glen Black and Donna Nielson, daughter of U.A. 

Nielson and Beatrice Perkins, daughter of Sarah Williams and Benjamin Perkins. 

 

Born July 16, 1963, in Bountiful, Davis County, Utah, Sharon Jones, to Ray B. Jones and 

Marva Bishop, daughter of Marvin Bishop and Klar Perkins, daughter of Albert R. 

Lyman and Mary Ellen Perkins, daughter of Sarah Williams and Benjamin Perkins. 

 

Born August 29, 1963, in Salt Lake City, Salt Lake County, Utah, Vint Evans Bishop, to 

Sandra Evans and Lynn L. Bishop, son of Marvin Bishop and Klar Perkins, daughter of 

Albert R. Lyman and Mary Ellen Perkins, daughter of Sarah Williams and Benjamin 

Perkins. 

 

Born September 5, 1963, in Salt Lake City, Salt Lake County, Utah, Heather Bishop, to 

Lois Ann Whitaker and Duane Bishop, son of Marvin Bishop and Klar Perkins, daughter 

of Albert R. Lyman and Mary Ellen Perkins, daughter of Sarah Williams and Benjamin 

Perkins. 

 

Born November 1963, in Murray, Salt Lake County, Utah, David Byron McCleary, to 

Val McCleary and Casse Rae Monson, daughter of Byron Monson and Casse Lyman, 

daughter of Albert R. Lyman and Mary Ellen Perkins, daughter of Sarah Williams and 

Benjamin Perkins. 

 

Born November 15, 1963, in Monticello, San Juan County, Utah, a son, to Carol Black 

and Bruce N. Black, son of Glen Black and Donna Nielson, daughter of U.A. Nielson and 

Beatrice Perkins, daughter of Sarah Williams and Benjamin Perkins. 

 

DOCUMENT 75A 

 

 HISTORY OF WHITE CANYON 

 by Edward Partridge Lyman 

 

There is a story behind the name[s] of many places; often a very interesting story. San 

Juan County, Utah is rich in these stories. To name just a few: there are Monument 

Valley, The Hole-in-the-Rock, Grand Gulch, Cedar Ridge, Clay Hill and many others. 
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Our little story is about White Canyon. This name comes from the fact that it has cut 

through and laid bare a formation of white rock. The canyon in its fifty-mile stretch is 

any width up to a few miles. And this white formation is overlaid in places, especially 

where Mossback Mesa rises on its south side, by a red formation in which there are at 

present many uranium mines. For many years Mossback Mesa has been the holdout for 

wild cattle; that is where it gets its name. 

 

A mossback in the language of a cowboy, is an old, wild steer. There is also a formation 

geologists have named after, or for, this mesa, Mossback formation. 

 

But let us start at the head of White Canyon, and mention some of the main places of 

interest as we follow down to where it runs into the Colorado River. 

 

One of these side canyons we will only mentions, heads on Elk Mountain, near the 

Wooden Shoes, and carries the name of Hideout. Near its head is Hideout Spring, but we 

cannot give the story of all these places, so we will pass on to White Canyon itself, and 

leave the story of the Wooden Shoes and Hideout for another time. 

 

A short distance from the head of White Canyon stands the great Augusta Natural Bridge, 

a great majesty, crossing the canyon. Under its perfect arch there is room for a number of 

buildings as large and high as the Salt Lake Temple, and there would be space between 

the highest point of the temple and the bottom of the arch. It could support any train, or 

any movible object. The massiveness of this bridge might be shown by a story told by the 

cowboy who discovered it. He said he was following some wild cattle up the canyon and 

passed under this bridge without noticing it, until on his return down the canyon, when he 

could hardly believe his eyes. This was like the man who was chased by a bear. He ran to 

a tree, and jumped for a limb. He missed it going up, but caught it coming down. 

 

A very few miles, three or four, below this great natural wonder, which one never tires of 

looking at, stands another bridge, the Caroline, a wonderful work of nature; not so perfect 

as the Augusta, but a real interesting work of nature. And here, within a few miles of 

these two wonders of nature, stands another bridge, the Edwin. This bridge is not so 

massive as the other two, but it is a large, beautiful, perfect bridge. These three works of 

nature makes one wonder how nature happens to group her works or wonders. 

 

These bridges are all cut out of the solid white sandstone. There is no hard cap, peculiar 

to this locality, with softer material cut out from beneath to form them. The Edwin Bridge 

is in a side canyon the cowboys call Armstrong. They have used this canyon for years to 

hold wild cattle in; animals they have roped and tied up overnight and then led to this 

enclosure, a natural pasture. 

 

As we go on down White Canyon on our quest for interesting places, we come to Fry's 

Cove. This has been a winter camp for cowboys since in the [18]90's. Its name comes 

from an old character named Charley Fry; at least that is the name he went by here. He 

said he was from Kentucky, and he likely was, as he still had blue grass chaff in his ears.  
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He was a unique, questionable character to say the least. We should know this much 

about him in order to appreciate the humor there is in the recent organization of the Fry 

Canyon Branch of the Church where there is a regular town engaged in uranium mining, 

with a store and a two-room school house. Old Charley Fry could open his toothless 

tobacco-filled mouth and have a good laugh at there being a branch of the Church 

carrying his likely assumed name. 

 

As we hurry down the canyon we come to Soldier Crossing where a grave marks the 

locality where the Utes killed a soldier and a cowboy in 1884. This would furnish an 

interesting story, but we must leave it, also, for some other time. 

 

Then there is an old camp called Ducket where Jacob Adams, a Blanding cowboy, was 

drowned in 1941. 

 

Another unique feature of this remote canyon is ?Jacob's Chair,@ a high butte shaped like 

a great chair or throne; and another called ?Cheese Box.@  

 

Now we come to one of our great uranium mines, ?Happy Jack@ that is worth millions. 

Then on down to Hite, a ferry on the Colorado River. This crossing was used by our 

pioneers a few years after they had used poorer crossings below this one, at the ?Hole in 

the Rock@ in 1880 and Hall's Crossing in 1881; and Hite, or Dandy Crossing, as they 

called it, in 1882-1883 and on for years. 

 

The present name of Hite comes from another interesting old character named Cass Hite. 

He too would furnish a story of the ?old gun slinging west.@  

 

When our early settlers used ?Dandy Crossing,@ or Hite as it is called now, they traveled 

up White Canyon on about the same road that is used today, and came into their old road 

near the Natural Bridges. They passed within a mile or two of the bridges many times but 

never saw them, which fact goes to show what a rugged country this is. 

 

DOCUMENT 76 

 

 OUR PIONEERS 

 by Edward Partridge Lyman 

 

Tell me old rocks and river and hills, tell me the story, I pray, 

The part of the story that never was told of Pioneers passing your way, 

Who crossed your cliffs and rocks and streams, 

With covered wagons and sweating teams; 

Crossing slick rocks and canyons and sand; 

Tell me I say of this Pioneer Band. 

 

And you old river who takes your toll 

As sure as the years and the seasons roll, 
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Tell me why you were kind to them, 

Kind to their women and children and men. 

You let them, their wagons and horses cross, 

And not a single soul was lost. 

 

And old Slick Rock with your mistic maze, 

With your queer formation, and queerer ways, 

Tell me how Providence helped them pass 

Down your side that is slick as glass; 

How their scouts were led by mountain sheep 

Down your sides so smooth and steep. 

 

And you Lake Gulch a story could tell 

Of a beautiful lake with a watery smell, 

A haven of rest to our Pioneer Band 

After crossing your hills of sand 

That hem you in on every side 

With sand-grass and shad-scale and sand-hills wide. 

 

And Castle Wash, you led them through 

From drifting sand to a misty view, 

Of canyons and rocks and cedar trees, 

Still a wild rough country the Pioneers sees 

As they stop and gaze from Clay Hill Pass 

And they realize that the die is cast. 

 

And old Clay Hill with your long steep side, 

Where the wagons slid and the children cried, 

Where the rough-locked wheels dug the clay and shale, 

It wasn't a road, just a mountain trail, 

As down your three-mile side they went 

Descending a grade of forty percent. 

 

And old Cow Tank and Dripping Springs 

And gulches and flats and various things 

There's Katy's Dugway, the Twists and the Comb 

The Butler Wash and the muddy San Juan 

Where the cottonwoods grow, where the Indians roam, 

A place most uninviting, yet here must be home. 

 

Now seeking the rest of the story we come, 

Where we shall find it written in stone; 

Carved out to last with the hills and the years 

Engraved by the hands of our old Pioneers. 
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DOCUMENT 77 
SOUL OF MAN 

by 

DeAlton Perkins Lyman 

July 1945 

 

O strange thing; soul of man, within which 

Lies potential pow'r to understand 

The miracle of life, with all it's various feelings 

With its attending pain and joy; 

Its tenderness of love, the wondrous secret of it's source; 

The mystery of its strength. 

 

Strange, yes: this soul within which lies 

A sleeping monster, which if roused, 

Unleashed, becomes a terror to its keeper, 

Gives birth to bitterness, despair, 

To earthly lust, to greed and selfishness. 

 

Yet kept in chains this monster of despair 

In time grows dormant, struggles, dies. 

Man's soul is free to live by every law 

Of peace and love, to grow 

Unfettered by unrighteousness. 

 

Strange? that man's soul should rise 

Above telestial things, unhappiness, despair? 

A stranger yes to every evil thing! 

Created for great purpose - not to bow 

To things that hurt - but to endure with strength 

To bend, to break the bonds that would destroy. 

 

So - <tis not strange that man would meet 

And grasp and struggle with this evil, 

The unpleasantness of life. 

Within this soul the pow'r of mast'ry 

Of all things, both bad and good, is stored 

For this great conquering purpose. 

 

Would we the souls of men 

In whom our God has placed this pow'r to overcome, 

To live, to love with this great strength of righteousness - 

Would we despair? forsake this chance to gain Eternal Life? 

Would we with this great blessing of keen measure to enjoy 

Yield to this evil thing? Place these keen senses, 
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These emotions - in the hands of this unholy evil pow'r? 

 

We cannot! Shall not! bow 

To this old evil which we came to overthrow. 

This soul of man is made to live, to win 

And from each contest grow in understanding. 

 

God's likeness is the pattern of man's soul, 

And so by destiny, by faith and strength 

Man climbs to that rare pinnacle 

Of all his loves and cherished dreams - 

And more. 

 

This poem was written four and a half years before Uncle Diko died of nephritis. The 

struggle was long, it was painful, and it was very hard. The letter written by his wife 

[Letter 1 of the PFRC Letters, Volume 2.1] reflects how hard it was. The soul's search to 

overcome the struggle, however, is reflected in the poem. Lyman De Platt, July 1, 1997. 

 

DOCUMENT 78 

 

THE PERFECT TRIBUTE 

by 

Albert Robison Lyman 

October 6, 1964 

 

A story of Lell's death and of Gladys' taking her place. 

 

I faced a crisis, the crisis of a lifetime. The beloved mother of my children had gone from 

us. She had not chosen to go away, and we had clung anxiously to her to the last moment. 

For thirty-seven years I had been doting more and more on the part she took in my vital 

affairs - the willing and fitting service with which she came forward in every time of 

need. She was my right arm. And now her place beside me was vacant. 

 

I mourned. Yet I had to meet it; I had to adjust, but the conditions to which I had to 

accomodate, seemed to baffle the powers at my command. Lell had become an 

inseparable feature of my thoughts. Not I, but we. With all the independence of action 

with which I assumed to indulge, it was still with my unconscious reliance on her, and 

what she contributed to my individual assurance [that I lived]. 

 

Five daughters in, or entering their teens, and two unmarried sons still lived with me in 

the home. To the girls, their mother was as the mother of the young birds not yet ready to 

venture far from the nest. O how helpless was I alone to care for them! 

 

A mother may succeed as father and mother, both, but a father alone is in anguish of 

inability. To whom and how, could I appeal. I was fifty-nine years old. My charm of 
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youth had become withered and stale with toil and hardship. The old man making love is 

more likely to be ridiculous than romantic. And what girl or woman would want to 

burden herself with my responsibilities? How foolish at my age to be singing love songs, 

and carrying flowers, saying the extreme and foolish things which love birds must say 

and sing - the youthful folly they are expected to indulge! 

 

More terrifying still, I might bring into my home a strange person who would upset our 

peaceful way of life, our love and understanding, the harmony with which we had 

rejoiced together through our blessed years on Niklovis Ranch. I might find that I had got 

a cuckoo into our nest, to estrange my children from their ideals, from one another and 

from me, who would give them orders and push them out of the nest, and make herself 

supreme. 

 

Ours was not a situation to be appraised by the shallow humorist with his wisecracks. Our 

dear ship of home was in peril of going on the rocks for want of a faithful first mate to 

supplement the wisdom and endurance of the captain in times of heavy seas. 

 

Now I remembered that Lell had tried to tell me about her sister Gladys, and had urged 

me not to undertake the strenuous task alone. And I discovered that she had whispered it 

into the hearts of the children, that she hoped her sister would take her place when she 

had gone. 

 

But how could I exercize the splendid gall to ask Gladys to load herself with our burden? 

How could I find it in my sense of the fitness of things to approach her with any 

preliminary suggestion to that end? How could I make it sufficiently attractive to enlist 

her consideration? What could I possibly say? What, if any, inducement could I offer? I 

had no promise with which to make a bid. I could only plead and pray the Lord that she 

would have an understanding heart. 

 

She accepted. She came into our desolated home, and every one of the children, married 

or single, expressed their heartfelt delight. I wondered how much of our burden Gladys 

would assume, for surely we were not going to heap it on her if we knew what we were 

doing. She took it up without reservation, considering tenderly everyone concerned. If 

she had individual projects which would have stood in her way, or fads or ambitions, she 

cast them aside. 

 

She had three grown children of her first marriage, and she loved them none the less for 

having come to us. She was concerned for them as for my married children, figuring that 

she was mother to Lell's children as to her own. All my children loved her as their 

mother, another mother. She knew and understood their ambitions, their needs, their 

rights. 

 

I had wondered and feared lest my wonted way of life would have to be disrupted by this 

change, whether I would have to give up the studies I so much loved, the writings which 

had become an inseparable part of me. Would she, could she accomodate to them? And 
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more terrifying still - could she endure my peculiar ways - the fixed habits in[to] which I 

had slanted my activities for things I loved more than money, and the comforts which 

money can buy? Mine was a selfish life in that I required my loved ones to forego many 

popular luxuries that I might carry on with my research. I knew I was meanly self-

centered, putting my personal ambitions ahead of too many other obligations. 

 

Would she, could she endure that kind of egotism? Much as I would like to change it and 

be more thoughtful of my loved ones, I feared that without my freedom to pursue my 

studies, my writings, they were an inseparable feature of what I had accumulated as my 

immutable self. 

 

However offensive and impossible of enduring this may have seemed to her at first, and 

surely it was an ugly feature to tolerate, she accomodated to it without protest. My 

manner of life carried on without a break. I pursued my cherished studies and writings as 

freely as before. Not only that, but she was as interested in my success as Lell had been. 

She regarded my projects as her projects. 

 

In the love affairs of my girls and boys, and in their marriages, their own mother could 

have been no more solicitous for their happiness and well-being than was she. She was 

from the first, the very soul of generosity. 

 

Instead of bringing discord and disunion into my home, she cemented the union she 

found there, and became a factor for and a symbol of perpetual good will. 

 

When all the children had married and gone to their own homes, and we two were left to 

ourselves, she was still concerned to write them and visit them in their times of need; she 

still loved and prayed for them as she did for her own. Their love for her increased with 

the years, and they became more dear to her because of the much she did for them. 

 

She became a potent factor in my studies and writings, cherishing my ambitions, and 

taking the part of a wise helper and profitable teacher, drinking in with my long-

cherished aspirations, and enabling me to do what I never could have done without her. 

 

When we were called to go together as missionaries to the Indians, she fitted into that 

unusual experience, with a willingness and ability which made it a delight, even the 

hardships it entailed upon us. She balked at nothing which became our plain duty, not 

even the unprecedented school which we began, and from which we had to go to the 

hospital. 

 

In my declining years, with the needs and infirmities they have thrust upon me, she is all 

that I could desire as a friend and a helper. She is not only willing, but eager to anticipate 

what I may require, and be the real angel of mercy, to minister with her comfort and her 

love, in better ways than I would have known how to ask. 

 

Hers is the perfect tribute, for which I bless her as the gift of God to me. 
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DOCUMENT 79 

 

The following two paragraphs were written by Mary Lyman Reeve in 1956 in a 

suggested funeral service which she had outlined: 

 

Mary Lyman Reeve speaking: When I cross the bar I want no mourning nor sadness, but 

praise and rejoicing in sincere singing and speaking. 

 

I also want no great extollation of any part of my life or conduct, as all my life I have 

appreciated my heritage, and with thanksgiving have tried to show it - so let the tenor of 

my passing put emphasis on it - all praise and peace. 

 

The following must have been written the latter part of 1958 by Mary Lyman Reeve. Just 

the week before she passed away, she went over it with her daughter, Margaret Reeve 

Soffe, to clarify any questions which might arise in carrying out the suggestions. 

 

TO MY DEAR FAMILY: THE PRIDE AND GLORY OF MY LIFE! 

 

The following suggestions are for any assistance to which they may be placed. They are 

my individual wishes and are the result of many years of study, severe lessons and 

contemplative prayer, with the uppermost thought in mind of accomplishing the most 

good over the greatest length of time to the greatest number of my dear ones. Life has 

always been to me a very exciting and alluring experience - I have honored and extolled 

it! Now I go into another and I hope a higher bracket of this enchanting and thrilling 

animation - a sequel that will continue on to other sequels. 

 

I have never had any fear of this moment. I approach it with great calm and serenity - 

almost yearn for, and eagerly look forward to what I have achieved while here. I have 

appreciated and constantly kept in mind the certainty of its coming, and with fear and 

humble pleading have improved to the best of my ability every opportunity to accumulate 

and increase my intelligence, for that and that only has and can be the monitor of my life. 

No! I am not afraid of Death! 

 

If I had any fear, it is of Life, and what it can do, and what does happen to us while we 

are here it it. Life should be joy! A promotion means more joy! A reunion with those I 

have known before! So to you my dear ones as we meet this new lesson let there be no 

mourning! No sadness! But loving devotion, thanksgiving and praise! 

 

What is done here now is not for me but for you and your satisfaction - and rest assured 

everything will meet with my approbation if it meets the requirements of truth and 

individual and sincere consecration to unselfish guilelessness and untinctured with selfish 

distinction. 

 

With no thought of obscuring the mother in the first family of John Reeve, I have always 

felt it a great trust she had left to my care. And though often I have erred and fallen short 
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of my part as a guardian to their motherless, tender years, my desire has always been to 

assist them in every way I could. And were it possible to mete out to ... [carbon did not 

copy one word] his merited just dues, I could not do it any more than I could ... [carbon 

did not copy one word] very own. It would be impossible to say to much good of each 

other, for each stands out as a momentous factor in my busy life, and I love all twelve of 

them with a consuming passion. And it is my most sincere desire that our Heavenly 

Father will pour out to each of them the exact texture of blessing essential to his or her 

exaltation in the Celestial Kingdom of God. For that is the heritage and destiny of each of 

them, for they are born under the covenant, and it is their right and privilege to claim it. 

This was made very clear by an Apostle of the Lord as we all sat in reverence with bowed 

heads in the funeral services of their father John Reeve on February 23, 1935. 

 

With all the earnestness of her soul she implores each of them to take inner cognizance of 

his or her standing and ask humbly and sincerely: ?Am I living worthy of the heritage my 

father bequeathed to me? If I am not, may God give me will and determination that I shall 

not disappoint him or the mother who gave me birth!@ 

 

If this supplication is offered in heart-felt sincerity, she promises each of them an 

assurance of the willingness of our Father in Heaven to assist in any problem, or removal 

of any obstacle that may be in the way of living in accordance with the commandments of 

the Lord. To this end she commends all twelve of them to the kind and loving care of 

their Father in Heaven, who is every ready to offer solace and comfort to all who 

acknowledge Him and seek His will; then He will furnish guidance and inspiration to all 

of them. 

 

In making the following suggestions for closing rites, Mary Lyman does not wish in any 

way to be arbitrary or impelling. Least of all would she cause inconvenience or hardship 

to carry out her wishes. 

 

This writing is fragmentary, and has been in preparation for some time. Its construction 

has been with the aim in mind of impressing the family with the profundity of Life and 

our responsibility therein. These rites are not for entertainment, but for impressive 

education attributes. Some time back I asked Dean to assume the responsibility of seeing 

that my six older sons act as the pallbearers on this occasion. He assured me he would. So 

I depend on that. This was according to your father's idea also. It will be twenty-four 

years next February since he said words very much like this to me. We had just returned 

from Fast Meeting: ?Mother, I see in the not far distant future six stalwart sons bearing 

me to my last rest. And they must do the same for you also.@ 

 

Whether or not he had any premonition of what soon followed I cannot say.  

 

There will very likely be a family get-together some time during this Reeve activity, and 

at that time I want the boys to see that one of their sisters offers prayer before they 

separate. You may talk it over among yourselves and them. 
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Before the services begin in the family group, Bryan may offer the prayer there with the 

family. I am assuming that you are all mindful that we are not mourning; we are praising 

and rejoicing. Our prayers must show it. And our demeanor [must] demonstrate it. 

 

Before my father Platte De Lyman died, he was racked with pain, and he asked to be 

raised to a sitting position. There he sang, ?Lord, Thou Wilt Hear Me When I Pray.@ He 

sank back and soon passed on. I want my oldest son Platte De to see that this is sung by 

the tune in the present Hymn Book, by Daynes. Platte De's brothers and any others he 

may wish may participate. Dean has a good voice and there are others - Bryan and maybe 

Dale and Richard, and maybe Grant's boys. He (Platte De) can arrange this. Only it must 

be familiar with all of them beforehand. And it may be well to make a few remarks 

beforehand to shows it significance. 

 

[Because this hymn has been taken from the newer hymn books of The Church of Jesus 

Christ of Latter-day Saints, I include it here for posterity to reverence and contemplate - 

Lyman D. Platt] 

 

Lord, thou wilt hear me when I pray. 

I am forever thine! 

I fear before thee all the day; 

O may I never sin. 

O may I never sin. 

 

And while I rest my weary head 

From cares and business free, 

<Tis sweet conversing on my bed 

With my own heart and thee, 

With my own heart and thee. 

 

I pay this evening sacrifice 

And when my work is done, 

Great God, my faith, my hope relies 

Upon thy grace alone, 

Upon thy grace alone. 

 

Thus, with my thoughts composed to peace, 

I'll give mine eyes to sleep; 

Thy hand in safety keeps my days 

And will my slumbers keep, 

And will my slumbers keep. 

 

Hymns of The Church of Jesus Christ of Latter-day Saints. Salt Lake City: Deseret Book 

Company, 1948, hymn #265. 
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The tune of the Nephite Lamentation composed by Grandfather Thomas Durham, and as 

fitted to the words of ?O My Father@ has always been a very great favorite of mine. I 

wish Grant and Lola Dawn would see that this is appropriately rendered. She may sing it 

or she and Myree or any of the Group. Casse will have a group there, and may be pleased 

to assist. I would also like her (Lola Dawn) to be responsible for the grandchildren 

singing ?I'll Serve the Lord While I Am Young.@ It is in the old tan Sunday School Song 

Book. I should like as many of the smaller grandchildren as possible to participate in this 

- it wil l be an impressive memory for them. I think Adelia's children and Margaret's know 

it. Please see that they do, and Platte De's too [and] Bryan's and Mark's, and as many of 

the great-grandchildren as you want. 

 

I hope Margaret and all her sisters will interest themselves in their hymn, ?A Poor 

Wayfaring Man.@ The girls sang it at Emma's farewell missionary meet in Hinckley. Sing 

verses 1, 3, 6, 7, or she can choose. This may be the first number on the program. 

 

Invocation      D. Dean Reeve 

O My Father      Reeve Family 

Remarks      Myra K. Pratt 

Poor Wayfaring Man     Reeve girls 

Remarks      J. Carlyle Reeve 

Lord, Thou Wilt Hear Me When I Pray  Reeve Brothers 

Speaker      Albert R. Lyman 

O, Lord Responsive to Thy Call   Casse L. Monson Group 

Speaker      Grant L. Reeve 

Remarks      Grant L. Bayles 

I'll Serve the Lord While I Am Young  Grandchildren 

Benediction      Mark J. Reeve 

Graveside Prayer     Reed L. Reeve 

 

DOCUMENT 80 

 

OUR BABY 

by 

Clessa Palmer Lyman 

 

Two delicate hands as pink as a rose. 

Two little feet with ten tiny toes, 

Two dark eyes so sparkling and bright, 

A wee, wee body, our hearts own delight 

 

A darling little head, on each side an ear, 

A lovely little nose so well shaped and dear, 

The most dainty mouth, so pouty and sweet, 

Two little eyebrows that couldn't be beat. 
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Two little legs so active and strong, 

Two little lashes so dark and so long, 

Two shapely arms with skins, oh so red, 

Hair soft as silk on a cute little head. 

 

Well all of these things are rolled into one 

They form a most perfect and lovable son. 

 

A PRAYER 

by 

Clessa Palmer Lyman 

 

Oh, Father in Heaven, who dwells over there, 

With hearts wide open we utter our prayer. 

Bless our baby's sight that he may see right from wrong: 

Bless his sweet voice that he might praise Thee in song. 

Bless his two feet that he might walk in Thy path. 

Guard his disposition from anger and wrath. 

 

Give him strength to resist all sin, 

Give him Thy Spirit to abide within, 

Bless his wee brain as the time goes by, 

[That] He may keep Thy commandments, never cheat, steal, nor lie. 

Help us, his parents, to rear him up right. 

In times of trial, help us battle the fight. 

With the deepest of feeling and gratitude sincere, 

We thank Thee, Lord, for our baby dear. 

 

DOCUMENT 81 

 

This document contains the poetry of Sara Lyman, daughter of Albert R. Lyman and 

Mary Ellen Perkins. Not all of it has been included here. Also contained in the document 

are notes, blessings, and biographical information, most of which follow. 

 

SARA LYMAN  

by 

Albert R. Lyman 

 

Sara Lyman was with us only twenty-six years. The time of her babyhood, her girlhood 

and her young womanhood passed like a dream and she vanished as a fairy from our 

view, leaving her smile and her cheer as the echoing message she had come to deliver. 

She was an important feature of our home-life at Niklovis Ranch. 

 

When scarlet fever invaded our home, it made a fierce attack on her. We hoped she 

would outgrow it, but the poison lingered in her system, and after making her promising 
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start from the high school, it became very pronounced. We took her to a doctor and he 

declared she had no more than three months to live. With a full understanding of the 

doctor's verdict, she went with me to Huntington, where I was to teach, and she took 

there a treatment that I got through the mail from a doctor in California. Rather than be 

idle she took post-graduate work in the Huntington High School, and felt so much 

improved by March that she went to Salt Lake and began typing for the Consolidated 

Wagon and Machine Company, holding the place three or more years. 

 

When we knew she was breaking under the strain, we brought her home to the ranch 

where she suffered a stroke, losing the use of her left side. Still she clung to life with all 

her optimistic soul, and we clung to her. It was mainly in the year and a half that she 

lived after that time that she got over to us her most vital message, the brave message of 

faith and hope. 

 

With our united prayers, she improved a little, and I wheeled her for miles and miles 

around the streets in a wheelchair, absorbing the wondrous message she had to give, and 

evolving a wondrous new interest in the other world to which she was soon to go. Her 

philosophy made some things more clear to me than they had ever been before. 

 

She had been a temple worker, and she had us bring to her bedside the temple clothes she 

was to wear when she died. She felt of them with her one good hand and said how 

thankful she was to know what they meant, and that she was worthy to wear them. 

 

She left a book of verses. With her one hand paralyzed and helpless she wrote with the 

other: Today the spring's a secret, Tomorrow the world will know, For lilac buds are 

swelling And grasses start to grow. Today is dark and gloomy, The sky is leaden gray. 

Tomorrow the world will waken, to a brighter, happier day. Albert R. Lyman 

 

One of Sara's more famous poems is entitled ?My Mission.@ 

 

MY MISSION 

by 

Sara Lyman 

 

I was longing for a mission -  

Fancy made it something grand - 

Something that would win the praises 

Of the world on every hand; 

So I squandered time in waiting 

For the chance that never came - 

Quite forgot to think of others 

In my longings after fame. 

 

But one day I had a vision 

Of the needy ones near by, 
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Of the hearts that starve with hunger 

Till they faint and fall and die. - 

Starve for little deeds of kindness, 

Of a word of hope and cheer, 

And the smile that costs so little 

But can make it heaven here. 

 

Then it was I found my mission - 

Knew what work God meant for me - 

And I cried, ?Forgive my blindness, 

Now at last, thank God, I see.@ 

And my heart that had been selfish 

In its longing to be great, 

Saw great fields of labor waiting 

For me just outside the gate. 

 

So I seek to scatter sunshine 

In a dark and cheerless place; 

Loving words have given courage - 

Smiles have cheered the tearful face. 

In the joy of helping others 

God's good time I waste no more, 

Since my life has found its mission 

Waiting at the very door. 

 

OBITUARY OF SARA LYMAN 

 

Miss Sara Lyman, daughter of Mr. and Mrs. Albert Lyman of Blanding died on Tuesday 

at 5 a.m. at the home of her sister Mrs. Milton Davis. Born in Blanding October 17, 1910, 

Miss Lyman had lived in Salt Lake City for a number of years, being employed by the 

Consolidated Wagon and Machine Company until 1934, when she was taken ill. 

 

Surviving are her parents and the following brothers and sisters: Mrs. Byron Monson, 

Pleasant Grove; Platte D. Lyman, Idaho Falls, Idaho; Mrs. Milton Davis, Mrs. Marlin 

Bishop, Salt Lake City; Karl R. Lyman, Mark P. Lyman, Vint P. Lyman, Ann Lyman, 

Ellen Lyman, Edith Lyman, Alberta Lyman and Guen Lyman, Blanding. 

 

Funeral services were Tuesday evening in the Kingdon-Lees chapel. Additional services 

will be conducted Thursday at 2 p.m. in Blanding, with interment in the Blanding 

Cemetery. 
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FUNERAL SERVICES 

April 16, 1936, 3 p.m. 

 

Choir    I Know that My Redeemer Lives 

Prayer    Edward P. Lyman 

Choir    A Poor Wayfaring Man of Grief 

Remarks   Benjamin D. Black [full remarks in booklet] 

Singing   The Lyman Family 

Remarks   Albert R. Lyman [full remarks in booklet] 

Remarks   President W. H. Redd [full remarks in booklet] 

Remarks   Bishop Hanson D. Bayles 

Choir    Come, Come Ye Saints 

Benediction   Marvin J. Bishop 

At the Cemetery  Choir: O My Father 

Dedicatory Prayer  Milton S. Davis 

 

She received two patriarchal blessings in 1927 and 1935 which are also included in the 

booklet. 

 

DOCUMENT 82 

 

FOR BETTER OR FOR WORSE ?MY WORKS@ 

by 

Guen Lyman Smith 

 

Blanding, Utah, December, 1965, Dear Aunt Irene & Uncle Edward: I hope you may find 

something in ?My Works@ that will be helpful or enjoyable, and that my many blunders 

(aside from those in the writings themselves) will not keep you from seeing any good you 

might otherwise miss. 

 

It is sent with love and all good wishes for this season and for the years ahead to you who 

are especially dear to me, Guen (signed) Guen L. Smith 

 

What follows is forty-five pages of songs, poetry and prose which will not be included in 

this edition, but can be reference for those that are interested. 

 

DOCUMENT 83 

 

[The] Church of Jesus Christ of Latter-Day Saints. Edward P. Lyman. This certifies that 

you are honorably released from your appointment as a missionary in this Mission. No 

greater service can be rendered than to labor faithfully for the salvation of the souls of 

men. The gratitude of those who have been the beneficiaries of your voluntary, generous 

labors will ever be a source of satisfaction and inspiration to you. 
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May the joy that comes from the conscientious performance of the duties of this high 

calling ever abide with you and inspire you with a constant devotion to the Gospel of 

Jesus Christ. Wayne H. Redd (signed) Stake Mission President, November 13, 1962.  

 

Grandma Lyman wrote on the back: ?These releases were delivered to us on the 19th of 

December 1962.@ 

 

DOCUMENT 84 
 

[The] Church of Jesus Christ of Latter-Day Saints. Irene P. Lyman. This certifies that you 

are honorably released from your appointment as a missionary in this Mission. No greater 

service can be rendered than to labor faithfully for the salvation of the souls of men. The 

gratitude of those who have been the beneficiaries of your voluntary, generous labors will 

ever be a source of satisfaction and inspiration to you. 

 

May the joy that comes from the conscientious performance of the duties of this high 

calling ever abide with you and inspire you with a constant devotion to the Gospel of 

Jesus Christ. Wayne H. Redd (signed) Stake Mission President, November 13, 1962. 

 

Grandma Lyman wrote on the back: ?These releases were delivered to us on the 19th of 

December 1962.@ 

 

DOCUMENT 85 

 

OBITURARY 

 

[1956] Ione Hunt, 62, 1191 Sylvan Ave., [Salt Lake City, Utah] died in a local hospital 

Thursday 7 p.m. from nephritis. 

 

Born March 11, 1894, in Bluff, Utah, a daughter of Benjamin and Sarah Williams 

Perkins. She was a life-long resident of Utah and active in the Church of Jesus Christ of 

Latter-day Saints. Married Marion P. Hunt Oct. 2, 1914, in the Salt Lake Temple. Mr. 

Hunt died October 24, 1938. 

 

Survivors: one son, Richard L. Hunt, Salt Lake City; two daughter, Mrs. Lewis W. 

(Helen) Woods Jr., Salt Lake City; Mrs. Henry (Ilene) Hurst, Des Moines, Iowa; four 

sisters, Mrs. Gladys Lyman and Mrs. Irene Lyman, Blanding; Mrs. Sade Barton, 

Monticello; Mrs. Barbara Duncan, Al Tahoe, California, and five half brothers and half 

sisters, Naomi Bronson, Los Angeles; Alvira McQuarrie, Hawaii; Ruth Bailey, 

Snowflake, Arizona; Daniel B. Perkins and John Perkins, both of Monticello; 15 

grandchildren. 

 

Funeral Saturday 10 a.m. at 574 E. 1st South, [Salt Lake City]. Additional services will 

be held Monday in Blanding with burial in Bluff. 
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Picture accompanies the obituary. 

 

DOCUMENT 86 

 

OBITUARY 

 

Evelyn L. Bayless. Mesa. Mrs. Evelyn L. Bayless, 86, died yesterday in the home of her 

son, Dee L. Bayless of Mesa. 

 

Mrs. Bayless, born at Fillmore, Utah, lived in Mesa 16 years. 

 

Funeral services will be at 2 p.m. tomorrow in Mesa Second Ward Chapel of the Church 

of Jesus Christ of Latter-day Saints with Bishop Worth Phelps officiating. Burial will be 

in Blanding, Utah. 

 

Friends may call from 4 p.m. to 8 p.m. today at Meldrum Mortuary in Mesa. 

 

Survivors include four other sons, Grant and Scott Bayless, both of Blanding; Dr. Wesley 

L. and Weston Bayless, both of Salt Lake City; three daughters, Mrs. Velyn Stevens of 

Provo, Utah, Mrs. Adelia Gold of Salt Lake City and Mrs. Mary Holt of Kamas, Utah; 

two brothers, Albert and Edward Lyman, both of Blanding; two sisters, Mrs. Lucretia 

Ranney and Mrs. Caroline Bayless, both of Blanding; 32 grandchildren, and 28 great-

grandchildren. 

 

OBITUARY 

 

Bluff Pioneer Dies at 86, in Mesa, Arizona. Blanding. San Juan County - Evelyn Lyman 

Bayles, 86, Bluff, San Juan County pioneer, died Saturday morning at Mesa, Arizona, at 

the home of her son, Dee L. Bayles. 

 

An active Church of Jesus Christ of Latter-day Saints worker, she had served as president 

of her ward Relief Society, a teacher in both Church and community work and as a 

bishop's wife. 

 

Born December 14, 1875, at Fillmore, she was a daughter of Platt D. Alton [sic] and 

Adelia Robinson [sic] Lyman. She was married to Hanson Bayles July 17, 1897. He died 

40 years ago. 

 

Mrs. Bayles crossed the desert, going through the hole in the rock with her parents as a 

child, settling in Bluff. She married Mr. Bayles in 1897, who at the time had four 

children, Annie, Emma, Carolyn and Hanson. 

 

Surviving are eight of her nine sons and daughters, D. L. Bayles, Mesa, Ariz.; Mrs. 

Verlyn B. Steven, Provo; Grant L. and Scott L. Bayles, both of Blanding; Mrs. Adelia B. 
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Gold, Weston L., Salt Lake attorney, and Dr. Wesley L. Bayles, all of Salt Lake City, and 

Mary B. Holt of Kamas; 30 grandchildren; 25 great-grandchildren. 

 

Also surviving are brothers and sisters, Albert R. and Edward P. Lyman, Carolyn (Dolly) 

R. Bayles, all of Blanding, and Lucretia R. Ranney, Salt Lake City. 

 

Funeral services will be held in Mesa, Ariz., with additional rites Wednesday at 2 p.m. at 

Blanding. Burial will be in the Blanding Cemetery. 

 

Picture accompanies the last obituary. Note: a review of the two obituaries shows why 

secondary sources are not to be used as the last word in compiling genealogical 

information. A number of discrepancies are noted between the two documents. Lyman D. 

Platt] 

 

DOCUMENT 87 

 

[The] Church of Jesus Christ of Latter-day Saints: Navajo-Zuni Mission. Edward 

Partridge Lyman. This certifies that you are honorably released from your appointment as 

a missionary to this Mission. No greater service can be rendered than to labor faithfully 

for the salvation of the souls of men. The gratitude of those who have been the 

beneficiaries of your voluntary, generous labors will ever be a source of satisfaction and 

inspiration to you. 

 

May the joy that comes from the conscientious performance of the duties of this high 

calling ever abide with you, and inspire you with a constant devotion to the Gospel of 

Jesus Christ. S. Eugene Flake (signed) Mission President, August 13, 1948. 

 

DOCUMENT 88 
 

[The] Church of Jesus Christ of Latter-day Saints: Navajo-Zuni Mission. Irene Perkins 

Lyman. This certifies that you are honorably released from your appointment as a 

missionary to this Mission. No greater service can be rendered than to labor faithfully for 

the salvation of the souls of men. The gratitude of those who have been the beneficiaries 

of your voluntary, generous labors will ever be a source of satisfaction and inspiration to 

you. 

 

May the joy that comes from the conscientious performance of the duties of this high 

calling ever abide with you, and inspire you with a constant devotion to the Gospel of 

Jesus Christ. S. Eugene Flake (signed) Mission President, August 13, 1948. 

 

DOCUMENT 89 

 

Will of John Peregrin, both a fascimilie copy and a typewritten copy of the same, the 

transcription having been done by Elaine Perkins Walton. John Peregrin is the end-of-line 

ancestor [1997] of the Perkins family: John Peregrin, Thomas Pergrin, Thomas Pergrin, 
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William Perkins, Benjamin Perkins, and Irene Perkins and her siblings and half siblings, 

etc. 

 

I John Peregrin of the Parish of Llangavelach in the County of Glamorgan, Glover, being 

in health and of sound mind and memory do make this my last Will in manner following. 

I wilt that all my Debts and funeral Expenses be paid by my Executors hereinafter named 

and 

 

I do give all my Goods & Chattels & Catles all my Personall Estates to my two Sons 

Oliver and Hopkin forever and I do constitute and apoint my said two Sons Oliver and 

Hopkin to be Joint Executors of this my last Will hereby disanulling all former Wills by 

me made. In witness hereunto I sett my hand and Seal this 23 day of April one thousand 

seven hundred and Eighty two. The Mark of John [X] Peregrin 

 

Signed Sealed Published and Declared as & for my last Will in presence of us who Signe 

our Names as Wittness hereunto in the Presence of the Testator and of Each Other - 

Lewelin Terry; the Mark of Thomas [X} Peregrin 

 

July 26th 1782 This will was proved by the oaths of ye above named Executors Before 

Me Miles Bassett [Family History Library Film 105252, Wills at St. David's) 

 

DOCUMENT 90 

 

Saddleworth, Yorkshire, England: An Overview. Saddleworth, is in the township of 

Quick, and parish of Rochdale (Lancashire), Agbrigg-division of Agbrigg and Morley, 

liberty of Pontefract [modern alignment: 2008]. The church is a perpetual curacy, in the 

deanry of Pontefract; patron, the vicar of Rochdale. 

 

This place gives name to a large valley, about seven miles long, and five broad, in the 

broadest part, situated in an angle of the county, between Lancaster and the north eastern 

projection of Cheshire. It is a bleak region, of which a part only is under cultivation; but 

industry has accumulated in it a large number of inhabitants, who gain a comfortable 

subsistence by the manufacture of woolen cloth, for which the place is peculiarly famous; 

indeed, many of the superfine broads made here, vie with those of the west of England. 

The cutting of several turnpike roads within the last fifty years, through this vale, and the 

Huddersfield canal, which passes through the heart of Saddleworth, have tended very 

materially towards reclaiming large tracts of land for the purpose of cultivation, and 

giving facility to trade. This place is divided into four hamlets or quarters, called Meres, 

viz. Quick mere, Lordôs mere, Shaw mere, and Friar mere. The latter was once an estate 

belonging to the Black Friars, who had a house, or grange near Delph, Saddleworth, 

which, though in this county of Yorkshire, is in the parish of Rochdale, Lancashire on 

account of Hugo de Stapleton, Lord of the Manor of Saddleworth, having applied to 

Hugh, Earl of Chester, for leave to erect a chapel for the use of his tenants; to his 

permission, the Earl made it a condition that the chapel should be annexed to the Abbey 

of Whalley. On the dissolution of the monastery system, it was annexed to Rochdale. 
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The Roman road from Mancunium, passed through a part of this vale; and at Castleshaw 

is the remains of an ancient fortification, supposed, by Mr. Whitaker, to have been a 

fortress of the primeval Britons, which he thinks is pretty pplainly evinced by the few 

relics which have been accidentally discovered at it. 

 

The following description is from Whiteôs Leeds and the Clothing District of Yorkshire 

(1853). 

 

Saddleworth-cum-Quick is a mountainous township and parochial chapelry, in the parish 

of Rochdale and diocese of Mancester; but in the Upper Division of Agbrigg Wapentake, 

and West-Riding of Yorkshire, where the latter joins the counties of Lancaster and 

Chester. It extends from eight to fourteen miles southwest of Huddersfield, and from four 

to ten miles northeast of Oldham; comprising about 18,000 acres of land, of which only 

10,000 acres are cultivated. It is extensively engaged in the cotton and woolen 

manufactures, and increased its population from 10,665 in 1801 to 15,985 in 1831, to 

16,829 in 1841 and to 17,799 souls in 1851. It contains many villages and hamlets and is 

divided into four constablericks, called Shaw, Quick, Friar Mere and Lords Mere. 

Though a rugged alpine region, there is a good deal of grazing land in the valleys and 

declivities. The Huddersfield Canal extends through it, and passes under the lofty ridge of 

Stanedge, through a tunner, nearly three miles long, and by the side of which is a larger 

tunnel, through which passes the Leeds, Dewsbury, Huddersfield and Manchester 

Railway. The church and hamlet of Saddleworth are near the center of the township, 

twelve miles from southwest of Huddersfield. 

 

The principle villages are Dobcross and Delph, distant a mile from each other and from 

five to six miles northeast of Oldham; Junction (now known as Denshaw), two miles 

north of Delph; and Upper Mill (now Uppermill), one mile southeast of Dobcross. The 

others are scattered through picturesque valleys in which are many large cotton mills, &c. 

Saddleworth church (St. Chad) has undergone many reparations. Its tower was rebuilt in 

1746 and the body was enlarged the mostly rebuilt in 1832-1833. Here are also three 

chapels of ease, viz., St. Anneôs at Lydgate; Trinity at Dobcross; and St. Thomasô at Friar 

Mere. The vicar of Rochdale is patron of the four perpetual curaciesé. The Independents 

and the Wesleyan, N.C. and Primitive Methodists have chapels at Delph, Upper Mill, 

Springfield, Greenfield and Baguley. 

 

Fairs are held at Delph on April 24
th
, July 9

th
, and September 24

th
; at Dobcross on the 

second Thursday in March and last Thursday in July; at Upper Mill on the Wednesday in 

Whitsun week and the first Wednesday in October; and at Bentfield on the Tuesday 

before Easteré. Mr. Edmund Travis is the high bailiff and Mr. B. Tweedale assistant 

clerk. Petty Sessions are held every alternate Wednesday at Uppermill. Since May 1853, 

Saddleworth has maintained its poor as a township under the control of the Poor Law 

Commissioners. Mr. James Platt is clerk to the Board of Guardians; Mr. Joseph Harp, 

superintendent registrar; Mr. Owen Platt, relieving officer; and Mr. and Mrs. Radcliffe 

are master and matron of the Workhouse, which has rooms for 120 inmates. 
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The Saddleworth Museum in Uppermill is home to the combined archives of the museum 

itself and those of the Saddleworth Historical Society. Other relevant archives, 

particularly for parish register copies, include the Oldham Local Studies Library and the 

Local Studies Unit of the Manchester Central Library. Saddleworth forms part of 

Yorkshire for census purposes. The Saddleworth Historical Society has surname indexes 

for the arera for each of the censuses from 1851 to 1891. 

 

Chronology: from the Stone Age period there are some signs of early settlement. 

Saddleworth may have been part of a broad path of movement across the Pennines. 

During 72 to 140 A.D. Roman occupation included two small forts [as noted above]. 

Between 930 and 1100 A.D. Saddleworth, as part of the Saxon territory between the 

Ribble and the Mersey, became part of the Diocese of Lichfield. Incorporation was made 

into the Parish of Rochdale (1100 ï 1250), as noted above. The Stapleton family of 

Yorkshire was installed as lords of the manor by the de Lacy overlords. During this time 

it was attached to West Riding in Yorkshire. The first chapel was built. The Manor of 

Hildebrighthorp (Friarmere) was granted to Roche Abbey. Between 1300 and 1350 Quck 

(Quickmere) passed from the de Quick family to the Traffords of Trafford and Staveley 

family of Staveley (Staley). The Shaw estate (Shaw Mere) passed from the Shaw family 

to the Radcliffes of Ordsall. Between 1270-1590 the Manor of Saddleworth with Quick 

passed by marriage to Scargill and later Tunstall families. The manor was sold to 

Ramsdenôs of Huddersfield. From 1543-1649, following the dissolution of the monastery 

system, Friarmere lands were sold to Arthur Assheton of Rochdale and subsequently to 

tenants. From 1657-1791 Farrr family of Ewood and Barnborough Grange in Yorkshire 

were Lords of the Manor. From 1700-1750 increasing growth in domestic woolen 

industry. From 1750-1800 there was rapid growth in the woolen industry. Large numbers 

of water mills were built in the valley bottoms, later use of steam power. Birth and 

growth of ñindustrialò villages spurred on by better communication; sale of the Manor of 

Saddleworth to tenants. From 1800-1950 there was continued industrial growth, after 

which there was a decline in the textile industry; mills closed and were demolished or 

converted to other uses. The modern period has seen a resurgence based around history, 

culture and heritage. 

 

Church History. The principal church of the parish, St. Chadôs, was founded about 1200 

by the Stapleton family, then lords of the manor, under the auspices of the Deans of 

Whalley, rectors of the Church of Rochdale. Patronage was later transferred (with 

Rochdale) to the Cheshire-based Cistercian Abbey of Stanlaw, later to be shifted to the 

Abbey of Whalley in Lancashire. In about 1250, the northern part of the parish, known as 

Hildebrighthorpe (later Friarmere), was gifted to the Roche Abbey, whose monks 

established a grange in the Castleshaw valley. Saddleworth was a chapelry within the 

parish of Rochdale until 1866 when it became an independent parish. 

 

Daughter churches or chapels of ease were established at Heights (St. Thomas, Friarmere, 

1768-1962), Dobcross (Holy Trinity, 1787), Lydgate (St. Ann, 1788), Friezland (Christ 

Church, 1850), Denshaw (Christ Church, 1863), Greenfield (St. Mary, 1875), Delph (St. 

Hilda, 1884), Roughtown, Mossley (St. Johns, 1878), and Scouthead (St. Paul, 1889). 
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Friarmere, Dobcross, Lydgate, Friezland and Denshaw were perpetual curacies until 1866 

when they became parishes. Denshaw was created out of Friarmere parochial chapelry in 

1864, Greenfield and Roughtown, Mossley was created out of Friezland parish and 

Scouthead parish out of Lydgate parish. 

 

Independent chapels were established at Delph in 1746; Springhead, 1807; Uppermill, 

1807; Dobcross, 1871; and Scouthead, 1897. Wesleyan chapels were established at 

Delph, 1781; Uppermill, 1811; Greenfield, 1843; Roughtown, 1857; and Diggle, 1872. 

New Connexion at Delph was established about 1845 and Primitive Methodists at Delph 

in 1871. 

 

Civil Registration: records are now held at Oldham. 

 

Monumental Inscriptions: Saddleworth History Society has published plans of the old 

graveyard and lower graveyard at Saddleworth Church. The Saddleworth Historical 

Society Bulletin has published a number of issue containing transcriptions from the 

Independent Chapel at Delph. 

 

Names: All material about Saddleworth is ridled with a rich variety of the many 

distinctive surnames of the district: Shaw, Lees, Platt, Bradbury, Gartside, Schofield, 

Buckley, Wrigley, Kenworthy, Wood, Whitehead, Mallalieu, Byrom, Milnes, Brierley, 

Seville, Broadbent, Radcliffe, etc. 

 

Newspapers: The main newspaper covering the area of Saddleworth is the Oldham 

Evening Chronicle, formerly known just as the Oldham Chronicle. The Oldham Local 

Studies library contains microfilmed copies of the newpaper and other collections. 

 

Parish Registers: Saddleworth parish registers are generally well-presrved. Registers for 

St. Chadôs extend back to 1613; although entries are incomplete until 1720 with many 

gaps. In addition there are small registers, dating from the mid-eighteenth century, for 

daughter churches at Friarmere, Dobcross, and Lydgate. Non-conformist registers exist 

from about 1780, the most notable being the Independent Chapel, Delph (now in the 

Saddleworth Historical Society archives). 

 

Probate Records: The parish of Saddleworth was part of the diocese of Chester until 

1848, at which time the diocese of Manchester was established. The probate records for 

wills before 1858 will generally be found in the Lancashire Record Office; however, 

some were proved at York and are preserved in the Borthwick Institute at York. 

 

DOCUMENT 91 

 

Fascimilie copy of the tombstone of Mary, wife of Thomas Peregrine, of the Parish of 

Brynteg Chapel, Gorseinon, Glamorgan, who died February 6, 1835, age 77 years; also of 

her son John Peregrine, who died January 5, 1862, age 83 years. 
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This tombstone is that of Mary David, wife of Thomas Peregrin father of Thomas 

Pergrin, father of William Perkins, father of Benjamin Perkins, father of Irene Perkins 

and her siblings and half siblings, etc. 

 

DOCUMENT 92 

 

Death Certificate of Irene Perkins Lyman 

 

Utah State Division of Health, Certificate of Death, Local File Number 29; State File 

Number 143 68 19 2728 Irene Perkins Lyman, Female, Died May 24, 1968, white, age 

74, Birth March 11, 1894, Death Place, San Juan Hospital, Monticello, San Juan County, 

Utah; citizen of the USA; married; surviving spouse Edward P. Lyman; Social Security 

Number 528-14-0318; housewife, residence: 490 North 300 West, Blanding, San Juan, 

Utah 84511; father Benjamin Perkins; mother Sarah Williams; informant: Edward P. 

Lyman, same address; cause of death: pulmonary embolus; time between onset and death 

approximately 4 hours; recent myocardial inf. with failure; diabetes meletus, renal stone, 

recent cerebrovascular accident; no autopsy; physician attended patient from January 5, 

1968 to May 24, 1968; death occurred at 10:10 a.m., signed by DeLamar Gibbons on 

May 28, 1968, attending physician. Burial at Blanding City Cemetery on May 28, 1968, 

Funeral Home Grand Valley Mortuary, 51 North 100 West, Moab, Utah 84532. Local 

Registrar received certificate on June 7, 1968. John E. Brockert, Director of Vital 

Statistics provided photostatic copy of certificate on August 4, 1972. 

 

DOCUMENT 93 

 

State of Utah, Department of Social Services, Division of Health, Vital Statistics, State 

Board of Health File No. 28, State of Utah - Death Certificate No. 452. Please of Death: 

East Ward, Cedar City, Cedar Precinct, Iron County, Utah; Thomas Williams, resident of 

Cedar City, East Ward for the past 40 years, a resident of U.S. for 40 years.; male; white; 

married; wife Annie Anderson; birth November 4, 1853, South Wales; son of Evan 

Williams (born in South Wales), and Mary Davis (born in South Wales); death 2:40 p.m., 

March 21, 1922, age 68 years, 4 months, 16 days; cause of death broncho pneumonia, 

five days duration, with contributory cause influenza of ten days duration; occupation 

farmer; informant Evan E. Williams, Cedar City, Utah, filed April 10, 1922; buried 

March 23, 1922, Cedar City, Utah, Registrar Number 12, Burial Permit 12, Undertaker T. 

J. Jones, Copy from John E. Brockert, Director of Vital Statistics, April 18, 1979. 

 

DOCUMENT 94 

 

Wedding Reception Invitation: Mr. and Mrs. A. Udell Jensen request the honour of your 

presence at the wedding reception and dance for their daughter Myrna and Mr. Kirk 

Lyman on Wednesday, the twenty-eighth of April nineteen hundred and sixty-five from 

eight-thirty to twelve o'clock Fifth Ward L.D.S. Church 845 Grant, Blackfoot, Idaho; 

married in Idaho Falls Temple. 
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DOCUMENT 95 

 

State of Utah, Department of Social Services, Division of Health, Vital Statistics, State 

File No. 70, State of Utah - Registrar's No. 76. Please of Death: Iron County Hospital, 

Cedar City, Iron County, Utah; usual residence of deceased, Cedar City, Iron County, 

Utah; residence of the U.S. 64 years; William Williams, male; white; married; wife 

Rachel B. William, age 71; birth June 16, 1871, Wales; son of Evan Williams (born in 

Wales), and Mary Davis (born in Wales); death 5:30 a.m., December 28, 1943, age 72 

years, 6 months, 12 days; cause of death bronchial asthma, five years duration, with 

contributory cause arterio-sclerosis, ten years duration; occupation farmer and stock 

grower; informant Jane Hunter, Cedar City, Utah, attending physician Reed D. 

Farnsworth, M.D., buried January 3, 1944, Cedar City; Southern Utah Mortuary, Copy 

from John E. Brockert, Director of Vital Statistics, April 18, 1979. 

 

DOCUMENT 96 

 OBITUARY 

 

DeAlton Lyman Loses Fight for Life in Struggle Against Serious Illness. Funeral services 

for DeAlton Lyman, 36, who died of nephritis at the general hospital in Salt Lake City, 

February 2 [1950], were held in the Blanding Ward Chapel Saturday, at 2:00 p.m. Parley 

O. Hurst presided. The Chapel was full of friends and relatives who came to pay their 

respects to this young man who had won the love and admiration of nearly all who knew 

him. His courage and faith in the face of a long enervating illness had been a marvel to 

neighbors and friends who [k]new of his condition. He had been confined to bed for the 

greater part of the time since last September, and had been in several hospitals during that 

time. He spent several days in the hospital at Monticello just prior to going to Salt Lake 

for specialized treatment of the disease that has caused him acute suffering for the past 

several years. 

 

The funeral services were in compliance with what his wishes would have been, and were 

beautiful in their simplicity and sincerity. A singular lack of prostrate grief marked the 

demeanor of the immediate family. The control of their emotions being mute evidence of 

the faith they have of a future meeting, under conditions and circumstances much more 

pleasant. 

 

The music was furnished by the combined Blanding and Grayson Ward Choirs, and 

Joseph Hunt and Hyrum Porter. The two sisters, Rene and Allie, also sang. 

 

The speakers were Kay Lyman, brother, Phillip Hurst, former scout master and life long 

friend, Albert R. Lyman, uncle, and Bishop William E. Palmer, brother of Mrs. Lyman. 

Each of them expressed praise and admiration of the high standards and ideals of both 

DeAlton and his wife. The wonderful control that Kay showed in speaking was mute 

testimony of Divine help at such a trying time. The two sisters sang beautifully, and 

without evidence of weakening under the strain, all adding to the beauty of the ceremony, 

and bearing witness to the motivating force that directs the lives of this fine family. 
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DeAlton Perkins Lyman, was born at Blanding, Utah, November 4, 1913. He lived for a 

short while in Salt Lake City with his family while he was very young, but most of his 

life was spent in Blanding, where he attended the public schools, and the San Juan High 

School. He was the oldest child of Edward Partridge Lyman, and Irene Perkins Lyman, 

both members of old pioneer families in this area. DeAlton was married to Clessa Palmer, 

daughter of Mr. and Mrs. William Z. Palmer, March 19, 1935, in the Salt Lake Temple. 

The young couple made their home in Salt Lake City from 1937 until 1942, when they 

returned to Blanding for the sake of Mr. Lyman's health. They have made their home 

there since that time, where they have been constantly harrassed by the dread disease that 

has been gradually undermining the vitality and strength of the head of the family. 

 

All during his life, and as much as his health would permit he was active in the Mormon 

Church. He belonged to the Grayson Ward and was a member of the 125th Quorum of 

Seventy at the time of his death. 

 

He is survived by his wife and the following children: Gordon D. age 13, Maureen 10, 

Mark E. 5, Lloyd W. 3, and Jed E., a baby of five months. Also surviving are his parents, 

Mr. and Mrs. Edward P. Lyman of Blanding, and the following brothers and sisters: Kay 

P. of Blanding, Edward Robison, also of Blanding, Almond [sic] P., of Portland Ore., 

Mrs. Arthur Morin and Mrs. Allie Platt, both of Provo. 

 

Burial was in the Blanding cemetery. [Photograph included in obituary] 

 

DOCUMENT 97 

 OBITUARY 

 

Vint Perkins Lyman. Blanding. Vint Perkins Lyman, 32, Church worker and choir leader, 

died in Phoenix, Ariz., February 24. Funeral and burial services were in Blanding 

Cemetery Saturday. 

 

Mr. Lyman, the son of Albert R. and the late Mary Ellen Perkins Lyman, was a 

mechanical engineer by occupation and until a few years ago had made his home in 

Blanding. He later moved to Monticello where he went into business with his brothers, 

Carl [Karl] and Platt[e] Lyman. He had lived in Phoenix since late fall, moving there 

because of his health. 

 

He was married July 28, 1939, in the Salt Lake Temple, Church of Jesus Christ of Latter-

day Saints, to Maxine Sharp. 

 

Mr. Lyman was active in Church work, having filled many positions such as ward clerk 

and choir leader. At one time, he was a member of the Tabernacle Choir in Salt Lake 

City. 

 

Surviving besides his widow are six children, Sheree, Larry, Patti, Janeen, Launa, and 

Robyn; two brothers, Carl and Platt Lyman, Monticello; eight sisters, Mrs. Cassie 
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Monson, Murray; Mrs. Enone Davis, Mrs. Klar Bishop, Mrs. Ann McQueen, Mrs. Edith 

Powell, of Salt Lake City; Mrs. Ellen Atkins, Cedar City; Mrs. Alberta O'Brien, Spokane, 

Washington; Mrs. Gwen Smith, Blanding; his father Albert R. Lyman and step-mother 

Gladys Perkins Lyman. [Photograph included in obituary] 

 

DOCUMENT 98 

 OBITUARY 

 

Services held for Blanding matron. Funeral services were held Tuesday afternoon in the 

Blanding Ward Chapel for Mrs. Irene Perkins Lyman, age 74, who died May 24 in the 

San Juan County Hospital following an illness of five months. 

 

Bishop Curtis Jones of the Third Ward conducted the services. The opening prayer was 

by Kirk Nielson with Anthon Black giving the invocation. Sue Zan Lyman, a 

granddaughter, provided the music for the services and a trio consisting of Kay Lyman 

and daughters Mary Kay and Sue Zan sang. Mrs. Gladys Perkins Lyman, a sister, gave 

the life history of Mrs. Lyman. Gordon Platt and Arthur Morin, sons-in-law, both spoke 

as did Karl Lyman, a nephew and Bishop Jones gave the closing remarks. 

 

Musical numbers were provided by the deceased's grandchildren both at the services and 

at the graveside and the grave was dedicated by another grandson, Gordon Lyman. 

 

Art Morin, Brad Morin, Gordon Lyman, Jed Lyman and Charles Lyman, grandsons, and 

John Halliday acted as pallbearers. 

 

Irene Perkins Lyman was born March 11, 1894 in Bluff, Utah, to Benjamin and Sarah 

Perkins. She was a twin, with her sister Ione. When eleven years of age she moved to 

Grayson and became one of the first settlers of the place. She went to Grayson with Mr. 

and Mrs. Albert R. Lyman and their baby Casse and lived there all her life except for a 

short time when the family moved to Salt Lake City. Grayson was later named Blanding. 

 

In 1913 she married Edward P. Lyman in the Salt Lake Temple and had six children, five 

of whom survive. 

 

Mrs. Lyman was very active in the LDS Church and served as a Sunday School teacher, a 

Relief Society visiting teacher, served two Stake Missions with her husband and 

particularly enjoyed being a visiting teacher. 

 

Her husband survives her as do sons Kay, Blanding; Edward R., Moab; Almon, Stockton, 

California; daughters Mrs. Rene Morin, Richmond, Utah and Mrs. Allie Platt of Provo. 

 

In addition she is survived by sisters, Mrs. Sarah Barton of Monticello, Mrs. Gladys 

Lyman of Blanding and Mrs. Edman of Blanding and Mrs. Minera Rowe of Sunland, 

California as well as 43 grandchildren and 12 great-grandchildren. John Perkins of 
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Monticello, Mrs. Ruth Bailey of Mesa and Mrs. Alvira McQuarrie of Michigan survive 

her. They are her half brother and half sisters. 

 

Those who attended the funeral from out of town were Mr. and Mrs. Karl Lyman, Mrs. 

Velyn Stevens, Provo; Mr. and Mrs. Byron Monson, Murray; Mrs. Marvin Bishop, Mrs. 

Evvie Wright and daughter June, Salt Lake City; Mrs. Helen Holyoake, Moab; Miss Patty 

and Miss Margaret O'Brien, Provo; Mrs. Sarah Barton, John Perkins and Mrs. Cornelia 

Perkins, Monticello; Mrs. Ruth Bailey, Mesa; Mr. and Mrs. Merlin, Orem; Mr. and Mrs. 

Charles Hanson, Centerfield; Mr. and Mrs. John Halliday and Mrs. Veda Halliday, 

Flagstaff, Arizona. [Not included, but attending, were Gordon Leavitt Platt and wife Allie 

Lyman Platt; Arthur R. Morin and Rene Lyman Morin, and probably others - Lyman D. 

Platt] 

 

DOCUMENT 99 

 

From California Intermountain News, serving the Mormon colony in Southern California, 

date not indicated, pages 2, 4. 

 

 WEDDING ANNOUNCEMENT 

 

Miss Kynra Gay Dyal and Mr. Gordon Dee Lyman were married in the Los Angeles 

Temple of the Church of Jesus Christ of Latter-day Saints, Thursday morning. The 

couple pledged their marriage vows before President Benjamin L. Bowring who 

officiated. 

 

The couple received some 450 friends and relatives that evening in the garden patio of 

the bride's parents, Mr. and Mrs. Ken W. Dyal at 6907 Dwight Way, San Bernardino, 

California. Mr. and Mrs. Anthon Black of Blanding, Utah, parents of the groom, attended 

the wedding ceremonies in the Temple and were in the receiving line for the reception. 

 

Mark Lyman, brother of the groom, acted as best man and Karen Dyal, the bride's sister, 

was maid of honor. Bridesmaids were Sydney Dyal Wheadon, Sharon Rae Reed, and 

Laurelle Clement. Myrna McEwen Christensen was at the Bride's Book Table. Ushers 

were Timothy and Terence Dyal, brothers of the bride and Jed Black [should be Lyman], 

brother of the groom. 

 

Guests were greeted by uncles of the bride as they entered the flower-decorated garden. 

Greeting were Robroy Quinn, Henry Fulkerson, Ken Fawcett, Komer Dyal, and Donald 

Dyal. 

 

The reception program, directed by Bishop Glenn R. Lewis, included vocal solos by Mrs. 

Grant Bond of Kaysville, Utah. Violin selections during the evening were played by Mrs. 

William D. (Bud) Porter of Alhambra. Traditional organ selections were given by Mrs. 

Zenith Johnson and Mrs. Gerald Quinn. Mrs. Kenneth Fawcett, Mrs. Roy Fulkerson, and 

Miss Kay Hann presided at the gift table. 
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The bride is a graduate of Pacific High School (1956); she received her Associate of Arts 

degree from San Bernardino Valley College and her Bachelor of Science degree from the 

Brigham [Young] University during the last year while studying for her Masters. She 

taught English at Lindbergh Junior High in Long Beach and at Highland Junior High 

before resuming graduate work at Brigham Young. 

 

Gordon Dee Lyman is the son of Mr. and Mrs. Anthon Black of Blanding, Utah. He has a 

Bachelor of Science degree from Brigham Young University where the young couple 

met. He fulfilled a mission for his church in the Southern Brazilian Mission where he was 

assigned for 22 years. He is an employee of the San Juan County in Monticello, Utah, 

where the newlyweds will make their home, following a honeymoon in the Mission Bay-

La Jolla area. 

 

In the family tradition, the groom's cake was prepared in individual wrap for the 

unmarried girls at the wedding reception by Mrs. Ray Mairs. The pieces of cake were 

placed around the beautiful three-tiered bride's cake. Serving at the refreshment table 

were Mrs. William Law and Miss Sharon Fulkerson. 

 

Both the bridesmaids and mothers of the bride and groom wore floor-length formals, and 

the bridesmaids carried long-stemmed pink roses; the entire color motif of the garden 

decoration was pink and white. 

 

It is of interest to note that the young couple are both descendants of the earliest settlers 

of the valley; Mr. Lyman is a direct descendant of Amasa R. [M.] Lyman who, with 

Charles C. Rich, led the pioneers into San Bernardino, and Miss Dyal is a direct 

descendant of John C. Harris, whose family was part of the contingent. [Photograph 

included in the Wedding Announcement] 

 

DOCUMENT 100 

 

Wedding Announcement of Miss Edra Lyman Recites Vows with Aaron Baxter. Miss 

Edra Jeanne Lyman became the bride of Aaron Baxter in a double-ring ceremony at the 

First Baptist Church, Blackfoot, Idaho, on October 2. The Reverend Clifford North of 

Ririe performed the candlelight service. 

 

The bride is the daughter of Mrs. Aleen C. Lyman, Blackfoot and Mr. Edward R. Lyman, 

Blanding, Utah. Mr. and Mrs. John S. Baxter, Blackfoot, are the parents of the groom. 

 

The altar was decorated with baskets of orchid chrysanthemums, white carnations and 

candelabras. Mrs. Noel Row, accompanied by Miss Mildred Johnson, sang ?The Lord's 

Prayer.@ 

 

The bride, who was given in marriage by her brother-in-law, Larry M. Hansen, wore a 

floor-length gown of satin with roses on the shirt matching the scalloped V-neck and 
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long-sleeved lace bodice. Her veil was crowned with a pearl studded tiara. She carried a 

cascading boquet of cymbidium orchids with white and lavender feathered carnations.  

 

Mrs. RaeLeen Hansen, sister of the bride, was matron of honor. Sherrie and Kathy 

Baxter, sisters of the groom, acted as bridesmaids. The attendants wore matching orchid 

dresses and carried colonial bouquets of white chrysanthemums with streamers. 

 

The best man was Larry M. Hansen, brother-in-law of the bride. Ushers were Dennis 

Norwod, Phil Anderson, Roy Hjelm and Darrell Rainsdon. 

 

Following the ceremony, a reception was held in the church recreation room, where the 

wedding party greeted guests. The bride and groom stood under a beautifully decorated 

archway. 

 

Mrs. Leora Melton, sister of the groom, was in charge of the guest book. Assisting with 

the gift table were Miss Vicky Hansen, of Pocatello, Miss Cheryl Jensen, Mrs. Mildred 

Christensen and her daughters, Annette and Marty. 

 

The wedding cake, decorated with satin bells and doves, was displayed on a hand 

crocheted tablecloth made by an aunt, Mrs. Elva Cook, who with her daughter, Mrs. 

Carren Jorgenson, also made the bride's gown. 

 

Guests were served refreshments at tables centered with a carnation floating in a glass 

snifter. Assisting with the refreshments were Mrs. June Baldwin, Mrs. Fred Anderson, 

Mrs. Albert Wright, Mrs. Ronald Norwood, Mrs. Joe Prisock, Mrs. Laurence Lane, Miss 

Denise Browning, Miss Esther Bench, Miss Laura Anderson, Miss Debbie Davis, and 

cousins of the bride, Miss Debbie Cook and Miss Jackie Orr. 

 

Following a honeymoon in Salt Lake City, Utah, the couple is resding in Blackfoot, 

where Mr. Baxter will continue to work until he leaves in January for training in the 

Reserves. [Photograph of the couple accompanies the Wedding Announcement in the 

paper] 

 

DOCUMENT 100A 

 

Wedding Announcement. Mrs. Aleen C. Lyman requests the honour of your presence at 

the marriage of her daughter Edra Jeanne to Mr. Aaron Baxter on Saturday, the second of 

October nineteen hundred and sixty-five at eight o'clock in the evening, First Baptist 

Church, 10 North University, Blackfoot, Idaho. Reception following Ceremony. 

 

DOCUMENT 101 

 

Wedding Announcement taken from the Deseret News and Telegram, Salt Lake City, 

date not indicated. 

 



 122 

Monson-Faust. Friday nuptial rites united in marriage Miss Lani Kay Monson and 

Delano F. Faust. 

 

Following their marriage in the Salt Lake Temple, the couple was honored at a wedding 

breakfast at the home of the bridegroom's mother, Mrs. George A. Faust, 6010 [South] 

23rd East. 

 

Friday evening, the bride's parents, Mr. and Mrs. Byron C. Monson, 583 Downington 

Ave., further feted the newlyweds at a reception in Belvedere Ward, 607 Dowington Ave. 

 

As she greeted guests, the bride was gowned in a floor-length model of lace and tulle 

over satin. The high-necked bodice featured a yoke of tulle and long tapered sleeves. 

 

Her shoulder-length veil was caught to a tiara of pearls. She carried a bouquet of orchids. 

 

Attending the bride were Mrs. S. Lee Lamper, matron of honor; and her sisters, Mrs. 

Keith X. Brown, Mrs. Scott Thomas Lyman, Mrs. Frank M. Coombs, Mrs. Kay R. 

Johnson, and Mrs. Val M. McCleery. 

 

They wore dresses of summer cottons in pastel shades. 

 

The bridegroom's brother, James Faust, was best man. Robert P. Paul ushered. 

 

The bridal couple will honeymoon en route to San Antonio, Texas, where Mr. Faust is 

attending Chiropractic College of Texas. He is a former University of Utah student. He 

completed an LDS Eastern States mission and served a tour of duty with the U.S. Army. 

[Photograph of the bride included with the Wedding Announcement] 

 

DOCUMENT 102 

 

Autobiographical notes written in the pen of Edward Partridge Lyman on a scrap of an 

old envelope with a $.10 Andrew Jensen stamp on it, cancelled, with the ?Bla...@ of 

Blanding visible. I have typed the notes as they were written to preserve the quality and 

style of grandpa Lyman's writing, with some punctuation added for continuity - Lyman 

D. Platt. 

 

My mother told me I had, a, or rather that she & I had trouble in my being born, that my 

head was extry large, and the midwife told her I could not be born ----.  

 

Saw me twice before I was born told midwife, we would live together or die together. So 

I am indebited to her more than usual. The first I remember, I was wearing a colored 

bluss, also that I used to put my hand or rather my fingers over a knot hole in the door 

(west) and could see the bones in my fingers. I remember the house and lot and trees & 

bushes and granery and corralls and shed, milk cows and ditch & cemetary & mountains 

& neighbors & school where our children went. Also Sunday school, and some of our 
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relatives & friends who lived down town. This was all in Scipio, also the store & some 

fields. Also (Pa) coming home from San Juan. But he was a stranger to me and I was 

afraid of him. I slept up stairs. I also remember a man brot a bear to our place [that] was 

on a chain, and would dance when the man sang for him, even remember the (song) he 

sang. Ha, ha, ha. I remember going to Filmore with my mother in a one-horse buggy; the 

horse's name was Moody, named for the man father got him or her from. I remember the 

telephone line along side of the road. I remember the road and the different directions it 

took and ups & downs. I remember Grand mother Robison, she made more of a fuss over 

me than I was used to. Also a cousin Adelia Robison took me with her to school or some 

such a place where she had some friends. I remember their corrall and milk cows. I also 

remember our coral and milk cows & their names - Helf & Brock. And the cow shed. 

Cows minded (ma) who did the milking most of the time. I remember our kids going for 

a walk up in the hills and when we came home we had a little girl baby (Dolly) also when 

we started for San Juan we had two wagons ma drove one with two horses on it their 

names were Buck & John. Buck was grey & was very lazy. John was a dark sorrel and 

was not at all lazy. I liked John but not Buck. We passed a lake a short distance from 

Scipio. It had a small boat on which was painted stripes. I thot it very beautiful. I rode 

with (ma) all the time. (Pa) had two horses and two mules on his wagon. We had some 

loose horses which Albert drove. Small towns. Camp houses. Camp fires. Trackite. Cass 

Heite. Colorad[o] River. Dirty Devil, Ferry, Cas Heite, lunches, Young's, White Canyon, 

All Scouip, Charley Fry. I remember nooning in the Butler, and reaching Bluff ----.  

 

Early in April I learned to ride a horse on the old lazey Buck, who was one of the two 

horses on (ma's) wagon, so I forgave him of all his weaknesses, but I never rode very fast 

nor far. Lucretia and I used to ride him togather, some times Mary also. A few high lights 

in my tiney life in those days was when Pa and Albert would come home off from the 

range. I played a great deal with Lyman & Eddie Nielson. I didn't know what to think of 

the indians. I noticed everything about them. I got me a bow and some arrows. I went 

with Pa to hawl wood -----. 

 

My clothes were all homad [homemade], ma even knit my stockings and made my hat. 

Ma said I looked like a little boy she saw in her dreams. I had the headache -----. 

 

I went to S.S. [Sunday School] and primary and a few parties, but ma never started me to 

school untill I was eight, but she taught [me] to read at home. When I was eight years I 

was baptised in the river by Pa, also confirmed on 12th day of October 1894. I took my 

first trip on the range with Pa at 8 years of age, a few days on Elk Mt. and down to Cow 

tank. I rode a black mare with J.L. on hed [head]. She was just a few degrees ahead of 

Buck. I was not a dashing figure with a cowboy hat and high heeled boots and spurs & a 

pair of Levi over alls. If the Old mare had had a speed ometer I am quite sure she would 

have registered exactly nothing an hour. A humble beginning. But I was very happy to go 

with Pa figuring this was just a beginning. One night we camped at Peavine, and of 

course slept in the open, and next morning there was snow on our bed, enough to make it 

seat heavy and it was hard to get up without getting snow in our bed. 
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DOCUMENT 103 

 

HOME COMING TESTIMONIAL 

Honoring Sister Aneva Galbraith and Sister Rene Lyman 

 

Prelude Music - Joe Hunt and Hyrum Porter 

Opening Song, Congregation: ?High on the Mountain Top@ (p. 131) 

Prayer - Edward P. Lyman 

Scriptural Reading - Kent Black 

Sacrament Song ï Choir:  ?Lord Thou Wilt Hear Me@ 

Sacrament 

Song - Double Mixed Quartette: ?Come Come Ye Saints@ 

Talk (five minutes) - Bishop Palmer 

Talk - Rene Lyman 

Violin Duet - Joe Hunt, Hyrum Porter 

Talk - Aneva Galbraith 

Closing Song - Double Mixed Quartette: ?I Waited for the Lord@ 

Benediction - E. P. Galbraith 

 

DOCUMENT 104 

 

A FAREWELL TESTIMONIAL 

Honoring Elder Reed Lyman Reeve 

 

Farewell Testimonial in honor of Elder Reed Lyman Reeve who has been called to the 

Netherlands Mission to be given in the Douglas Ward 453 South 11th East Street, Sunday 

evening, August 28, 1949 at 5:00 p.m. Voluntary Contributions. [Picture of Elder Reed 

Lyman Reeve] 

PROGRAM 

 

Organ Prelude    Mrs. Louis Baughamn 

Opening Song    Congregation: ?Let Us All Press On@ 

Invocation    Robert Gray 

Sacrament Song   Congregation 

Sacrament Service   Aaronic Priesthood 

Vocal Solo    Grant L. Reeve 

Remarks    Kay L. Stoker 

Remarks    Bishop Eugene P. Watkins 

Violin Solo    Roberta Carlquist 

Remarks    Kenneth E. Weight 

Remarks    Mary L. Reeve 

Remarks    Bishop Alfred C. Nielsen 

Response    Missionary 

Closing Song    Congregation: ?God Speed the Right@ 

Benediction    Stanley Richards 
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MISSIONARIES IN THE FIELD 

 

Richard C. Wood   Canada 

Norville Craven   Great Britain 

Paul C. Andrus   Japan 

William W. Carlston   Norway 

Alan E. Allred    Hawaii 

Richard Harris    Hawaii 

James N. Ward   New England 

Bretnall H. Barlow   Denmark 

Robert T. Martin   France 

Lafayette H. Holbrook  France 

 

DOCUMENT 105 

 

OBITUARY 

 

Date is only partially shown, ...y 2, 1964, probably the Deseret News. Picture of Elder 

Lyman accompanies obituary. Lyman D. Platt 

 

Career Closes - Richard R. Lyman, whose funeral services will be held Friday in Salt 

Lake City. Noted Utahn Dies at 93. 

 

Dr. Richard R. Lyman, 1084 3rd Ave., Salt Lake City, nationally prominent civil 

engineer and educator and former member of the Council of Twelve Apostles of the LDS 

Church, died of causes incident to age Tuesday evening. He was 93. 

 

Dr. Lyman had served as a member of consulting engineer boards on selection of three of 

the seven ?Engineering Wonders of the United States,@ designated by the American 

Society of Civil Engineers. 

 

The three projects were the Grand Coulee Dam and Columbia River Project; the 

Metropolitan Water District of Southern California and the Sanitary District of Chicago. 

 

He founded in 1896 and for 26 years served as head of the department of engineering at 

the University of Utah. 

 

Dr. Lyman surveyed and laid out the University of Utah campus. In 1961 he was named 

emeritus professor of civil engineering by the university. 

 

Dr. Lyman originated the ?Lyman Plan,@ the system of street numbering now used in 

Salt Lake and neighboring valleys. 

 

He served as vice chairman of the Utah Road Commission from 1909 to 1918, and also 

served as vice chairman of the Utah Water Storage Commission. 
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In 1915 Dr. Lyman was awarded the J. James R. Croe Medal by the American Society of 

Civil Engineers for his published study of the flow of streams. 

 

His educational background included graduation from the Brigham Young Academy in 

1891, and from the University of Michigan in 1895, with a B.S. degree in civil 

engineering. 

 

He received a master's degree in civil engineering from Cornell University in 1903, and a 

doctor of philosophy degree from Cornell in 1905. 

 

In 1939 Dr. Lyman was made a life member of the American Society of Civil Engineers, 

and in 1952 was named honorary president of the Utah Society of Professional Engineers. 

 

Besides being a former member of the Council of Twelve Apostles of the LDS Church, 

he had served as president of the LDS European Mission and as a member of the general 

superintendency of the LDS Young Men's Mutual Improvement Association. 

 

He was born November 23, 1870 in Fillmore, a son of Francis M. and Clara Callister 

Lyman. He married Amy Brown in 1896. She died in 1959. 

 

Survivors include a daughter, Mrs. Alexander (Margaret) Schreiner, Salt Lake City; five 

grandchildren; seven great-grandchildren. 

 

Funeral services will be conducted Friday at 12:15 p.m., in the Salt Lake 27th LDS Ward 

Chapel, Fourth Ave. and P Street. 

 

Hugh B. Brown of the First Presidency of the LDS Church will speak at the services. 

Friends may call at 260 E. South Temple tonight from 6 to 8 p.m. and Friday from 10 

a.m. until noon. 

 

Burial will be in the Wasatch Lawn Memorial Park. 

 

DOCUMENT 106 

 

Newpaper clipping from ....nty, Utah [probably Blanding, San Juan County, Utah], 

Thursday, November 7, 1963. No. 41. Pictures of the vehicles involved in the crash are 

included in the article. Lyman D. Platt 

 

Two die in Blanding Crash. Blanding. Two Blanding youth, Loyd Lyman, 16, and 

Raymond Hutchins, 22, died near here Friday morning when the pickup in which they 

were riding slammed nearly head-on into another vehicle, driven by Vernon Rowley, also 

of Blanding, and burst into flames. 

 

Highway Patrol Trooper Claude Lacy said the fatal accident happened near 9 a.m. on 

Utah Highway 47 just north of Blanding. He said the Rowley vehicle was following a 
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truck north and started to turn in at the entrance to the Blanding Sinclair Station. The 

1962 pickup, driven by Lyman with Hutchins as a passenger, was travelling south into 

Blanding and the two vehicles collided almost head-on. 

 

Trooper Lacy said the pickup, according to witnesses, caught fire immediately, 

apparently from a ruptured gas tank. Both youths were dead when they were removed 

from the wreckage. Rowley was taken to San Juan Hospital for treatment of cuts and 

bruises. 

 

Five Fatals. The two deaths now brings the toll on San Juan County highways to five for 

the year. 

 

Funerals. Funeral services for Loyd William Lyman were held Sunday at 3 p.m. in the 

Blanding LDS Chapel. Burial was in the Blanding Cemetery. 

 

Services for Raymond Hutchins were held at the LDS Indian Branch Chapel Monday. 

(See obituaries elsewhere in this issue). 

 

DOCUMENT 106A 

OBITUARY 

 

Services held for crash victims [Photograph of Loyd William Lyman accompanies the 

obituary - Lyman D. Platt] 

 

Funeral services were held Sunday at 3 p.m. in the Blanding LDS Chapel for Loyd 

William Lyman, 16, one of two victims of the traffic accident near Blanding Friday. 

 

Loyd was born March 9, 1947 at Blanding to DeAlton and Clessa P. Lyman. His father 

died a few months before Loyd's third birthday. 

 

Loyd lived in Blanding his entire life and attended the local schools. He was a member of 

the junior class at San Juan High and was on the football squad. He also sang bass in the 

school chorus. 

 

At the age of 13 he achieved the rank of Eagle Scout. He was an active member of the 

Blanding Second Ward Priest Quorum of the Church of Jesus Christ of Latter-day Saints. 

 

Bishop Alexander was in charge of funeral services. The opening song, ?Jesus, Lover of 

My Soul,@ was sung by the San Juan High school chorus. Lyle Johnson, a neighbor and 

the father of Loyd's closest friend, offered the opening prayer. 

 

Cousins Ellis Palmer and Janet Sipe sang ?In the Garden,@ accompanied by Ellis' wife, 

Mabel. Kay Lyman, Loyd's paternal uncle, talked and a cousin Charles Lyman, played a 

piano solo. Clint Palmer, a maternal uncle, also spoke. 
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Closing remarks and family appreciation were expressed by Bishop LaRay Alexander. 

The closing prayer was offered by Loyd's step-grandfather, Edson Black. 

 

At the Blanding Cemetery an all-state UEA double mixed quartet, of which Loyd had 

been a member, sang ?Abide With Me.@ The grave was dedicated by paternal 

grandfather Edward P. Lyman 

 

Pallbearers were Norman Johnson, Mike Jones, Charles Lyman, Jay Palmer, Glenn 

Patterson and Dennis Guymon. 

 

Survivors include Loyd's mother Clessa Black; stepfather Anthon Black; sister Maureen 

Holliday; brothers Gordon, Mark and Jeff; half brothers Jeffrey and Duane; step-brothers 

Neil and Nickey; step-sister Sharlet Sheppard; and grandparents Edward and Irene 

Lyman and Rebecca Palmer. 

 

DOCUMENT 107 

OBITUARY 

 

Services held for Evan Barton. [Picture accompanies obituary; no indication of paper or 

date included with clipping, but it was 1964 - Lyman D. Platt] 

 

Evan Hugh Barton, 39, died Saturday, January 16, at the San Juan hospital of Hodgkins 

disease. Funeral services were held Tuesday in the Monticello LDS Chapel. 

 

Speakers were Norma S. Barton, Dale Shumway, Wesley Norton, and Albert R. Lyman. 

President Rex Johnson conducted the services and gave brief remarks. A male chorus, 

Grant Bronson, Wyman Redd, Doyle Rowley, Reid Davis, Joy Foy, and Buckley 

Christensen, sang ?Oh, My Father,@ and ?Through Deeping Trials.@ ?King of Glory@ 

was sung by Herma Johnson, Clyda Christensen, and Nereece Johnson. 

 

The prayers were by A. B. Barton and James O. Murray. Burial was at the Mountain 

View Cemetery in Eastland where a ladies chorus sang ?Abide With Me.@ The 

dedicatory prayer was by Harris Shumway. 

 

Evan Hugh Barton was born June 21, 1925 in Monticello the son of George Franklin and 

Sarah Perkins Barton. He was a farmer and a lifelong resident of Monticello and 

Eastland. An active member of the Church of Jesus Christ of Latter-day Saints, he served 

two years as a missionary in the East Central States. For more than seven years he was 

president of the Eastland Branch of the LDS Church. He served in the U.S. Army 

receiving a medical discharge for a heart condition. 

 

He married Norma Shumway November 7, 1950 in the Arizona Temple. They were the 

parents of eight children. 
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Survivors are his wife, Norma; his mother, Sarah Barton; eight children, Bodell, Callie, 

Dawn, Kymm, Becky, Evan Jed, Audra, Jann, and George Leonard; and four sisters, 

Thora Norton, Logan; Oral Johnson, Eastland; Eloise Mahon, Blanding; and Afton Frost, 

Monticello. 

 

DOCUMENT 108 

OBITUARY 

 

John M. Powell, 46, KSL Engineer, Dies [Picture and ?In Memorium@ accompany the 

obituary; there is no indication of the date or newspaper's name - Lyman D. Platt] 

 

John Malan Powell, 46, 1695 S. 50 West, Bountiful, technical operations engineer for 

KSL, died in Salt Lake hospital Monday [April 13 written in] at 5:50 a.m. of cancer. 

 

A veteran radio man and one of the oldest employes [sic] in length of service at KSL, he 

had joined the broadcasting firm in May 1939. 

 

A member of The Church of Jesus Christ of Latter-day Saint[s] he was a member of the 

Bountiful South Stake High Council. 

 

He also was active in the Scouting program and has served in the Church Mutual 

organization and as ward clerk and financial clerk. He was president of the Bountiful 

Parent-Teacher Association and served with the Community Chest and other civil 

organizations. 

 

Mr. Powell was born September 19, 1917, in Ogden, a son of Jack and Veta Malann 

Powell. He was educated in Ogden and Salt Lake schools and attended the University of 

Utah for more than three years. 

 

He married Edith Lyman, April 15, 1942, in the Salt Lake Temple. During World War II 

he served with the Marines in Asia. 

 

Survivors include his widow; his mother and stepfather, Veta and Louis 

Dromen[torn]...Bruce, and a sister, Catherine L. Wilcox, all of Bountiful, and his father, 

of California. 

 

Funeral services will be held Wednesday at 1 p.m. in Bountiful South Stake Center, 640 

S. 750 East, Bountiful. Friends may call Tuesday 7 to 9 p.m. and Wednesday before 

services at Union Mortuary, 2nd North and Main, Bountiful. 

 

The family suggests donations be sent to cancer research. 
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IN MEMORIAM  

 

The Bountiful Elementary Parent and Teacher Association have planted twelve beautiful 

new trees on the school grounds. These trees have been planted in memory of John M. 

Powell, Bountiful Elementary P.T.A. President for this school year, who died April 13, 

1964. It is the hope of the Association, that the P.T.A. like the trees, shall grow and that 

each year its branches may bring good into the lives of our children. Your P.T.A. Officers 

 

DOCUMENT 109 

OBITUARY 

 

Joseph A. Lyman, Jr. [from the Deseret News, page 12 B, no date indicated with the 

clipping; picture accompanies the obituary - Lyman D. Platt] 

 

Mayfield, Sanpete County. Joseph Alvin Lyman, Jr., 78, Mayfield, died Sunday after a 

lingering illness at his residence, 739 E. 9th South, Salt Lake City. Born October 27, 

1885, Oak City, Millard County, to Joseph A. and Nellie Grayson Roper Lyman. Married 

Livina Hunter, Manti Temple, Church of Jesus Christ of Latter-day Saints, February 1, 

1905. She died November 8, 1941. Married Rachel Perkins, June 4, 1948. She died 

August 21, 1958. Farmer. Member LDS Church; filled mission in Northwestern States, 

1910-1912. Former bishop Mayfield LDS Ward. City council member four years. 

Survivors: six sons, four daughters, Evan H., Butte, Montana; Glen H., Grantsville; 

Joseph H., Nephi; Emery H., Orange Vale, California; Carl H., Murray; Clisbee H., and 

Mrs. Alma (May) Hansen, both of Salt Lake City; Mrs. Orlin (Fern) Hansen, Mayfield; 

Mrs. James (Genevieve) Jorgensen, Ephraim; Mrs. Vernel (Ava) Hansen, Nephi; 40 

grandchildren; 45 great-grandchildren; brothers, sisters, Henry, Manti; Wayne, Pocatello, 

Idaho; Don, Centerfield, Sanpete County; Ezra, Mrs. Carlie Waddopps, both Milford, 

Millard County; Mrs. Eliza Bond, Salt Lake City; Mrs. Angie Church, St. George. 

Funeral Thursday, 1 p.m., Mayfield LDS Ward Chapel. Friends call at home of Mrs. 

Orlen Hansen Wednesday, 6-9 p.m., and Thursday prior to services. Burial, Mayfield 

Cemetery. 

 

DOCUMENT 110 

WEDDING INVITATION  

 

Terry Lyman-Kirk Thornton. Mr. & Mrs. Edward R. Lyman, and Mr. & Mrs. Mayo 

Thornton, request the pleasure of your company at the Wedding of Terry and Kirk, to be 

held Saturday, August 4, 1962, time 6:30, at 202 ?I@ Street, Salt Lake City. 

 

DOCUMENT 111 

BIRTH ANNOUNCEMENT 

 

Larry Kenneth, arrived 7:32 a.m., March 9, 1962, weight 7 lbs. 92 oz., parents: RaeLeen, 

Larry Hansen. 
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DOCUMENT 112 

OBITUARY 

 

Death Claims Carol Raile, 75, at home [No newspaper, nor date indicated in clipping; 

photograph accompanies obituary - Lyman De Platt] 

 

Mrs. Carol B. Raile, 75, 1642 Emerson Ave. (1485 South), prominent businesswoman, 

and Utah public health worker, died Monday of a heart ailment at 3 p.m. at her home. 

 

Mrs. Raile established Provo's first public health clinic in 1929, and for her outstanding 

work in polio was named Utah County's Mother of the Year in 1950. 

 

Active in the Utah Business and Professional Women's Assn., she served as state health 

and safety chairman. 

 

Mrs. Raile studied nursing at Brigham Young University and obtained her registered 

nurse's degree from Provo General Hospital in 1912. 

 

She also did graduate work at the universities of Utah, Minnesota, and Oregon. 

 

She served four terms as a member of the Utah State Nurses Assn. board and had been 

active on the board of Utah State Tuberculosis Assn. and the Utah State Heart Assn. 

 

Mrs. Raile was born January 31, 1888, in Bluff, San Juan County, a daughter of Hanson 

and Mary Ann Durham Bayles. She married Francis F. Raile October 6, 1917. 

 

Survivors are husband; one son and daughter, Dr. Richard B. Raile, Minneapolis, Minn.; 

Mrs. Claude E. (Barbara) Summerhays, Salt Lake City, and five grandchildren. 

 

Also surviving are five brothers and three sisters, Mrs. Velyn B. Stevens, Provo; Mrs. J. 

Lindsay (Mary) Holt, Kamas; Mrs. Charles D. (Adelia) Gold, Weston L., and Dr. Wesley 

L. Bayles, all Salt Lake City; De L. Bayles, Mesa, Arizona; Grant L. and S. Lyman 

Bayles, both of Blanding. 

 

Funeral services will be held Thursday noon in the Berg Mortuary chapel, Provo. 

 

DOCUMENT 113 

 

Broadside Crash. Parowan, Iron County. A broadside collision on a slippery road killed 

an elderly man and sent four women to the hospital with serious injuries Tuesday. 

 

Dead is Willard Perkins, 75, Cedar City, who apparently died instantly. Injured were: 

Mrs. Ortell Rasmussen, 56, head injuries and possible internal injuries, in ?critical@ 

condition; Mrs. Ruby Matheson, 49, Parowan, severe lacerations, ?satisfactory;@ Mrs. 



 132 

Doris S. Pritchard, 45, Parowan, head lacerations, also ?satisfactory;@ Mrs. Edna M. 

Malone, fractured leg, lacerations, ?fair@ condition. 

 

All are under treatment at the Valley View Medical Center, Cedar City. 

 

Mr. Perkins was driver of a southbound vehicle that apparently went out of control on 

snowy U.S. 91 four miles south of Parowan about 5 p.m., said Utah Highway Patrol 

Trooper Bill Burch. 

 

The car skidded into a northbound auto, driven by Mrs. Matheson. The other women 

were passengers in the car. [This newspaper clipping is apparently from the 1960's but 

does not have a date, or newspaper name with it - Lyman De Platt] 

 

DOCUMENT 114 

OBITUARY 

 

Gene L. Gardner. Delta, Millard County. [Obituary has a photograph accompanying it, 

but no newspaper or date is attached, nor is the deceased's name given. She was a Lyman 

- Lyman De Platt] 

 

Mrs. Gene Lovell Gardner, 67, died Wednesday at 2:55 p.m. in her home after a long 

illness. Born September 7, 1896, Oak City, Millard County, to John E. and Harriet Jane 

Lyman. Married to E. Eugene Gardner, July 11, 1917, Manti Temple, Church of Jesus 

Christ of Latter-day Saints. Survivors: husband, sons, daughters, Edward L. Gardner, 

Canoga Park, California; Mrs. Harry (Artemisia) Rolls, Mrs. Kenneth A. (Murial) Hayes, 

William H., Larry L., Ronald E. Gardner, all Salt Lake City; John N. Gardner, Santa 

Cruz, California; 20 grandchildren; 2 great-grandchildren; brother, sisters, Clark, Lulu, 

Oak City; Mrs. Malin (Angelyn) Mecham, Tropic, Garfield County; Mrs. Jefferson 

(Belva) Jones, Delta. Funeral Saturday, 11 a.m., Delta First LDS Ward Chapel. Friends 

call LDS Relief Society Saturday 9:30 a.m. until service. Burial, Delta Cemetery. 

 

DOCUMENT 115 

OBITUARY 

 

[Handwritten above obituary is Died January 9, 1964; photograph accompanies obituary - 

Lyman De Platt] 

 

Elizabeth Robison. Mrs. Elizabeth Adelia (Delia) Robison, 89, 626 7th East, died 

Thursday 4:15 p.m. in a Salt Lake hospital of causes incident ot age. 

 

Born June 13, 1874, in Fillmore, a daughter of Albert and Elizabeth Marshal Robison. 

Married David Robison, September 23, 1891, in the Manti Temple, Church of Jesus 

Christ of Latter-day Saints. He died February 1918. Teacher for 15 years at Millard Stake 

Academy. Member of Millard Stake Primary Board and served as Relief Society teacher. 
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Survivors: son, A. Dee; two daughters, Mrs. Evangelyn R. Rasmussen, both Fillmore, 

and Mrs. Hylda R. Gaer, Salt Lake City; 11 grandchildren; 19 great-grandchildren. 

 

Funeral Monday 1 p.m., 124 4th East, where friends may call Sunday from 7 to 9 p.m. 

Additional services Tuesday 1 p.m. in Fillmore First Ward Chapel, where friends may 

call before services. Burial Fillmore City Cemetery. 

 

DOCUMENT 116 

BABYS RECORD 

 

Baby book of Lyman De Platt, recorded by Allie Lyman Platt, mother. Baby's Arrival 

Date: June 10, 1943; Day: Thursday; Hour: 7:30 p.m.; Weight: 6 lbs., 10 oz.; Length: 

192 inches. Doctor: Wesley Bayles; Nurse: Fern Sitton, R.N. 

 

Birth Announcement: I've come to live with Mr. & Mrs. G. L. Platt. My name is Lyman 

De. I weigh 6 pounds 10 oz. My hair is dark my eyes are dark. I arrived on June 10, 1943. 

 

We Named the Baby: Lyman De Platt; Father: Gordon Leavitt Platt; Mother: Allie 

Lyman Platt. 

 

Memorable Dates: First Smile: July 7, 1943; First Tooth: November 1, 1943; First Crept: 

January 1, 1944; First Stood Up Alone: January 27, 1944; First Step: March 18, 1944. 

 

Genealogy: Father: Gordon Leavitt Platt; Grandfather: Joseph Platt; Great-Grandfather: 

Benjamin Platt; Great-Grandmother: Mary Greaves; Grandmother: Clarissa Josephine 

Leavitt; Great-Grandfather: Jeremiah Leavitt; Great-Grandmother: Mary Ellen 

Huntsman; 

 

Mother: Allie Lyman; Grandfather: Edward Partridge Lyman; Great-Grandfather: Platte 

DeAlton Lyman; Great-Grandmother: Adelia Robison; Grandmother: Irene Perkins; 

Great-Grandfather: Benjamin Perkins; Great-Grandmother: Sarah Williams. 

 

First Year Developments: Kicks and tries to turn over: August 30, 1943; Holds head up 

alone: about June 14; laughs aloud: July 20, 1943; creeps: January 1, 1944. Baby Grows 

So Big: 1 week 1 ft. 72 inches; 1 month 1 ft, 8 3/4 inches; 4 months, 2 feet, 3\4 inches; 5 

months, 2 feet, 12 inches; 7 months, 2 feet, 3 3\4 inches; 8 months, 2 feet, 32 inches; 9 

months, 2 feet, 32 inches; 1 year 2 feet, 6 inches; 12 years, 2 feet, 72 inches; 2 years, 2 

feet, 8 inches. 

 

First snapshots: Taken by mother and Aunt Rene, July 4th [photograph included]; Baby 

resembles: looks mostly like himself. Has head like Grandpa Lyman. Dark like mother. 

Chin like Dad's. Resembles Uncle Roland some. 

 



 134 

Weight: 4 weeks, 8 lbs. 2 oz.; 3 months, 13 lbs. 5 oz.; 4 months, 15 lbs.; 5 months, 162 

lbs.; 7 months, 17 lbs. 12 oz.; 8 months, 18 lbs. 7 oz.; 9 months, 18 lbs.; 14 months, 222 

lbs.; 18 months, 25 lbs.; 21 months, 26 lbs.; 3 years, 32 lbs. 

 

Gifts for birthday, June 10, 1944: book, sweater. 

 

Health Record: 2nd year: chicken pox; 4th year: tonsilectomy;  

 

Baby's First Trip: On June 19, came home from Moab with Mother, Iris, Timmy & Nurse 

Fern Sitton to Monticello. With Grandpa and Grandma Lyman to Blanding. First long 

trip: On August 2nd left Blanding with mother. Came to Salt Lake on train. Left the night 

of the 5th on the U.P. Challenger and came to Chicago, then changed trains and came to 

Madison, Wisconsin to be with Dad. Arrived August 7 at 5:00 p.m. Came by Pullman. 

Got the colic a few times and cried a little, but stood the trip pretty well for a little feller. 

 

Notes: You were tiny and red when you were born. Your dad and mother would look at 

you and found it hard to realize you were theirs. They loved you from the first moment - 

more each time they would see you. Your skin was quite red for some time. Your hair 

was black - not a whole lot on top, but quite long in the back. We couldn't decide what 

color your eyes were. It seemed they changed from dark blue to almost black. Dad stayed 

in Moab with you and mommie for four days, then had to go back to the Army to report 

at McChord Field, Washington. You got along fine and came home to Grandpa and 

Grandma Lyman's on your 9th day. Aunt Rene was home and everyone thot you were a 

pretty nice boy. For the first week or so you kept mother, Aunt Rene or Grandma up part 

of each nite. But after getting adjusted you slept better. However, you did cry quite a bit 

during the day and we held you too much for your own good. When you came to 

Wisconsin you had a more definite schedule and got over quite a bit of your crying. You 

developed quite a little temper of your own and really let us know your wishes. Your dad 

and mother enjoyed so much being together and having you with them. They were 

thrilled with each little new thing you did. Soon after coming to Wisconsin you found 

your hands and played with them. Then you noticed your rattle when we held it for you. 

At 3 months you were very observant and noticed things all around and followed us 

around the room with your eyes. 

 

September 5, 1943. You ate your first cereal. September 12. Started having cereal twice a 

day. You like it now, but you didn't at first. September 19. You started eating vegetables. 

You really liked the carrots you had today. September 25. You changed from your size 0 

shoes to your size 1 shoes. They look so cute, and you are growing so much. September 

25. Today you rolled all over the bed. October 14. Untied your shoelace and played with 

it. November 1. First tooth came through. November 4. Tooth covered up again. 

November 18. Attended first birthday party for Richard Rumer. You sat in your high 

chair and watched the other children eat cake and ice cream. November 20. You left 

Madison with mother. Got in Salt Lake the morning of the 22nd. Went to Richfield for a 

few days, then on to Blanding. Daddy came on the 10th. December 5. Lower front right 

tooth came thro. 
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DOCUMENT 117 

 

History of Joseph D. Mathews, probably written by Gladys Perkins Lyman; some 

punctuation has been changed - Lyman D. Platt] 

 

Joseph D. Mathews was born September 20, 1819 in Parish of St. Davids, Treboth, 

Glamorganshire, Wales, son of Thomas Mathews and Mary Davis. His parents were both 

natives of South Wales and had seven sons and three daughters. His father was a coal 

miner. Joseph, when eight years old commenced work with his father in the coal mines of 

the locality nearby. 

 

He spent his early youth and boyhood in and around his native village; being compelled 

to work, assisting to maintain the large family. He received a very limited education. At 

the age of 21 he married Ann Roberts of Treboeth, in September 1840, by which issue 

they had twelve children. Being of a skeptical turn of mind, rather inclined toward 

infidelity, Joseph had never identified himself with any religious denomination, and cared 

little for any kind of religion until he heard the Gospel preached by his cousins, Hopkin 

and David Mathews in the spring of 1844, and he became converted to the truth and 

accepted baptism [in The Church of Jesus Christ of Latter-day Saints] September 22, 

1844, being then 25 years of age. 

 

Becoming a very active member in his duties in the Church, he was ordained an Elder in 

the priesthood in December 1844 by Elder Abel Evans and sent out into the ministry 

laboring diligently and faithfully in dissiminating the truth. He possessed a fine spiritual 

nature and great faith and was often called to minister to the sick who received blessings 

under his administration. He became the president of a large and flourishing branch of the 

Church in the city of Swansea. 

 

In February 1852, he concluded to emigrate and leave his native land for Utah, with his 

wife and one son, Thomas. They left Liverpool on the sailing vessel Ellen Maria, in the 

first company sent forward by the Perpetual Emigration Fund Company via New Orleans 

to Council Bluffs, and overland in oxtrain under command of Captain A. O. Smoot's 

Company, arriving in Salt Lake City, Utah, September 3, 1852, being eight months 

making the journey. 

 

Their first temporary home was on 5th West between 2nd and 3rd North, later in 1856, 

they built a home on 4th West, 2nd and 3rd North. The family suffering [suffered] the 

trials and privations incident to pioneer life. He saw service in the Indian Wars and other 

uprisings, including the exodus in 1857-1858 with citizens of Salt Lake [when they] had 

to move south. The family went to Lehi, returned the following year. Joseph was a 

member of the Veteran Artillerymen's Association to the time of his death. He was also 

an employee in the service of the Public Works for over 30 years in the construction of 

the St. George Temple, Salt Lake Temple, Tabernacle and other structures belonging to 

the Church and many other edifices and home buildings in the City. In 1868 he yielded 

obedience to the principal of plural marriage by marrying Ruth Perkins by whom he had 
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16 children. He died August 27, 1904, in his 84th year with absolute assurance that his 

works were pleasing unto God and entitled him to a resurrection with the just. Speakers at 

the funeral were Apostle John Henry Smith and Joseph E. Taylor, who had known him 

for half a century. He left a wife and 9 children, 19 grandchildren and 17 great-

grandchildren to continue his name and work. 

 

DOCUMENT 118 

 

[History written by Glady P. Lyman, who signed the one-page document, type-written, 

single spaced - Lyman De Platt] 

 

William Pergrin. When Thomas Pergrin married Ann Mathews on the 3rd of May 1808, 

he was already father of a son, born out of wedlock to himself and Ann Evans, whom 

they called William. William was born on the 16th of February, and some records give 

the date of the year as 1805 and other records as 1807. He was raised by Thomas Pergrin 

and his wife Ann Mathews. From all reports he was loved and respected as an elder son 

and brother by his father, step-mother, and all ten children that came to bless that home. 

Anything that William said or did was a worthy example to be followed by one and all. 

 

There is little recorded that I have been able to find about William. In a brief history 

written by Joseph Perkins of his own life, he says that William was baptized into the 

Church in 1843, two years before his parents accepted the gospel and became members. 

And in some records we find the date of his baptism as October 23, 1844. 

 

William married Jane Mathews and to that union were born fourteen children: Thomas, 

John, Mary, William, Joseph, Ann, Benjamin, David, Elizabeth, Ruth, Hyrum, Naomi, 

Martha, and Daniel, and they adopted a boy Daniel Morgan. I said there were fourteen 

children born to them, but I have heard my own father, Benjamin Perkins, say that his 

mother gave birth to 21 children. Why, oh why, didn't some one make record of those 

births and deaths and other important things? Are we that are descended from those 

people making the records of the events in our lives that would be of interest to our 

posterity? I sincerely hope that we are and will do so. 

 

Not long after the family became members of the Mormon Church, the spirit of enmity 

and persecution was so strong against them that none of them could procure a day's work 

anywhere, and soon they were in destitute circumstances and were sent to the poor house. 

When officials investigated and found that they were not only able to work but were very 

eager to do so, they were released from the poor house and work was found for them, 

even for Ben, only six years old, who was sent into the mine to carry water to the miners. 

 

When John Taylor, who afterwards became President of the Church, was in Wales as a 

missionary (he used to stay at the home of Thomas Pergrin), he suggested that the name 

be changed from Pergrin to Perkins; so about 1849 the name was changed. 
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As the years went by the urge to join the Saints in Utah became so strong that some of the 

members of the family pooled their resources and took boat for the USA. They came in 

order to earn money so they might bring the rest of the family. They sent their combined 

earnings for the rest of the family, and on the 23rd day of August 1869 the first train to 

ever roll into the city of Ogden, carried the rest of the William Perkins family. I picture in 

my mind that reunion and am filled with deep emotions of gratitude to those people for 

making it possible for me to be born here in America, the land of the free and the brave, a 

land choice above all other lands. 

 

The Perkins family moved to Cedar City after going to the Temple in Salt Lake City 

where they had their temple endowments done on October 4, 1869 and where they 

witnessed the marriage of their son Benjamin to Mary Ann Williams. 

 

William was of a very retiring nature, but an energetic, industrious man and as far as I 

can learn a faithful, humble man to the end which came the fourth of January 1876 in 

Cedar City. Gladys P. Lyman (signed) 

 

DOCUMENT 119 

 

BRIEF SKETCH OF THE LIFE OF RUTH PERKINS 

 

[This document may have been written by Benjamin Perkins It is one and a half pages, 

single spaced, typewritten - Lyman De Platt] 

 

Ruth Perkins ... was the daughter of William Perkins and Jane Mathews and was born 

September 3, 1849 at the little town of Treaboth [Treboeth], two miles out from Swansea 

in Glamorganshire, South Wales, and being the 10th child in a family of 14, her 

opportunities for an education were very limited and her father being a collier by trade 

and his time being regularly occupied, his wages would afford only an ordinary living, 

but when he became a Mormon, the influence of his over-pious Methodist associates was 

brought to bear so forcibly upon him that he was forced to surrender his position, which 

entailed much destitution and suffering upon his family. 

 

Her parents both being in the Church before her birth, she was brought up under that 

influence and was herself baptized at the age of 8 years and has been an ardent advocate 

of the principles of the faith she espoused at that early day, nearly sixty years ago. [This 

would indicate that this historical sketch was written about 1917.] 

 

At the age of 16 she became a victim of cholera and came very near dying, but while her 

associates were dying all around her within a few minutes after an attack of it, she 

escaped only through the power of faith and special administrations, under the hands of 

David Rhees, one of the three noted preachers who had become converts to Mormonism, 

previous to that time. 
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She sailed for America from Liverpool, June 21, 1867 on the ship Manhatten in a 

company of 480 Saints, under the direction of Archibald N. Hill, arriving at New York, 

July 4th and to North Platte, a station of the Union Pacific, 391 miles west of Omaha, 

from whence they traveled by ox-team, in the Company of Leonard C. Rice, leaving there 

August 8th and arriving in Salt Lake City October 5, 1867; and she commenced to work 

out in private families and continued to do so until her marriage March 7, 1868 in the Salt 

Lake Endowment House, to Joseph D. Mathews, as his second living wife. She preferred 

that order of marriage and lived in peace in the same house with his first wife seven 

years, when she had a house of her own, but frequently went back to help in case of 

sickness. 

 

She remained in Salt Lake City till after the birth of her 16 children and witnessed the 

baptism of her youngest, Mary L., in the Public Font. 

 

In 1904 the family moved to the Pleasant View Ward, arriving there March 10th with her 

husband an invalid in his 85th year. He died there August 27th of the same year, leaving 

her with four children yet unmarried. 

 

Her integrity and devotion to the Church has continued through all these years and her 

labor in its cause has been extended as the care and responsibility of a large family would 

permit, her work in the Relief Society reaching back to its incipiency in Salt Lake City, 

laboring as a visiting teacher, which labor she has continued in the Pleasant View Ward 

for many years. 

 

While her lifeôs experiences have afforded many rays of pleasant sunshine, she has also 

had her seasons of sorrow, all tending, however, to develop nobility of character. In her 

family of 16 children, she has witnessed the spirits of 9 of them depart this life, 7 of them 

with diphtheria and one with whooping cough and one in convulsions. 

 

Living near the Salt Lake Temple so many years, she and her husband have done a great 

amount of temple work and have opened the prison doors to hundreds of spirits, kindred 

and others, who no doubt in future years will greet her with happy rejoicings, augmenting 

the Stars to her crown of Eternal Glory. 

 

DOCUMENT 120 

 

[The History of Joseph Perkins is written on lined paper, in the hand of one of his 

children, two pages, single spaced; it has been left as written except for some added 

punctuation - Lyman De Platt] 

 

HISTORY OF JOSEPH [THOMAS] PERKINS 

 

Our family name was Pergrin and remained till between 1849 and 1852 when our family 

took the name of Perkins. Thomas Pergrin my paternal grandfather I saw him when I was 

a small boy and he died in February 1823 in the Parish of Laughor, Glamorganshire, 
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Wales. Mary Antony [Anthony] my grandmother (Thomas Pergrin's wife) died in the 

year 1833. I was acquainted with my grandmother. My grandparents bore a good 

charactor. My grandfather was a religious man, an Independent and a deacon of two 

churches, one in Slandlo the other in Crossin near Skatty [Sketty]. These churches were 

seven miles apart and was in Glamorganshire. Their children as far as I remember were 

John Pergrin, Thomas Pergrin, Hopkins Pergrin, Mary Pergrin, Ann Pergrin, and 

Catherine Pergrin. My grandfather Thomas Pergrin had a brother named Oliver Pergrin. 

He had a son name Thomas Pergrin, and he also had a son named Thomas. 

 

Grandfather's brother was also an Independent. My father Thomas Pergrin was born in 

the year 1780 in Glamorganshire, Wales. My father married my mother Ann Mathews 

who was four years older than my father and was therefore born in 1784 [obviously she 

was born in 1776 if she was four years older - Lyman De Platt]. Their children were 

William Pergrin born in the year 1805, Ann Pergrin born 1808, Thomas Pergrin born in 

1811, Margaret Pergrin born in 1814, Mary Pergrin born in 1817, Joseph Pergrin born 

Sunday, September 24, 1820, Mary Pergrin 2nd, born in 1823, Ruth Pergrin born in 1826, 

Elizabeth Pergrin born in 1829, Kattie Pergrin born in 1833. We were all born in 

Laughor, Glamorganshire, Wales. 

 

My maternal grandmother kept a public house called the Trap. She had lived there about 

seventy years, and buried her husband when my mother was about seven years old. This 

grandmother was robbed when she was eighty-eight years old of , 11,000. She had made 

a will for me to have , 7,000 and my sister Margaret , 7,000. She died shortly after the 

robrey [robbery]. 

 

This is just as my father has written it. This is but a small part of his history but I thought 

it was all that would interest you. 

 

DOCUMENT 121 

 

[The following history is typewritten on a old style genealogy-length sheet, 82 by 14. It 

includes a picture of the family of Joseph Thomas Perkins and Margaret Martin: Edward 

M., Lorenzo M., Nephi M., David Alma, Joseph M., Celia Jane, and Margaret Selvia 

Morrison; some punctuation and spelling has been corrected - Lyman De Platt.] 

 

JOSEPH THOMAS PERKINS 

 

On September 24, 1820 at Loughor, Glamorganshire, South Wales, the fifth child in a 

family of ten children was born to Thomas and Ann Perkins. They called him Joseph 

Thomas, and he with the rest of the children learned to speak both the Welsh and English 

language[s]. At the age of eight years Joseph went into the mines to work where he 

earned or was paid the sum of six pence, until at the age of eleven his wages were raised 

and he received a shilling and two pence a day. 
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Joseph writes that he was very small for his age until about 19 years old when he grew 

six inches in six months, again his wages were raised and he received the munificent sum 

of one shilling six pence a day. In the story of his life that he wrote, Joseph tells of some 

tragic and faith promoting experiences. At one time he was asleep and having a terrible 

dream. He was awakened by his bedfellow, Elder John Taylor, who later became 

President of the Church, who asked the cause of his distress. Joseph related the dream 

and was advised by Elder Taylor not to go to the mines that day. At seven (he should 

have gone to work at five), his father called to say the mine was on fire. Another time he 

went out selling gospel tracts instead of going to the mine, [and] an explosion [occurred] 

and many were killed that day, among them about 19 Elders. 

 

Joseph married Margaret Martin on Christmas day 1852 and their first child was born 

June 9, 1854. I should have said that he was baptized into The Church of Jesus Christ of 

Latter-day Saints by Elder David Evans and confirmed by him the 27th of April 1846. In 

the fall of 1851, he was ordained an Elder by James Ellis and called to preside over the 

Armback Branch, later being called as a home missionary to visit Merthyr Tydfil, 

Dowlais, Ramney, Brecon, Cardiff, Cowbridge, Irwin and Aberdare. 

 

In 1855 he was released to sail for Zion. They left Liverpool on April 17th on the ship 

Chimborazo, with a company of 431 Saints with Edward Stevenson as their captain, and 

landed in Philadelphia May 21st. After two days in Philadelphia they took the train to 

Pittsburg, then a boat down the Ohio River, up the Mississippi and Missouri rivers to 

Atchison. From there they went to Mormon Grove and from there they went with the 

Charles A. Harper company across the plains to Utah. They reached Salt Lake City on 

October 31st, from there they moved to North Ogden. 

 

The trials of that trip across the plains are too many to relate here, but the faith and works 

of Joseph Perkins are a testimony that has greater strength than mere words: not only of 

the trip, but of the pioneer life after they reached the valley. There were days of want for 

there was no work to be had before winter set in; in November he was stricken with 

rheumatism and suffered intensely and was healed through faith. To read his story makes 

one love and admire him, and to marvel anew at the courage, faith and stamina of those 

grand pioneeers. 

 

DOCUMENT 122 

 

[Type-written document on plain white paper, two pages, single spaced, signed ?Muriel@ 

and written to Gladys Perkins Lyman - Lyman De Platt] 

 

ANN MATHEWS PERKINS, HANDCART PIONEER 

 

Ann Mathews Perkins was 70 years old when she crossed the plains in a Mormon 

handcart company in 1856. 
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Ann was born December 2, 1786, in Lacharn, Glamorganshire, Wales, a daughter of 

Joseph and Margaret Bedow (Beddow) Mathews. She was married to Thomas Perkins on 

May 3, 1808, at Loughor, Glamorganshire, Wales. 

 

Thomas and Ann were parents of nine sons and daughters: Ann, Thomas, Margaret 

(Margurite), Mary, Joseph Thomas, Mary, Ruth, Elizabeth (Eliza) and Catherine. 

William, a son of Thomas and Ann Evans, was reared by the couple as their eldest son. 

He was also sealed to them. 

 

Thomas and Ann were hard working, thrifty parents, and devoted to the Church after 

joining in 1845. Thomas worked in the mines in the area where they lived. After joining 

the Church they suffered much persecution and had a difficult time caring for their large 

family. 

 

Thomas died on March 23, 1855 (1854?) at Cumbach, Aberdare, and was buried in the 

old church cemetery there. That same year Joseph and Ruth Trehern (Walker) decided to 

emigrate to Zion, and were living in the North Ogden area. 

 

Ann decided to leave Wales and join her two children in Utah. In company with William, 

Elizabeth and her new son-in-law, David Evans, the four set sail from Liverpool on April 

19, 1856, on the ship Samuel Curling. There were 707 Saints aboard under the 

captainship of Dan Jones. 

 

The ship arrived in Boston on May 25th, after spending 36 days on the ocean. Ann and 

her party traveled to Iowa City by rail where they were outfitted for the long trip across 

the plains to Salt Lake Valley. The handcart company, under the leadership of Edmund 

Bunker, arrived in Salt Lake City on October 2nd. 

 

The long trek across the western plains and through the mountains was a difficult time for 

the two women and William, as David became ill and could not help pull the handcart. In 

fact, Elizabeth and Ann and William had to pull the cart with David riding a good share 

of the time. 

 

Ann and her party were met in Salt Lake City by Ruth and Joseph. In the following year 

Ann moved to North Ogden. During the move south in 1858, Ann traveled with other 

Saints but returned to North Ogden when the scare of Johnson's Army subsided. 

 

She built a log house on a lot where the Arthur Berret [home] now stands, at 649 East 

2600 North. Her daughter, Ruth Trehern, lived in North Ogden, and built the home where 

Aunt Lizzie Spackman lived for so many years. This home is still in use. 

 

Elizabeth and David Evans built a home in Pleasant View, which is still standing. Joseph 

and his family settled in Cache Valley or Southern Idaho. William took his family to 

Cedar City and his descendants are scattered throughout Southern Utah [and many other 

places]. 
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Two of Ann's daughters remained in Wales. Margaret (Margurite), married to John Nash, 

died there. Catherine, wife of William Evans, stayed in Wales until the death of her 

husband. She was married to Isaac Evans and the couple and her seven children 

emigrated [from Wales] to Utah fifteen years after Ann had emigrated. 

 

Ann received her endowments in the old Endowment House in Salt Lake City in 1865. 

She died in North Ogden on July 3, 1868 and is buried at the foot of the majestic 

mountain peak, Ben Lomand, in the North Ogden Cemetery. 

 

[After the history, Muriel added some information as follows - Lyman De Platt] 

 

As we understand it, Ruth arrived in Zion eleven years after her father came. Her arrival 

date was in 1867. She was married to Joseph Davis Mathews in 1868. We have two 

family group sheets on Joseph Mathews, father of Ann. One indicates that Ann's mother 

was Margaret Bedow (Beddow) Phillips, a widow. The other shows Margaret Anthony as 

the mother of Ann. Our information indicates that both Joseph Mathews and Margaret 

Bedow were married twice. Could Margaret Anthony have been a first or second wife to 

Joseph? We also have Ann's father listed as both Joseph and John. Who of the two 

women was mother to the children? 

 

DOCUMENT 123 

 

[Hand printed parish register extract, made in the same form as the original record, 

probably compiled by the parish priest as the request of the Research Department for the 

Perkins/Williams research account; back of the document is stamped ?Received March 3, 

1954@ and the handwritten number ?351? is circled below the stamp - Lyman De Platt.] 

 

PARISH OF LLANDYFODWG 

Register of Baptims 

 

When baptized: October 17, 1819; Child's Christian Name: Thomas; Parents' Christian 

Names: Edmond or Edmund & Sarah (Morgan); Surname: Williams; Abode: Pantygynt 

Farm, Llandyfodwg; Trade or Profession: Farmer; By Whom Ceremony was Performed: 

Edward Roberts; 

 

When baptized: January 28, 1822; Child's Christian Name: Jane; Parents' Christian 

Names: Edmond & Sarah; Surname: Williams; Abode: Tywrthyr Eglwys Farm, 

Llandyfodwg; Trade or Profession: Farmer; By Whom Ceremony was Performed: 

Edward Roberts. 

 

DOCUMENT 124 

 

[Photostatic copy, on photographic paper, of a standard death certificate found in the 

registrar offices of Great Britain - Lyman De Platt] 
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Certified Copy of an Entry of Death, Pursuant to the Births and Deaths Registration Act, 

1953, Printed by authority of the Registrar General, Document No. 185994, Registration 

District: Pontypridd; 1889; Death in the Sub-district of Ystradyfodwg, in the County of 

Glamorgan, No. 152; When and where died: Twenty-seventh September 1889; Llewelyn 

Street, Pentre, U.S.D.; Name and Surname: Sarah Davies; Sex: Female; Age: 58 years; 

Occupation: wife of David Davies, general Laborer; Cause of Death: Malignant Disease 

of Lower Jaw; certified by W. E. Thomas, M.B.; Signature, description, and residence of 

Informant: David Davies, widower of Deceased; Present at Death; Llewelyn Street, 

Pentre, Ystradyfodwg; When Registered: Twenty-eighth September 1889; Signature of 

Registrar: Geo. Williams. 

 

I Ethel D. Jones, Deputy Superintendent Registrar of the District of Pontypridd, in the 

County of Glamorgan, do certify that this is a true copy of the entry No. 152, in the 

Register Book of Deaths, No. 38, for the above-named Sub-district, and that such 

Register Book is now legally in my custody. Witness my Hand this 18th day of June 

1956. E.D. Jones (signed), Deputy Superintendent Registrar. 

 

DOCUMENT 125 

 

[Photostatic copy, on photographic paper, of a standard death certificate found in the 

registrar offices of Great Britain - Lyman De Platt] 

 

Certified Copy of an Entry of Birth, Pursuant to the Births and Deaths Registration Acts, 

1836, 1947, Document No. CE 396591, Registration District: Pontypridd; 1873; Birth in 

the Sub-district of Ystradyfodwg, in the County of Glamorgan, No. 29; When and where 

born: Third August 1873, Bwllfa; Name if Any: Gwilym; Sex: Boy; Name and Surname 

of Father: David Davies; Name and Maiden Name of Mother; Sarah Davies, formerly 

Williams; Rank or Profession of Father: general Labourer; Signature, description, and 

residence of Informant: X The mark of Sarah Davies, mother, Bwllfa, Ystradyfodwg; 

When Registered: Twenty-fifth August 1873; Signature of Registrar: Wm. Davies. 

 

I, Clifford Jones, Superintendent Registrar of the District of Pontypridd, in the County of 

Glamorgan, do certify that this is a true copy of the entry No. 29, in the Register Book of 

Births No. 12, for the above-named Sub-district, and that such Register Book is now 

legally in my custody. Witness my Hand this 25th day of August 1956. C John (signed), 

Superintendent Registrar. 

 

DOCUMENT 126 

 

[Form, with hand-printed information, created by the Research Department of The 

Genealogical Society of Utah - Lyman De Platt] 

 

COPY OF MARRIAGE CERTIFICATE 

 

Sent to: Patron: Gladys P. Lyman, Blanding, Utah. October/1963. 
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On: blank 

Application No.: received from V. G. Williams, Supt. Registrar 

Registration Dist.: Bridgend, Glamorganshire, Wales 

Marriage solemnized at: Parish Church 

in the: Parish of Coychurch 

of: blank 

in the County of Glamorgan 

No.: 109 

 

The next section of the form is divided into columns: for the bride and the groom, in eight 

sections: Groom: 1: When married: 20th July 1857; 2: Name & surname: David Davies; 

3: Age: 22 years; 4: Condition: Bachelor; 5: Rank or Profession: Labourer; 6: Residence 

at Marriage: Coychurch Higher; 7: Father's Name: Azer Davies; 8: Father's Occupation: 

Labourer; Bride: 2: Sarah Williams, 3: 26 years; 4: Spinster; 5: blank; 6: Coychurch 

Higher; 7: Edmund Williams; 8: Labourer 

 

Married in the Parish Church 

According to the rites & ceremonies of the Established Church after Banns, by T. Jones 

Curate 

Marriage solemnized between: David Davies 

and Sarah Williams by X mark 

in the presence of: Edward Jones 

and Mary David 

Date of Certificate 22 July 1963 

No. of Certificate T-B 273010 

From the Register Book No. 1 for the said Parish, [#109] 

 

DOCUMENT 127 

 

[Photostatic copy 82 by 14 - Lyman De Platt] 

 

Certified Copy of an entry of Marriage given at the General Register Office, Somerset 

House, London, Application Number PAS/89015/55/F/2 

 

Registration District: Merthyr Tydfil, 1859. Marriage solemnized at Siloa Aberdare in the 

District of Merthyr Tydfil in the Counties of Glamorgan and Brecon. No. 53; When 

married: Sixteenth July 1859; Name and Surname: Edmund Williams & Eliza Lewis; 

Ages: 24 years; 19 years; Condition: Bachelor; Spinster; Rank or Profession: Coal Miner; 

Residence at the time of marriage: Cwmbach Aberdare (both); Father's Names and 

Surnames: Edmund Williams and Evan Lewis; Rank or Profession of Fathers: Labourer 

and Carpenter; 

 

Married in the Siloa Chapel according to the rites and ceremonies of the Independents by 

me David Price, Minister; Morgan Williams Registrar. 
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This marriage was solemnized between us, X the mark of Edmund Williams and X the 

mark of Eliza Lewis, in the presence of X the mark of Thomas Williams; and X the mark 

of Jane Davies. 

 

Certified to be a true copy of the entry in the certified copy of a Register of Marriages in 

the District above mentioned. Given at the General Register Office, Somerset House, 

London, under the seal of the said Office, the 28th day of June 1955. No. MA312456. 

 

DOCUMENT 128 

 

[Photostatic copy 82 by 14 of a standard death certificate found in the registrar offices of 

Great Britain - Lyman De Platt] 

 

Certified Copy of an entry of Death given at the General Register Office, Somerset 

House, London, Application Number P.A.S/15398/50 

 

Registration District of Bridgend and Cowbridge, 1846. Death in the Sub-district of 

Maesteg in the County of Glamorgan, No. 458. When and where died: Third of March 

1846 at Coychurch Higher; Name and Surname: Sarah William; Sex: Female; Age: 46 

years; Rank or Profession: Wife of Edmond William, Labourer; Cause of Death: 

Diarrhaea; not certified; Signature, Description and Residence of Informant: Elizabeth 

Morgan, in attendance, Coychurch Higher; When Registered: Fourth of March 1846; 

Signature of Registrar: William John 

 

Certified to be a true copy of the entry in the certified copy of a Register of Deaths in the 

District above mentioned. Given at the General Register Office, Somerset House, 

London, under the seal of the said Office, the 6th day of February 1950. No. DA026439 

 

DOCUMENT 129 

 

[Type-written letter - Lyman De Platt] 

 

General Register Office, Somerset House, London, W.C.2, 5th April 1957, Reference: 

P.A.S. 172027/57/F; Your Reference: David Ensign Gardner [assigned researcher at the 

Research Department, The Genealogical Society of Utah - Gladys P. Lyman [client of the 

Research Department - Lyman De Platt] 

 

Sir, I am directed by the Registrar General to say that after further consideration the 

search requested in your letter of the 12th March has now been carried out, with the result 

that an entry has been found in the records of this Office showing that on the 3rd April 

1871 the undermentioned persons were residing at Pandy, Clydach, Ystradyfodwg, 

Pontypridd, Glamorgan. 

 

David Davies  Head  Married 36 Laborer 

Born Llanfynnach, Pembroke 
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Sarah Davies  Wife  Married 40 Born Coychurch, Glamorgan 

Jane Davies  Daughter   13 Born Coychurch, Glamorgan 

 

The fee of 10s 0d. for the search has been received. I am, Sir, Your obedient Servant, N. 

Fox (signed); [pencil note: reported to Patron 9th May/57 - Lyman De Platt] 

 

Addressed to: 

 

H[enry] E. Christiansen, Esq., 

Genealogical Society of the Church of Jesus Christ of Latter Day Saints 

80, North Main Street, 

Salt Lake City, 1, 

Utah, U.S.A. 

 

DOCUMENT 130 

 

Nursing card. It's a boy. Name #247782-6 [Don Carlos Lyman Platt]; Mother: Paula 

Platt, Room 316; date of birth: 11/12/72 [November 12, 1972], time: 3:37 p.m.; birth 

weight: 8 lbs. 4 oz, length: 20 in.; obstetrician: Dr. [Scott] Wallace; attending nurses: S. 

Andrews and M[argaret] O'Brien [my second cousin - Lyman De Platt]. 

 

DOCUMENT 131 

 

Talk given by Lyman De Platt at the Funeral of Edward Partridge Lyman, his 

grandfather, on October 21, 1972. 

 

In order to understand the greatness of Edward P. Lyman, it would be appropriate at this 

solemn occasion to review briefly some of the highlights of his life. Grandpa was born 

October 11, 1886 in the little town of Scipio, Millard County, Utah. He did not come into 

the home of Platte DeAlton Lyman and Adelia Robison by chance. No, his coming was 

expected and looked forward to anxiously by his parents. Sometime before his birth his 

mother was given a vision of a little boy sitting down by and leaning against the wall of 

their adobe home. He was wearing a certain kind of cap and clothes and she was 

impressed and encouraged by his appearance for he looked a great deal like his oldest 

brother Alton who had died at a tender age. Later on when Grandpa was four years old 

his mother came around the corner of the house one day and saw him sitting against the 

wall wearing the same kind of cap and clothes which she had seen on him in the vision. 

So on the occasion of his birth when it was feared that his mother would lose her life in 

giving him his, she would not consent to sacrificing his life but said, ?If he can't be born, 

then we will go together.@ Thus preserved by faith he was to grow under the watchful 

and loving eye of this faithful pioneer woman. ?Mother taught me from youth, kneeling 

at her knees, to pray. She was a good woman,@ he said. 

 

The family left Scipio when Grandpa was just five years old. He grew up in the town of 

Bluff. Being next to the youngest in a family of mostly girls, Grandpa developed tender 
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feelings and a special love of life. One of the favorite pasttimes of the family was to 

climb up through the canyons to where the cliffs seldom saw the rays of the sun at their 

bases, protected from the elements, and pick the tiny cliff flowers so beautiful and 

perfect. Life in Bluff was secluded of course, being the last outpost of the Mormon 

empire and this solitude became a part of Grandpa's character. But he also knew the 

association of outlaws and wild Indians. The roughness of this frontier life made him a 

man while yet in his youth. 

 

When he was just turned fifteen years of age, his father, ever strong in the Gospel, died of 

cancer shortly after returning from presiding over the European Mission. Eight years later 

his mother died and so at the age of twenty-three he was left to make his way in life 

together with his brother and sisters, being sustained by the memories and example left 

behind by his parents. 

 

The following year he was called on a mission to the Society Islands, but was 

subsequently changed to the West Iowa Conference. Thus he returned to the land from 

which his grandparents and parents had been expelled. Working in the cities of Iowa 

during the winter and the countryside during the spring and summer, he visited Nauvoo 

and Carthage, worked in St. Paul during one winter and presided over the branch of the 

Church at Council Bluff as conference president. 

 

The year following his release from the mission Grandpa married Grandma in the Salt 

Lake Temple. From thence has begun the kingdom which we are just a beginning of. 

During the years Grandpa served here in the area as a mechanic, carpenter, chauffeur, and 

freighter, and in many ward and stake positions. He was a farmer also. He says: ?I've had 

sad times, tragedies and narrow escapes, but the Lord has been good to me. He has placed 

desert, hills, and canyons between me and a lot of the undesirable things of the world.@ 

 

He served in many Church positions and was loved for his consideration of others and 

respected for his profound knowledge of the Gospel which he acquired through a diligent 

study of the scriptures. 

 

Shortly before his death, his brother, whom we love and respect and who is represented 

here today by members of his family, wrote to him. This tribute made by Uncle Albert 

would have been given by him had it been possible for him to make the long journey 

from Cedar City. I quote from his letters. 

 

?Dear Brother Edward: 

 

?I think often of you these days. It seems quite remarkable that we should be confined to 

our different places of residence at this particular time when we are going mutually 

through the closing up scenes of our lives. I have reviewed your life as much as my own 

and considered the unique and unexpected experiences which have come to us. I have 

learned to evaluate and dote on your testimony of the Gospel. It has come to you from the 

school of hard knocks through which you have gone. I have been thrilled many times 
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with your understanding of the principles of eternal life and with your devotion of your 

study to those principles. They have come naturally to you and have not been stream-

lined to the popular ideas along those lines. Your learning of them has been from your 

study and prayer, and the variety of experiences through which you have gone. I consider 

there is something very splendid in your achievements, your homely achievements, the 

same as mine, for I feel that we have lived our lives more or less in obscurity as in the 

wilderness which has been our school. 

 

?I am pleased and delighted with your children and your grand-children. They are an 

unanswwerable indication of who and what you are, of your devotion and the devotion of 

your wife to them, that they are outstanding in their ability and in the part they are taking. 

Men are judged by the quality of their children; and your children are unwittingly bearing 

an unanswerable testimony of you. I think of your early childhood, when I was very 

much interested in hearing you learn to talk, and I still remember very distinctly, many 

words as you first pronounced them. I think of the hardships and privations through 

which we had to go. These things have tied my interest and my affections to you. Your 

children are to me, as my own, and I am interested in you and in the destiny which is 

awaiting you. It has come very forcibly to me, that it is essential for our lives to be 

rounded out with hardships and infirmities which can complete them more perfectly than 

any temporal success. 

 

?We adored our father and our mother; we saw them go through the anguish of mind and 

body in the closing up exercises of their program. We have no reason to think we can 

stand by them in equal glory unless we finish our work as they finished theirs. I feel that 

with you and with me, these infirmities which are humiliating us and making our latter 

moments trying and intense, are for a wise purpose. They are a part of our appointed 

experience of the eternal ages, and we cannot mourn for them because of the temporal 

distress they give us. We can better rejoice for them, for they mean much to us if we 

accept them for what they were intended to do.@ Very sincerely your brother, Albert R. 

Lyman (signed) 

 

Two years ago a letter was presented to Elder Howard W. Hunter of the Quorum of the 

Twelve regarding the responsibility that the Lyman family who are descendants of Eliza 

Maria Partridge, has toward our sealing line. Grandpa took great interest in the answer 

that was given and dwelt upon it in his mind more and more during these last years of his 

life. Our ancestor, Eliza Maria Partridge, daughter of Edward Partridge, was sealed to the 

Prophet Joseph Smith, Jr. on May 11, 1843, the ceremony being solemnized by Elder 

James Adams. Eliza lived in the home of the Prophet for a year as his wife. After his 

death Eliza and the other wives of Joseph Smith were asked to choose husbands from 

among the Quorum of the Twelve. It was made clear at that time that the children born of 

those unions were to be a posterity raised up to the Prophet Joseph Smith. Eliza chose to 

marry Amasa Mason Lyman and many of us that are here today descend from that union 

but are in fact sealed to the Prophet as grandchildren, great-grandchildren, great-great-

grandchildren, and great-great-great-grandchildren. 
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Grandpa had two dreams concerning this relationship. In one his father and the Prophet 

appeared. His father introduced Grandpa to the Prophet. In the second one which I will 

relate in detail, we see, I believe, a view of one of the marvelous scenes that has occurred 

to Grandpa since his death. The dream began with Grandpa standing on a grassy hill 

overlooking a congregation gathered near a grove of trees and a small stream. As he 

appeared his father left the group of people and came to him. He said to Grandpa, ?Didn't 

you bring Albert with you? Joseph has been asking for both of you.@ 

 

Thus ends the earthly life of a good man, but we will yet be guided by his wisdom as we 

each in our turn unite with him and Grandma and the others who have preceded us. 

 

DOCUMENT 132 

 

Land Certificate: this certifies that Benjamin Platt is the lawful claimant of Lot 1, Block 

8, Pinto Canyon, plot containing 11½ acres farming and grass land. St. George, 

Washington County, U.T., June 25, 1868. I. Ivins, County Surveyor; William Snow, 

Selectman; recorded this 8
th
 day of September 1868, James G. Bleak, County Recorder. 

 

Page 409, Be it known by these presents, that I Edwin G. Woolley, Probate Judge in and 

for Washington County, Utah Territory, by virtue of the trust vested in me by authority ï 

Act of the Lesislative Assembly of the Territory of Utah approved February 17, 1869 

entitled An Act prescribing Rules and Regulations for the execution of the Trust, arising 

under an Act of Congress, entitled An Act for the Relief of the Inhabitants of Cities and 

Towns, upon the Public Lands, approved March 2, 1867 and in consideration of the sum 

of six dollars paid by Benjamin Platt of the town of Pinto, County of Washington, 

Territory of Utah, the receipt whereof is hereby acknowledged, the said Benjamin Platt 

having been adjudged by the Probate Court of Washington County, Territory aforesaid, to 

be the rightful owner and possessor of the following prescribed lots or parcel of lands, 

viz., All those certain lots, pieces or parcels of land situate, lying and being in the County 

of Washington, Territory of Utah, and more particularly described as follows, to wit: 

 

Lot Number two (2) in Block Number Eleven (11) containing one (1) acre and eleven 

(11) perches. Also Lot Number one (1) in Block Number fourteen (14) containing one (1) 

acre and five (5) perches of land, be the same more or less, of the Pinto Townsite Survey, 

as platted in the official map of said Survey, filed in the Office of the County Recorder of 

said Washington County, situated in Section 34, Township 37 South Range 15 West do, 

by these presents grant and convey unto the said Benjamin Platt, heirs and assigns forever 

the foregoing described land, with all the rights, privileges and appurtenances thereunto 

belonging or in anywise appertaining. 

 

In Witness whereof I have hereunto set my hand and caused to be affixed the seal of said 

Probate Court, at my office in the City of St. George, Washington County, Utah Territory 

this 20
th
 day of May A. D. 1886. Edwin G. Woolley, Probate Judge (seal). 

 

 



 150 

DOCUMENT 133 

 

[Photostatic copy, on photographic paper - Lyman De Platt] 

 

Certified Copy of an Entry of Birth, given at the General Register Office, Somerset 

House, London, Application Number: PAS (M) 89015/55/F/6. 

 

Registration District of Bridgend and Cowbridge, 1850. Birth in the Sub-district of 

Cowbridge in the County of Glamorgan, No. 98. When and where born: Tenth April 

1850, Lanblethian; Name, if any: Sarah; Sex: Girl; Name and surname of father: Robert 

Chubb; Name, surname, and maiden surname of mother: Mary Chubb, formerly 

Williams; Occupation of father: Labourer; Signature, description and residence of 

informant: X the mark of Robert Chubb, father, Lanblethian; when registered: Thirteenth 

May 1850; Signature of registrar: David Lloyd. 

 

Certified to be a true copy of the entry in the certified copy of a Register of Births in the 

District above mentioned. Given at the General Register Office, Somerset House, 

London, under the seal of the said Office, the 27th day of June 1955. No. BB361489 

 

DOCUMENT 134A 

 

[Original certified copy; plus photostatic copy 82 by 14; plus photographic copy with 

two other certificates on 82 x 11 sheet - Lyman De Platt] 

 

Certified Copy of an Entry of Birth, given at the General Register Office, Somerset 

House, London, Application Number: P.A.S. 59708/50. 

 

Registration District of Merthry Tydfil, 1841. Birth in the Sub-district of Aberdare, in the 

County of Glamorgan and Brecon, No. 280. When and where born: Twenty-first of April 

1841 at Aberdare; Name, if any: Edward; Sex: Boy; Name and surname of father: 

Thomas Davis; Name and maiden surname of mother: Gwenllian Davis formerly 

Williams; Rank and profession of father: Shoemaker; Signature, Description and 

Residence of informant: Thomas Davies, father, village; When registered: Sixth of May 

1841; Signature of registrar: Morgan Williams. 

 

Certified to be a true copy of the entry in the certified copy of a Register of Births in the 

District above mentioned. Given at the General Register Office, Somerset House, 

London, under the seal of the said Office, the 27th day of April 1950. No. BA603393. 

 

DOCUMENT 134B 
 

[Photographic copy with two other certificates on 82 x 11 sheet - Lyman De Platt] 

 

Certified Copy of an entry of Death given at the General Register Office, Somerset 

House, London, Application Number P.A.S. 59708/50. 
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Registration District of Pontypridd, 1866. Death in the Sub-district of Ystradyfodwg in 

the County of Glamorgan, No. 334. When and where died: twenty-ninth August 1866, 

Fynondwum; Name and surname: Edmund William; Sex: Male; Age: 74 years; Rank or 

profession: agricultural labourer; Cause of death: bronchitis, not certified; Signature, 

description and residence of informant: x; the mark of Catherine Treharne, present at 

death; Fynondwum, Ystradyfodwg; When registered: thirtieth August 1866; Signature of 

registrar: Wm. Davies. 

 

Certified to be a true copy of the entry in the certified copy of a Register of Deaths in the 

District above mentioned. Given at the General Register Office, Somerset House, 

London, under the seal of the said Office, the 27th day of April, 1950. No. DA039929. 

 

DOCUMENT 134C 
 

[Photographic copy with two other certificates on 82 x 11 sheet - Lyman De Platt] 

 

Certified Copy of an entry of Death given at the General Register Office, Somerset 

House, London, Application Number P.A.S. 59708/50. 

 

Registration District of Highworth, 1893. Death in the Sub-district of Swindon, in the 

County of Wiltshire, England, No. 198. When and where died: Eleventh December 1893, 

11 Cheltenham Street, New Swindon; Name and surname: Richard Davies; Sex: Male; 

Age: 61 years; Rank or profession: Smith, railway factory; Cause of death: cerebral 

hemorrhage & apoplexy (eight hours) certified by J. C. Raltray, M.B.; Signature, 

description and residence of informant: Mary Long, daughter, present at the death, 41 

Chester Street, New Swindon; When registered: Eleventh December 1893; Signature of 

registrar: John P. Kirby. 

 

Certified to be a true copy of the entry in the certified copy of a Register of Deaths in the 

District above mentioned. Given at the General Register Office, Somerset House, 

London, under the seal of the said Office, the 3rd day of May, 1950. No. DA028101 

 

DOCUMENT 135A 
 

[Photostatic copy, on photographic paper together with another certificate, 82 x 11 - 

Lyman De Platt] 

 

Certified Copy of an Entry of Birth, given at the General Register Office, Somerset 

House, London, Application Number: P.A.S. 30636/55F. 

 

Registration District of Merthyr Tydfil, 1860. Birth in the Sub-district of Aberdare, in the 

County of Glamorgan and Brecon, No. 462. When and where born: Nineteenth April 

1860, Cwmbach, Aberdare; Name, if any: Sarah; Sex: Girl; Name and surname of father: 

Edmund Williams; Name, surname, and maiden surname of mother: Eliza Williams, 
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formerly Lewis; Occupation of father: Coal miner; Signature, description and residence 

of informant: x; the mark of Edmund Williams, father, Cwmbach, Aberdare; When 

registered: Twenty-third May 1860; Signature of registrar: George Williams, Deputy 

Registrar. 

 

Certified to be a true copy of the entry in the certified copy of a Register of Births in the 

District above mentioned. Given at the General Register Office, Somerset House, 

London, under the seal of the said Office, the 3rd day of March, 1955. No. BB357252. 

 

DOCUMENT 135B 
 

[Photostatic copy, on photographic paper together with another certificate, 82 x 11 - 

Lyman De Platt] 

 

Certified Copy of an Entry of Marriage, given at the General Register Office, Somerset 

House, London, Application Number: P.A.S. 30636/55F 

 

Registration District of Bridgend and Cowbridge, 1850. Marriage solemnized in Ramoth 

Chapel in the District of Bridgend & Cowbridge in the County of Glamorgan, No. 33. 

When married: Eighteenth February 1850; Name and surname: Robert Chubb and Mary 

William; Age: 28 years and 24 years; Condition: Bachelor and Spinster; Rank or 

profession: Labourer; Residence at the time of marriage: Ystradowen and Lamblethian; 

Father's name and surname: Solomon Chubb and Edmond William; Rank or profession 

of father: Labourer and Labourer; Married in the Ramoth Capel Cowbridge according to 

the rites and ceremonies of the Baptist Denomination by me John Evans. This marriage 

was solemnized between us, x the mark of Robert Chubb and x the mark of Mary 

William in the presence of us David Lloyd, x the mark of William Morgan; David 

Jenkins, Registrar. 

 

Certified to be a true copy of the entry in the certified copy of a Register of Marriage in 

the District above mentioned. Given at the General Register Office, Somerset House, 

London, under the seal of the said Office, the 16th day of March 1955, No. MA299961. 

 

DOCUMENT 136 
 

[Photostatic copy, on photographic paper, 82 x 11 - Lyman De Platt] 

 

Certified Copy of an Entry of Marriage, given at the General Register Office, Somerset 

House, London, Application Number: P.A.S. 89015/55/F/3 

 

Registration District of Merthyr Tydfil, 1892. Marriage solemnized in the District of 

Merthyr Tydfil in the Counties of Glamorgan & Brecon, No. 198. When married: Eighth 

August 1892; Name and surname: Benjamin Thomas Evans and Elizabeth Jane Williams; 

Age: 23 years and 23 years; Condition: Bachelor and Spinster; Rank or profession: Coal 

miner; Residence at the time of marriage: 7 Rose Row Cwmbach and 6 Rose Row 
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Cwmbach; Father's name and surname: William Evans and Edmund Williams; Rank or 

profession of father: Colliery Roadman and Colliery Fireman; Married in the Register 

office by Certificate before me George Johns, Registrar; John Davies Deputy 

Supertindent Registrar; This marriage was solemnized between us, Benjamin T. Evans 

and Elizabeth J. Williams in the presence of us, David Hughes and John Jones. 

 

Certified to be a true copy of the entry in the certified copy of a Register of Marriage in 

the District above mentioned. Given at the General Register Office, Somerset House, 

London, under the seal of the said Office, the 23rd of June 1955, No. MA311948. 

 

DOCUMENT 137 
 

[Original certified copy, plus photostatic copy, 82 x 14; marked ?received August 29, 

1952@ by the Research Department of The Genealogical Society of Utah, with ?1655@ 

written in blue pencil and circled; in pencil ?For file of Gladys P. Lyman by Enone 

Davies@ - Lyman De Platt] 

 

Certified Copy of an Entry of Marriage, given at the General Register Office, Somerset 

House, London, Application Number: P.A.S. 112234/52. 

 

Registration District of Merthyr Tydfil Union, 1837. Marriage solemnized in the Parish 

of Aberdare in the County of Glamorgan, No. 8. When married: September 14th by 

banns; Name and surname: Thomas Davies and Gwenllian Williams; Age: 37 years and 

22 years; Condition: widower and spinster; Rank or profession: shoemaker and maid 

servant; Residence at the time of marriage: village and village; Father's name and 

surname: Thomas Davies and Thomas Williams; Rank or profession of father: shoemaker 

and labourer; Married in the Parish Church of Aberdare according to the rites and 

ceremonies of the Church of England by E.P. Thomas, P.C. of Aberdare. This marriage 

was solemnized between us, Thomas Davies and Gwenllian Williams by mark - in the 

presence of us, Richard Edward and Morgan Jones. 

 

Certified to be a true copy of the entry in the certified copy of a Register of Marriage in 

the District above mentioned. Given at the General Register Office, Somerset House, 

London, under the seal of the said Office, the 19th day of August 1952; No. MA187901. 

 

[Original certified copy, plus photostatic copy, 82 x 14; marked ?received July 9, 1954@ 

by the Research Department of The Genealogical Society of Utah, with ?614@ written in 

blue pencil and circled; in pencil ?For file Gladys P. Lyman by DEG [David Ensign 

Gardner]; JEM; this certificate is for daughter of #6 on the pedigree chart of his 2nd wife 

Gwenllian Wm;@ on the front of the certificate in pencil ?Anne is dr [daughter] of Thos 

Davies by his 2nd wife Gwenllian;@ in pen ?This may not be our Thomas and 

Gwenllian@ - Lyman De Platt] 

 

Certified Copy of an Entry of Birth, given at the General Register Office, Somerset 

House, London, Application Number: P.A.S. 74948/53F. 
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Registration District of Merthyr Tydfil Union, 1846. Birth in the District of Aberdare in 

the Counties of Glamorgan and Brecon, No. 197. When and where born: Twenty-eighth 

of May 1846 at Aberdare; Name, if any: Anne; Sex: Girl; Name and surname of father: 

Thomas Davies; Name, surname, and maiden surname of mother: Gwnellian [sic] Davies, 

formerly Williams; Occupation of father: Shoemaker; Signature, description and 

residence of informant: Thomas Davies, father, Davis's Row; When registered: Nineth of 

July 1846; Signature of registrar: Morgan Williams. 

 

Certified to be a true copy of the entry in the certified copy of a Register of Births in the 

District above mentioned. Given at the General Register Office, Somerset House, 

London, under the seal of the said Office, the 28th day of June 1854. No. BB175771. 

 

DOCUMENT 138 

 

[Photostatic copy, 8½ x 14] 

 

Copy of an entry of Birth given at the Registration District of Swansea, Application 

Number YC 581640, Page 43, #4/190C 

 

Certificate of Birth 

Name and Surname: Benjamin Perkins 

Sex: Boy 

Date of Birth: Third February 1844 

Place of Birth: Registration District of Swansea, Sub-district of Llangafelach. 

 

I, C. B. Evans, Superintendent Registrar for the Registration District of Swansea, do 

hereby certify that the above particulars have been compiled from an entry in a Register 

in my custody. Witness my hand this 1
st
 day of November 1952. Signed C. B. Evans. 

 

DOCUMENT 139 
 

[Photostatic copy, 82 x 14 - Lyman De Platt] 

 

Certified Copy of an entry of Death given at the General Register Office, Somerset 

House, London, Application Number P.A.S. 53572/53. 

 

Registration District of Bridgend and Cowbridge, 1845. Death in the Sub-district of 

Cowbridge in the County of Glamorgan, No. 380. When and where died: Eighteenth of 

February 1845, Treces in Langan; Name and surname: Edward Williams; Sex: Male; 

Age: 90 years; Rank or profession: Farmer; Cause of death: Age and Debility; Signature, 

description and residence of informant: The mark of Catherine x Thomas, present at the 

death, Langan; When registered: Twenty-first of February 1845; Signature of registrar: 

David Jenkins. 
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Certified to be a true copy of the entry in the certified copy of a Register of Deaths in the 

District above mentioned. Given at the General Register Office, Somerset House, 

London, under the seal of the said Office, the 27th day of April 1953. No. DA136415. 

 

DOCUMENT 140 
 

[Photostatic copy, 82 x 14 - Lyman De Platt] 

 

Certified Copy of an entry of Death given at the General Register Office, Somerset 

House, London, Application Number P.A.S. 15398/50. 

 

Registration District of Merthyr Tydfil, 1865. Death in the District of Aberdare in the 

Counties of Glamorgan and Brecon, No. 339. When and where died: First September 

1865, Gadlys Road, Aberdare; Name and surname: Thomas Davies; Sex: Male; Age: 65 

years; Rank or profession: Gatekeeper; Cause of death: Accidental death from falling 

under a railway waggon; Signature, description and residence of informant: Information 

received from George Overton, Coroner for Glamorganshire; inquest held 2nd September 

1865; When registered: Fifth September 1865; Signature of registrar: Morgan Williams. 

 

Certified to be a true copy of the entry in the certified copy of a Register of Deaths in the 

District above mentioned. Given at the General Register Office, Somerset House, 

London, under the seal of the said Office, the 30th day of January 1950. No. DA033825. 

 

DOCUMENT 141 
 

[Photostatic copy, 82 x 14 - Lyman De Platt] 

 

Certified Copy of an Entry of Marriage, given at the General Register Office, Somerset 

House, London, Application Number: P.A.S. 15398/50. 

 

Registration District of Merthyr Tydfil, 1848. Marriage solemnized at the Register Office 

in the District of Merthyr Tydfil in the Counties of Glamorgan & Brecon, No. 121. When 

married: The Twenty-ninth of May 1846; Name and surname: Evan Williams and Mary 

Davies; Age: full and full; Condition: Bachelor and Spinster; Rank or profession: Collier 

and Servant; Residence at the time of marriage: Cwmbach, Aberdare and Davies's Row, 

Aberdare; Father's name and surname: Edmund Williams and Thomas Davies; Rank or 

profession of father: Labourer and Shoemaker; Married in the Register Office according 

to the rites and ceremonies of the Independent by me Roger Williams, Registrar; Frank 

James Superintendent Registrar. This marriage was solemnized between us, the mark x of 

Evan Williams and the mark x of Mary Davies, in the presence of us, the mark x of Jane 

Williams and Thomas Davies.  

 

Certified to be a true copy of the entry in the certified copy of a Register of Marriage in 

the District above mentioned. Given at the General Register Office, Somerset House, 

London, under the seal of the said Office, the 31st day of January 1950. No. MA045094. 
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DOCUMENT 142 
 

[Photostatic copy, 82 x 14 - Lyman De Platt] 

 

Certified Copy of an Entry of Marriage, given at the General Register Office, Somerset 

House, London, Application Number: P.A.S. 31433/54 

 

Registration District of Bridgend, 1861. Marriage solemnized at the Tabernacle Chapel in 

the District of Bridgend in the County of Glamorgan, No. 195. When married: Seventh 

September 1861; Name and surname: George Hopkins and Gwenllian Williams; Age: 22 

years and 22 years; Condition: Bachelor and Spinster; Rank or profession: Blacksmith 

Master; Residence at the time of marriage: Gwt, Llanilid and Heolycyw, Coychurch; 

Father's name and surname: William Hopkins and Edmund Williams; Rank or profession 

of father: Farmer and Agricultural labourer; Married in the Tabernacle Chapel, Bridgend 

according to the rites and ceremonies of the Independent Denomination by me J. B. Jones 

A.B.; David Lloyd, Registrar; This marriage was solemnized between us, George 

Hopkins and Gwenllian Williams in the presence of us, Catherine Hopkins and x the 

mark of Gwenllian David. 

 

Certified to be a true copy of the entry in the certified copy of a Register of Marriage in 

the District above mentioned. Given at the General Register Office, Somerset House, 

London, under the seal of the said Office, the 11 day of March 1954. No. MA256089. 

 

DOCUMENT 143  
 

[Photostatic copy, 82 x 14 - Lyman De Platt] 

 

Certified Copy of an entry of Death given at the General Register Office, Somerset 

House, London, Application Number P.A.S. 15398/50. 

 

Registration District of Bridgend and Cowbridge, 1841. Death in the Sub-district of 

Maesteg in the County of Glamorgan, No. 22. When and where died: Fifteenth of 

October 1841 at Lanilid; Name and surname: Mary William; Sex: Female; Age: 78 years; 

Rank or profession: Wife of Edmond William, farmer; Cause of death: old age; 

Signature, description and residence of informant: the mark of x Edmond William, 

occupier, Lanilid; When registered: Eighteenth of October 1841; Signature of registrar: 

William Preer. 

 

Certified to be a true copy of the entry in the certified copy of a Register of Deaths in the 

District above mentioned. Given at the General Register Office, Somerset House, 

London, under the seal of the said Office, the 6th day of February 1950. No. DA026435. 

 

DOCUMENT 144 

 

[Photostatic copy from a microfilm, 82 x 11 - Lyman De Platt] 
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WILL OF BENJAMIN PERKINS 

 

Done in Chambers at Monticello, Utah, this 25 day of July, 1929. No. 129. Filed July 29, 

1929 /s/ [signed] Frank Halls, clerk. 

 

Will. Know all men by these presents: That I, Benjamin Perkins of Monticello, San Juan 

County, state of Utah, of the age of seventy-nine years, and being of sound and disposing 

mind and memory and not acting under duress, menace, fraud, or undue influence of any 

person whatsoever, do make public and declare this my last will and testament, hereby 

revoking all other wills at any other time heretofore made by me, in the manner 

following: 

 

First, I direct that my body be decently buried with proper regard to my situation and 

condition in life and the circumstances of my estate. 

 

Secondly, I direct that my executor, hereinafter named, as soon as he shall have sufficient 

funds in his hands pay my funeral expenses and the expenses of my last illness. 

 

Thirdly, I direct and order that all my just debts at the time of my death shall be paid by 

my said executor out of the funds of my estate, should there be sufficient funds for such 

purpose, and if not, then I direct and order that all my said debts and expenses of the 

administration of my estate be paid by said executor and out of the proceeds of such 

amount of the personal property owned by me at the time of my death as may be 

necessary for such purposes and I hereby authorize my said executor to sell sufficient of 

my said personal property so owned by me at the time of my death for said purpose and 

said sales may be made without any application to, or obtaining any order from any court, 

tribunal or person whatsoever. 

 

Fourthly, I give, devise and bequest to my beloved wife, Sarah Williams Perkins of said 

Monticello, San Juan County, state of Utah, all the real estate of every name and nature 

whatsoever, owned by me or in which I have any interest at the time of my death, and all 

the rest residue and remainder of my personal property, goods, and chattels of whatsoever 

name and nature, owned by me at the time of my death or in which I may have any 

interest, with full and free use and occupancy of the same to my said wife, Sarah 

Williams Perkins, free from any and all accounting therefore or any portion thereof, for 

the term and period of her natural life should she survive me. 

 

Fifthly. Upon the death of my said wife, Sarah Williams Perkins should she survive me, I 

give devise, and bequest to all of my children, including my foster daughter Adelia 

Perkins, who may survive my said wife, Sarah Williams Perkins, with right of 

representation, all the rest, residue of my said real estate and personal property of every 

name nature and description whereever found or however situated, remaining after said 

life estate therein and use thereof by my said wife, Sarah Williams Perkins, to be divided 
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equally between them, my said children, including my said foster daughter Adelia 

Perkins, share and share alike, their heirs and assigns forever. 

 

Lastly, I hereby nominate and appoint my son, Daniel B. Perkins, of said Monticello, San 

Juan County, state of Utah, the executor of this my last will and testament, and I hereby 

request that he may be exempt from giving any bond, or undertaking or other surety or 

security, as such executor. 

 

In witness whereof I have hereunto set my hand and seal this 7th day of January, in the 

year of our Lord one thousand nine hundred and sixteen. /s/ Benjamin Perkins. 

 

The foregoing instrument, consisting of two pages besides this was at the date hereof, by 

the said Benjamin Perkins, signed and sealed in the presence of us who at his request and 

in his presence and in the presence of each other have subscribed our names as witnesses 

thereunto. 

 

Dated January 7th., A.D. 1916 /s/Parley R. Butt, Residing at Monticello, San Juan 

County, state of Utah; A. B. Barton /s/ Residing at Monticello, San Juan County, state of 

Utah; Filed July 29, 1929 /s/ Frank Halls, Clerk; Recorded in Record of Wills, p. 179, 

180 August 20, 1965, Ada Palmer, Clerk; /s/ Dilworth Woolley, Judge. 

 

DOCUMENT 145 

 

PATRIARCHAL BLESSING OF BENJAMIN PERKINS 

Patriarchal Blessings, Volume 30, page 441. St. George, January 16, 1878. 

 

[Typewritten copy, single spaced on 82 x 11 white bond paper. Contains many 

abbreviations and inappropriate capitalizing. These have been spelled out and corrected 

for ease in reading; sentence structure has been improved although no wording has been 

changed from the original; the blessing was given as a single paragraph; this has been 

maintained - Lyman De Platt] 

 

A Blessing by W. O. Perkins, patriarch on the head of Benjamin Perkins. Son of William 

and Jane Perkins. Born in South Wales, January 14, 1844. 

 

Benjamin the beloved of your Father in the name of Jesus I place my hands upon your 

head and seal upon you a patriarchal blessing. You are of the blood of Ephraim and this 

has come through your mother. The blessings and light of the inspiration of God will 

flow down abundantly upon you and you will accomplish a great work in the Kingdom of 

God. You will labor a long time in the temples of the Lord to redeem your dead for they 

are very numerous. You will assist in building many temples, and in them you will be 

visited by your dead. You will receive roll after roll of their names that have past [passed] 

behind the vail [veil]. You will have many wives given you of the Lord, and they will be 

one with you as you are one with the Lord. Your increase of posterity will have no end. 

You will have an inheritance in Zion and the glory of the Lord will rest upon [as written] 
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that there you will build fine and beautiful mansions. You will plant and sew [sow] and 

reap an abundant harvest. And your days shall be as the age of a tree. Then your body 

shall be changed from a mortal to an immortal state. You will be visited by swift 

messengers. They will eat and drink with you at your own table. They will hand you a 

roll of your dead. You and your wives and your family will go through all the ordinances 

of the House of God and redeem them out of their prisen [prison], and at the sound of the 

great trump you will see them coming forth with power and great glory. Then your joy 

will be in the Lord. You will witness the ten tribes coming to the centre [center] stake of 

Zion and John the beloved disciple with them. There you will witness a great display of 

the power of God. You will assist in building that beautiful city, the New Jerusalem and 

help to lay her streets of pure gold. You will be at that great feast, the marriage supper of 

the Lamb and sit down with your family and partake of its rich bounties. And I seal the 

blessings of life upon you that you may accomplish this great work with a single eye to 

the glory of God and I seal you up unto eternal life and upon your head a crown of 

Celestial Glory in the name of the Lord Jesus Christ, Amen. 

 

DOCUMENT 147 

 

The Parish of Loughor in the County of Glamorgan, South Wales. Transcript of the 

marriages from January 1754 to June 1837, extracted by David Ensign Gardner, 

September 1943; typed by Evelyn Maynard, 1944. Not checked after typing with the 

original registers. [Abbreviations and some other adjustments have been made to the 

original manuscript in this edition; copy found in Family History Library, Book 

942.97/L1 V25g - Lyman De Platt] 

 

Parish of Loughor, Glamorganshire, South Wales 

 

Thomas Harry to Ann Prytherch, April 15, 1754; witnesses David Hugh and David John. 

 

David Hugh to Margaret Richard, June 3, 1754; witnesses Evan Howell and Griffith 

Howell. 

 

David Rosser to Margaret William, August 22, 1754; witnesses John William and 

Edward William. 

 

Timothy Mathews to Anne David, October 12, 1754; witnesses John Pollard and William 

Pollard. 

 

The above were married by John William, Curate. 

 

Thomas Price to Mary Bevan, November 12, 1754. 

 

Thomas Evan and Sarah Allen, November 19, 1754. 

 

John Allen and Mary Hopkin, widow, January 3, 1755. 
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Simon Thomas and Elizabeth Jone, he of parish of Lanrhidean, she of Loughor, January 

28, 1755. 

 

John Prothero and Sara Atkins, 10 day of (blank) 1755, married by James Pinard, Curate 

of Llangennech. (date not filled complete). 

 

Thomas Morgan and Mary Hopkin, widow, February 11, 1755. 

 

Edward Seward of Loughor, mariner to Jane Matthews, spinster, May 9, 1755.  

 

William Thomas to Elizabeth Phillip, May 12, 1755. 

 

William Bowen and Alce Prees, May 19, 1755. 

 

David John, mariner and Jane Howell, spinster, June 17, 1755. 

 

John Jeffrey and Jennet Watkins, August 19, 1755. 

 

William Hugh of Llangennech, Carmarthenshire, to Eleanor Allen, November 22, 1757, 

married by James Pinaud? 

 

Joseph David and Elizabeth George, February 2, 1758. 

 

David Robert, yeoman, and Mary Davies, license July 18, 1758. 

 

Thomas Williams to Luce Evans, November 24, 1758. 

 

William Hugh, labourer, and Anne Thomas, spinster January 5, 1759. 

 

Thomas Jenkins, yeoman, and Elizabeth Allen, spinster, July 5, 1758. 

 

Frederick Harry, yeoman, and Sage Thomas, spinster, November 27, 1759. 

 

Jacob David, yeoman, and Mary Morgan, spinster, July 11, 1760. 

 

Joseph Mathews, Curate, married these. 

 

Charles Allen, yeoman, and Margaret Thomas, spinster, December 5, 1760. 

 

John Thomas, mariner, to Mary Evans, spinster, January 27, 1761. 

 

John Thomas, yeoman, of parish of Langennech, Carmarthenshire, to Jane Jeffrey, 

spinster, May 14, 1761. 

 

John Lewis of Landilotalybont to Jennet Hopkin, January 18, 1762. 
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James David to Elizabeth Matthews, October 10, 1762. 

 

Thomas William and Eleanor Atkins, he a yeoman, she a spinster, November 26, 1762. 

 

Banns only published. Thomas William this parish and Gwenlluan Thomas of 

Llangevelach, January 1763. 

 

Joseph Mathews, yeoman, and Esther Morgan, spinster, February 4, 1763. 

 

Thomas Llewellin, shipwright to Elizabeth Fray, spinster, June 14, 1763. 

 

Hugh Edward, yeoman, and Elizabeth Atkins, spinster, June 1, 1763. 

 

John Thomas, yeoman, and Luce Hugh, spinster, July 5, 1763. 

 

William Davies, carpenter, to Margaret Hugh, spinster, August 30, 1763. 

 

Henry Harry, labourer, to Margaret Harry, spinster, December 16, 1763. 

 

Jacob Rees, yeoman, and Mary Watkins, spinster, December 16, 1763. 

 

Next marriage form blank. 

 

William Harry, mason, and Catherine Hugh, spinster, February 13, 1764. 

 

John Punner, mason, and Elizabeth Lewellin, February 13, 1764. 

 

Banns only published May 1764 betweeen William Lewellin, mariner, and Jennet 

Thomas, spinster, of Langevelach. 

 

Richard Lewis, of Landilotalybont, mason, to Mary John, spinster, June 15, 1764. 

 

John Morgan, b[achelor] to Mary Charles, spinster, November 9, 1764. 

 

John Francis, ship carpenter, to Ann Harry, widow, November 30, 1764. 

 

William David, yeoman, and Mary Morgan, spinster, license May 21, 1765. 

 

Banns only published between George Hopkin, of Langevelach, and Elizabeth Thomas, 

spinster, August 1765. 

 

Philip Thomas, shoemaker, to Mary John, spinster, license September 20, 1765. 

 

Henry Hugh, yeoman, to Margaret Jenkin, spinster, November 18, 1765. 

 



 162 

Edward Bowen, yeoman, to Elizabeth Richards, spinster, license March 9, 1766; 

witnesses Edward Bowen, guardian to the said Elizabeth Richards and William John. 

 

Thomas Morgan to Mary Thomas, April 18, 1766. 

 

William Lewis, yeoman, to Ann Price, spinster, April 20, 1767. 

 

William Fray, mariner, to Elizabeth Jenkins, spinster, license May 24, 1767. 

 

William Hugh, shipwright, to Elizabeth Beddo, spinster, June 26, 1767. 

 

Note: written in words, in above marriage entry, the date: twenty-sixth day of June, in the 

year One Thousand Seven Hundred and Sisty Six 7. Apparently an error corrected into 

1767.) 

 

Griffith Jenkin and Ann Bowen, he a labourer, she a spinster, October 4, 1767. 

 

Thomas Price, labourer, to Mary Evan, spinster, October 6, 1767. 

 

David Atkins, mariner, to Edith David, spinster, license January 3, 1768 (David Jones, 

Clerk, marriage entry of October 6, 1767). 

 

Thomas Pollard of Clovelly in County and Diocese of Exeter, mariner, to Elizabeth 

Thomas, license May 4, 1768; witnesses David Thomas and Love Dalton. 

 

William Rees, yeoman, and Mary William, spinster, December 20, 1768. 

 

Evan Griffith, yeoman, and Mary Morgan, spinster, December 25, 1768. 

 

Griffith Evan, of Langefelach, yeoman, to Mary William, spinster, April 11, 1769. 

 

Edward Coleman, of Lanridien, widower, to Mary Loyd, spinster, June 24, 1769, by 

Thomas Williams, clerk. 

 

Thomas Phillips, of Swansea, yeoman, to Margaret Bedow, spinster, August 29, 1769, by 

John Morgans, curate. 

 

William David to Gwenllian Morgan, spinster, license September 13, 1769, he makes 

mark x, she signs Gwenllian David. 

 

John David to Jennet Askin, spinster, September 29, 1769; witnesses sign Willom Atkin 

(probably for William Atkin), Henry Hugh. 

 

William George to Mary Lloyd, January 29, 1770, by David Powell, Clerk. 
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John Pollard, widower, to Mary Morris, spinster, April 24, 1770. 

 

William Brown, bachiler, to Ann Lewellyn (she signs Ann Lewhilleng), spinster, May 9, 

1770 license; a witness signs Charles Llewhelling. 

 

Howell Howells to Mary Morgan, license June 3, 1770. 

 

Owen John to Jane George July 10, 1770, married by David Powell, Clerk; witnesses 

Henry Hugh and William Hugh. 

 

Henry Thomas of Oystermouth, bachiler, to Mary Jones, spinster, July 26, 1771. 

 

David Owen of the parish of St. John, to Mary Bowen, this parish, October 25, 1771 

 

Thomas John to Ann Harry, February 17, 1772. 

 

Edward Shepherd, widower, to Mary Phillip, spinster, August 7, 1772. 

 

John Llewelyn to Jane Evan, license December 6, 1772. 

 

Richard Hammond of Lanridien, bachiler, to Ann Rees, spinster, April 13, 1773. 

 

William Harry of Lannelly, bachiler, to Elizabeth Morgan, spinster, license (blotted) May 

1773. 

 

John Collins, Rector, signs register of marriages above entry June 25, 1773. 

 

Charles Llewhelling (as he signs), to Mary Jones, license June 25, 1773. 

 

John Bowen to Ann Davies, September 19, 1773. 

 

John Trick, bachiler, to Rebecca Minor, spinster, November 2, 1773; she signs Rebekah 

Minor. 

 

Griffith John to Mary Evan, February 13, 1774. 

 

Thomas Lewis to Joan Hopkin, spinster, he a bachiler, March 29, 1774. 

 

John Jones, bachilder to Jane Fray, spinster, April 4, 1774. 

 

Mathew Rosser, bachiler, to Ann John, spinster, May 20, 1774. 

 

William Harry, bachiler, to Elizabeth Lewis, spinster, May 21, 1774. 

 

John Griffith, bachiler to Mary Thomas, spinster, March 14, 1775. 
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Richard Davies, of Penard, bachiler, to Sara Evan, spinster, May 28, 1775. 

 

Anthony William, bachiler, to Jane Rees, spinster, February 29, 1776. 

 

John John, bachiler, to Mary Hopkin, spinster, March 12, 1776. 

 

Isaac Evan of Langenech, County Carmarthen, bachiler, to Mary Bowen, spinster, March 

15, 1776. 

 

John Griffith, bachiler, to Mary Lewis, spinster, June 21, 1776. 

 

Hopkin Francis, bachiler, to Alice Loyd, spinster, September 14, 1776. 

 

Evan Thomas of Landilotalybont, bachiler, to Mary Fray, spinster, October 20, 1776. 

 

David Morgan of Landilotalybont, to Ann Vulk (she signs Ann Polk ?); a witness 

William Vulk by mark, license December 22, 1776. 

 

John Lewis, bachiler to Mary Davies, spinster, April 29, 1777. 

 

The next form is blank. 

 

Henry Harry, bachiler, to Mary Price, spinster, July 8, 1777. 

 

John Thomas, bachiler, to Jennet Hopkin, spinster, August 4, 1777. 

 

Owen John, widower, to Sarah Thomas, spinster November 28, 1777. 

 

Edward Gamage, bachiler, to Eddith Atkin, widower, license January 5, 1778. 

 

John Morgan, bachiler, to Margaret William, spinster, January 30, 1778. 

 

Evan Francis, bachiler, to Catherine Bowen, spinster, February 20, 1778. 

 

William David, bachiler, to Catherine Morgan, spinster, April 3, 1778. 

 

George Evan, bachiler to Mary Thomas, spinster, April 21, 1778. 

 

Thomas David, widower, to Elizabeth Evan, widow, July 28, 1778 

 

William Bowen, bachiler to Ann Lison, spinster, April 5, 1779. 

 

Thomas Hugh, bachiler, to Elizabeth Jones, spinster, June 20, 1779. 

 

Watkin Knight of Lentradock, to Mary Cuny, spinster, license November 5, 1779. 
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John Bynon, bachiler, to Mary Evan, spinster, November 19, 1779. 

 

William Hosea, of St. John, bachiler, to Ruth David, spinster, July 21, 1780. 

 

John Edwards of Bishopston, bachiler, to Catherine Givelin (she signs Givlin), widow, 

license November 19, 1780. 

 

James Morris to Margaret Evan, December 26, 1780. 

 

David Lison, bachiler (he signs David Lishon), to Ann Hugh, spinster, April 16, 1781. 

 

Joseph Mathew, widower, to Margaret Phillip, widow, April 29, 1791. 

 

David Morgan of Langvelach, bachiler, to Ann Bowen, spinster, June 1, 1781. 

 

Thomas Thomas, bachiler, to Margaret Bowen, spinster, August 21, 1781. 

 

Banns only published between David Morgan, bachiler, and Ann Bennet of Cheston, 

spinster, not dated. 

 

John Beddo, bachiler, to Margaret Howell, spinster, license December 30, 1781. 

 

Evan David of Lanridien, bachiler, to Margaret Thomas, spinster, May 20, 1782. 

 

John Lloyd, yeoman, to Margaret David, spinster, November 18, 1782; marriage by John 

Morgan, curate of Llangefelach. 

 

David Knoyl, of Swansea, yeoman, to Margaret Hughes, spinster, November 22, 1782; 

marriage by William Davies, curate of Bishop Ston. 

 

William David of Landilovach, bachiler to Elizabeth Morris, spinster, December 5, 1783. 

 

Evan Protheroe, bachiler, to Anne Richards of Llanblathian, spinster, license March 30, 

1784. 

 

Richard Bowen, bachiler, to Joan Griffith, spinster, July 25, 1784. 

 

Marmaduke Jenkins, widower to Sage Harry, widow, November 1, 1784. 

 

David John, bachiler, to Ann Gregory of Lannon, Carmarthen, March 28, 1785. 

 

William Lewis of Langyndirn, County Carmarthen, bachiler, to Elizabeth Richard, 

spinster, May 2, 1785. 

 

Thomas Hugh, bachiler, to Martha Davies, spinster, August 21, 1785. 
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Henry Harry, widower, to Mary Beddo, spinster, September 8, 1785. 

 

Thomas Lloyd (spelt Loyd), bachiler, to Margaret John, spinster September 12, 1785. 

 

William Thomas of Landilotalybont, to Ann Morris, spinster, December 13, 1785. 

 

David Bowen, bachiler, to Ann Griffith, spinster, December 18, 1785. 

 

Thomas Bowen, bachiler, to Elizabeth Lison, spinster, December 23, 1785. 

 

William David of Lansamlet, to Elizabeth Mathew, spinster, July 21, 1786. 

 

George Evan, widower to Mary Robert, spinster, license September 17, 1786. skipped. 

 

George Pengree, Esquire, widower, to Sarah King, spinster, license October 30, 1805. 

 

Thomas Pergrine, bachiler, to Ann Mathews, spinster, May 3, 1808. 

 

Thomas Perkins, bachiler, of Swansea, to Margaret Williams, spinster, December 4, 

1818. 

 

David Thomas, bachiler, to Ann Pergrin, spinster, October 5, 1828. 

 

Evan John, of Swansea, widower, to Jinnet Hugh, widow, August 15, 1830. 

 

William Mathias of Llandarog, to Margaret Howell, July 20, 1833. 

 

DOCUMENT 148 

 

Nursing card. Girl, born 12/25/1970 [Julie] 5:20 p.m., 7 lbs. 7 oz., 19 inches long, mother 

Bertha Paula Platt; Doctor: [Scott] Wallace. Room 307. 

 

DOCUMENT 149 

 

Certificate of Baptism and Confirmation Recorded in the Blanding Ward Record of 

Members, Book 2, line 1403, William J. Nix, Ward Clerk. This certifies that Edward 

Robison Lyman, son of Edward P. Lyman and Irene Perkins, born February 19, 1917, at 

Blanding, San Juan, Utah, was baptized May 3, 1925, by L. Burton Redd, Elder, and 

confirmed a member of the Church of Jesus Christ of Latter-day Saints May 3, 1925 by 

Elder James F. Carroll. Signed William J. Nix, Clerk; Joseph B. Harris, Bishop. 

 

DOCUMENT 150 

 

The life history of Benjamin Platt, as given in brief by John W. Platt, his oldest son; and 

written by Rulon B. Platt, a grandson. This narrative was told August 30, 1938, John W. 
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Platt being in his 80th year of life; at this time living in Kanarraville, Utah. This sketch of 

history is authentic, the narrator being in a normal mind and clear understanding. [Some 

punctuation has been changed, and minimal spelling - Lyman De Platt] 

 

Benjamin Platt was born April 12, 1833 at Crompton, Lancashire, England, being the son 

of a Thomas Platt. We have no known facts of his childhood days and surroundings. He 

had no schooling or place of learning; what he finally came in possession of was from 

being observant. Wherever an opportunity presented itself he never failed to make use of 

the same. Just how he came to be the possessor of a copy of the Bible is not known; but 

from that he learned the letters of the alphabet. The reading of figures came much in the 

same way. He spent his nights after work in company with other boys that worked in the 

factory, studying figures and their combinations [and] learning to read and write. But 

through his untiring efforts he was the possessor of a large vocabulary of words and a 

broad understanding of history. He had the use at all times of good grammer. His council 

was sound and wise. He had excellent command of the Bible scriptures. 

 

As an occupation while in England he worked at the clothing mills, being a finisher and 

dresser of corduroy and velvet. 

 

While in his early years of manhood and yet working at the mills, he heard the restored 

gospel taught by missionaries of the Church of Jesus Christ of Latter-day Saints. With his 

Bible knowledge and the spirit of inspiration the truths pricked his soul and he adopted 

the teachings of these Elders, joining the church while in his early twenties. The 

Priesthood was bestowed upon him while in England and he was set apart as a Priest. He 

took an active part in the church and did some street preaching. 

 

While working at the mills he saved his earnings and made preparations to come to 

America to be with the main body of the church. In a testimony meeting a prophecy was 

uttered that if he would wait for one year to sail, he would bring with him a wife. Being 

impressed he gave heed to the counsel. The prophecy was utterly fulfilled. He met his 

mate while going to the Branch meetings. She too had joined the church and worked at 

the same mills. Neither knew the other until they met at church. The woman he took to 

wed was Mary Graves. They married on April 13, 1856 and embarked for America on 

May 25, 1856. 

 

The voyage to America was a pleasant one; no sea catastrophies of any nature. They were 

six weeks crossing the ocean, their navigation was in a sail ship. They landed at Boston, 

Massachusetts. From Boston they went to Iowa City on the railroad. 

 

After arriving at Iowa City, a handcart company was organized and Edwin Martin was 

appointed to be at the head. Through his appointment the company was known as the 

Edwin Martin Handcart Company. Benjamin Platt and wife were of this company. Orders 

were given by Franklin D. Richards to the company that no individual must make the 

effort to start the trek across the plains, unless they were physically able to walk the 

entire distance. 
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The purpose and cause for this hazardous endeavor was because of bitter persecution 

given the Saints in the Central States. To remain in the states was a risk of life and to trek 

the plains in hastily constructed handcarts was a great risk. But their hearts were set in 

being with the main body of the church membership. 

 

The company was now in readiness to start the journey. But in some way orders were not 

abided by closely enough and some aged people, as well as some children, were in the 

company. After journeying three weeks, the handcarts began to break down. Out in a 

wild and desolate wilderness, no blacksmiths, no tools, axels of wood, hubs of the wheels 

were of wood, no grease to keep them from wearing in two. Breakdown after breakdown 

caused delays. Being late in Autumn cold was creeping on. Suffering began; suffering no 

human kind can know nor give words to express (unless they were one of the company). 

Benjamin Platt and wife were young; in this turmoil of trouble they were given an elderly 

gentleman to care for. He had to be put on top of their luggage and hauled until he died. 

The misery he caused them is better not expressed in words because of the filth. Yet on 

they trudged and singing as they went. Songs they sang kept up the spirits of the 

company. 

 

Each handcart carried their [its] own individual luggage. Benjamin Platt and wife had two 

large tin boxes containing clothing and other personal belongings. One hundred pounds 

of flour, twenty-five pounds of salt, bacon, dried beans, a bake oven, a frying pan, [and a] 

cooking vessel [rounded out the load]. Journeying on they arrived at the Platte River in 

what is now known as the State of Wyoming. Only wandering tribes of Indians knew 

much about these wilds and prairie country at this time, but the Indians were none too 

friendly with the white people in those days. 

 

While making preparations to cross the river a severe snow blizzard came up which 

lasted for two days. Now out in a bleak prairie, no wood, no shelter, only buffalo chips 

that could be gathered were used for fire wood. Suffering was intense, deaths and 

sickness [prevalent]; graves had to be dug. Oh, what a heart to endure such, no tongue 

can ever tell. 

 

The storm abated, preparations were completed to make the river crossing. Unitedly the 

company helped each other to make the crossing. Benjamin Platt crossed the river five 

times in one day. The river was moderately high with water. Most of the distance the 

water was deep enough to reach from knee to hip. All the time the water carried floating 

blocks of ice and the air was crisp with cold. Benjamin carried his wife on his shoulders 

as he waded through the water to make the first trip. 

 

Now being over the river, more worried [sic]. Through exposure and cold, more sickness, 

more deaths and greater delays. Now everything looked as though everyone would suffer 

death by some malady or other. But through the aid of the supreme power faith and 

prayer brought them deliverance. They journeyed on and in a few days reached what was 

known as Devils' Gate. 
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At Devil's Gate they were met by men sent from Salt Lake City to give them aid and take 

them through and over the Mountain ranges. At this point all handcarts were discarded, 

mostly from being of no further worth and broken down. Those people that were not able 

to walk were loaded into wagons. All luggage was left and piled together, with the 

intention of returning for it in the spring. But never again was it ever heard of. What a 

sacrifice! Possessions that were of most value, but there they were. 

 

Over the mountain ranges it was cold and trails had to be broken through the snow. 

Progress was again slow. Men stood guard every night. Benjamin had his turn at guard 

and helped to keep the livestock close by. Indians very often would steal the stock and 

drive them away. 

 

One night after coming off duty as guard, his co-guard awoke him about 4 a.m. and said, 

?Come, Ben we have graves to dig for thirteen this morning.@ The graves were dug but 

instead of being individual, all were buried in one, side by side. Their clothes and maybe 

a blanket was [sic] all that they had on them. 

 

This handcart company arrived in Salt Lake City, November 30, 1856. The day was 

Sunday and they arrived in the afternoon about 4 o'clock. The entire company was almost 

exhausted from starvation. But provisions were made for them by the Saints that were 

settled. 

 

The company was distributed and sent to different communities throughout the territory. 

Benjamin Platt and wife were asked to go south and help settle the Virgin River country. 

They came to Fort Harmony first and was brought from Salt Lake by Charles Dalton. 

They arrived in the Fort [on] December 23, 1856. The men in charge took him [them] to 

the home of James Davis. People in those days lived in forts for protection against 

renegade bands of Indians. 

 

Benjamin Platt worked and made a living while at Fort Harmony for four years. His 

earnings were paid in livestock and foods. In the year 1861 he and his wife moved to 

Grafton, a small village on the banks of the Virgin River. Being in the early days of the 

settlement of this new territory, making a livlihood was no easy matter. For this reason he 

and his wife had a double task to accomplish. Neither of them had had any experience 

with farming, always [having] worked at the mills in England. But at the task they went. 

They put in a small plot of wheat for the purpose of making bread and family cereals. A 

small plot was planted into cain [sic] to make molasses for sweets, there being no fruits at 

this early period of settlement. The crop was matured and harvested, and all settled down 

for winter. In January 1862 a 30-day rain persisted in falling, [and] the little settlement of 

Grafton was carried away by the river. Destitute again, no home, two small children, one 

a baby; but few personal belongs were saved. Most of the food had gone also; a 20-gallon 

barrel of molasses included. When the water receded after the rain ceased, parties 

followed the river course in search of belongings that might have lodged along the banks. 

Some was found, among the findings was this 20-gallon barrel of molasses. Other people 

laid claim to the molasses, but grandmother proved her rightful ownership to the barrel of 
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molasses by a piece of cloth taken from her husband's shirt tail and put in with the bung 

or cork. 

 

In the early spring of 1862 Benjamin and wife started north in search of a new home site. 

They came to the settlement of Kanarraville, where a few people from Fort Harmony had 

gone to settle on a small stream running from the mountains. Upon arrival, they were 

again taken to the home of James Davis. In the lapse of a day or so of time the men there 

settled made the decision that it would not be the wisest act at the present for more 

families to settle in Kanarraville as the water was not sufficient in quantity to mature 

more crops. Benjamin was there advised to go twenty-seven miles west to a place where 

a few families had gone to make a new settlement. He left his wife in Kanarraville and 

went to this new location. 

 

He walked the distance in both directions. He was gone two days and made the 

inspections. He was one of the seven families that made up the new community. Each 

family agreed to take as his share in the water of the creek one day each week. This was 

sufficient to raise crops for food. The settlement was in a valley where meadows were in 

abundance. The grass was cut and stored for livestock over the winter. This settlement 

became known as Pinto, and this was Benjamin's and wife's final move. [Not quite; in 

their older years they moved to Newcastle, where they died. - Lyman De Platt] 

 

By constant toil he finally built a cottage and called it home. Meager though it was, it 

became one of the happiest and love abided therein. 

 

Benjamin worked hard until long in his mature years. Honest in every phase to the 

marrow of his bones, he never acquired wealth, just a good wholesome living from year 

to year. He and his wife became the parents of twelve children. Of the children three 

filled honorable missions for The Church of Jesus Christ of Latter-day Saints. Two were 

school teachers. Others became stock raisers and farmers. 

 

During winter months in the early days of the settlement, Benjamin and his small boys 

would cast and cord word for the furnaces at Iron Town. Thus did they earn money to 

buy clothing and other necessities for the home. 

 

In conclusion [Rulon B. Platt is speaking] of this brief narrative I wish to make record of 

an instance and happening in the life of Benjamin Platt. We can readily see the great 

struggles our pioneer forefathers endured. They made their own flour by grinding the 

wheat between flat stones then sifting it through cloths and other home contrivances and 

inventions. In mid-winter of one of those trying years Benjamin shouldered sixty pounds 

of wheat, walked fifty miles to Cedar City (then known as Coal Creek), to the only flour 

mill in the southern territory, to have this wheat made into flour and mush for his wife 

and small children. Father [John W. Platt] has related several times how on the following 

day he watched for his father's return so that they could have something to eat. And that 

night after his return at near dusk of evening, how they enjoyed the mush made of only 
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the cracked wheat. They had only milk to go with it, no sugar, for that was a luxury, not 

known in those days. 

 

Having had a life of hard work and humble with all his trials, grandfather died in his 85th 

year. Anything that can be said of an humble character of praise would be fitting to 

Benjamin Platt. 

 

My love and admiration as a grandson is appreciated in words thus written. October 26, 

1938. Rulon Berry Platt. 

 

DOCUMENT 151 

 

All these are proved by Weis in his Magna Charta Barons, Wells and Allied Families: 

Dwight Family; Reverend John Taylor's Ancestral Chart; Chauncellor Walcott's Hyde 

Family, and many other books on royal ancestry. 

 

In reading this type of pedigree, you start at the bottom and read up. See Edward 

Partridge chart, numbers 63, 126, 127, 254, 255. [This document is basically taken from 

Ancestral Roots of 60 Colonists, pages 17-19, 49-52 - Lyman De Platt] 

 

1. Cerdic, first of the West Saxon Kings began reign in 500 A.D. 

2. Kenric, crowned 534 A.D. 

3. Chealin, died ? 

4. Cuthrin, died 584 A.D. 

5. Euth, or Cuth 

6. Crelwald 

7. Kendred 

8. Ingills 

9. Eoppa 

10. Easa, or Essa 

11. Alkmund, or Elhelmaud - Anglo Saxon line 

12. Egbert, reigned 800 to 836 A.D., first King of all England; married Lady 

 Redburga. 

13. Son, Ethelwulf, died 858 A.D.; married Osburga. 

14. Alfred the Great, 6th King of England, born 849, died 901 A.D.; married 

 Alswitha, daughter of Earl Asthelred of Mercia; reigned 871-901 A.D. 

15. Son of Edward ?the Elder@ reigned 901-924; married 3rd Eadgifu, daughter of 

 Sigehelm, Earl of Kent. 

16. Son Athelslan reigned 925-940 A.D. 

17. Brother Edmund, the Magnificent, reigned 940-946; married Elfgiva, or St. 

 Alfgifu.  

18. Edgar, the Peaceful, 959-975; married Alfreda, daughter of Earl Ordgar (nephew 

 of Edmund, who reigned 946-950). 
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19. Ethelred the Unsteady, born 968; reigned 979-1016; married Elfreda, daughter of 

 Thored. As he died in 984, there must have been someone between. (Edmond, 

 Ironsides born 989, died 1016 in Algitha - Danish line). 

20. Edward, the Exile, born 1016; died 1057, married Agatha of Hungary, daughter 

 of Henry II, Emperor of Germany and descendant of Charlemagne. Saxon line 

 restored and ended with Harold, son of Earl Godwin. 

21. St. Margaret Atheling, born 1040, died 1080; married 1068-69 Malcolm III, King 

 of Scotland, born 1031, died 1093 (see Kings of Scotland IX). 

22. Norman Line. Matilda of Scotland, married Henry I, Beauclerc, son of William 

 the Conqueror and Maud of Flanders. Henry I was King of England 1100-1135. 

 He married Matilda 1100. 

23. Matilda or Maud of England, daughter of Henry I, married 1127, Geoffery 

 Plantagenet, Count of Anjou, Duke of Normandy. See Anjou X. Matilda died 

 1167 A.D. 

24. Plantagenet Line. Henry II Plantagenet (Curt Mantel), married 1153, Elanor of 

 Poitou of Aquitaine. (See Aquitane). 

25. John Plantagenet (King of Lackland) 1199-1216; married 2nd Isabella Taillefer, 

 of Angouleme. 

26. Henry Plantagenet, Henry III; 1216-1272; married daughter of Raimond Berenger 

 IV, of Provence (See Provence VII). 

27. Edward I. Longshanks, 1272-1307; married Princess Eleanor of Castile; married 

 second Margaret of France. (See Castile) 

28. Edward II, King of England 1307-1372; married Isabella, daughter of King Philip 

 IV. of France. 

29. Edward III, King of England 1327-1377; married 1326 Philippa of Hainault. This 

 royal couple had about 3,000 lines back to Charlemagne and about 144 lines to 

 Alfred the Great. Quoted from Adams and Weis: Magna Carta Barons and 

 Descendants in America. 

30. Thomas, 7th son of Edward III and Philippa, Duke of Gloucester, slain by Richard 

 his nephew; married Lady Eleanor Bohun. (see Bohun V) 

31. Lady Anna Plantagenet, Countess of Buckingham, married 3rd William de 

 Bouchier, Earl of Eu. 

32. Sir John de Bouchier, married Lady Margaret de Berners. 

33. Lady Anna de Bouchier married Sir Thomas Fiennes, descendant of Edward I. 

34. Lady Catherine Fiennes married Richard Londenoys of Brede, Sussex, England. 

35. Mary Loudenoys, sister and heir of Robert of Brede, married Thomas 

 Harlakenden. 

36. Roger Harlakenden, married Elizabeth Hardres. 

37. Richard Harlakenden, married Margaret Hubert (Hubert) 

38. Mabel Harlakenden, married Col. John Haynes, Governor of Massachusetts and 

 Connecticut colonies. 

39. Ruth Haynes, born Hartford, Connecticut, married Samuel Wyllys, son of George 

 Wyllys of Hartford. 
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DOCUMENT 152 

 

This is a series of documents, all relating to my education: Seminary in the Whittier, 

California I & IV Wards; at Brigham Young University, at Southern Colorado State 

College, and information on Graduate School, B.Y.U. These consist of the following: 

1. Seminary Report, Book of Mormon, 1958-1959, Donald Calaway, instructor. 1st 

 term A-, 2nd term A, 3rd term A+, 4th term A. Final grade, seven absents, seven 

 tardys, Grade A. Journal work A+ for all four quarters; Tests: B, A, A, A. 

2. Seminary Report, Old Testament, 1959-1960, Bishop Salo, instructor. 1st term A, 

 2nd term B+, 3rd term A-, 4th term, B+, 5th term A, 6th term A-; journal work 

 A, A, A, A+. 11 absents, 5 tardies. 

3. Seminary Report, New Testament, 1960-1961, Bro. Kaleikau. 1st, 2nd, 3rd & 4th 

 terms A. Journal work A+ for all terms. Tests A for all terms. Eight absents, 3 

 tardies. 

4. Student card with picture: 067305. Platt, Lyman De, Social Security Number 528-

 60-9891; height 6 foot 2 inches; eyes brown; weight 175 pounds; birthdate June 

 1943. 

5. Official Grade Report, 1st semester, 1961. Listed as living at 409 South Pickering, 

 Whittier, California. Credits 16.5; Grade Point Average 42.5. General Forestry, 

 C; Typing Fundamentals, A; Devotional Assembly; Comprehension and Reading, 

 C; Personal Health, C; American Heritage, B; Male Chorus, A; Basketball 

 Beginning Men, B; Introduction to Book of Mormon, C. 

6. Southern Colorado State College, Pueblo, Colorado, Grade Report, Winter, 1966. 

 Living at 1128 North Bonfoy, Colorado Springs, Colorado. Eight Credits, Grade 

 Point Average, 4.0. Spanish Conversation, A; Beginning Spanish, A. 

7. Official Grade Report, Fall Semester, BYU, 1968. Living at 410 North 900 West, 

 Provo, Utah. Credits 8.0; GPA 3.21. Masters of American Literature, C; Use of 

 Books & Libraries, A-; Pearl of Great Price, A; Historical Teachings of the Book 

 of Mormon, A. 

8. Official Grade Report, Spring Semester, BYU, 1969. Living at 410 North 900 

 West, Provo, Utah. Credits 12.0; GPA 3.33. Comprehension and Reading, grade 

 not submitted; Deductive Logic, C+; Descriptive Astronomy, C+; Foreign and 

 International Political Systems, A; Introduction to Public Speaking, A; Universal 

 Religion, A. 

9. Official Grade Report, Summer Semester, BYU, 1969. Living at 410 North 900 

 West, Provo, Utah. Credits 11.0; GPA 4.0; Total College Credits 50.5; GPA 3.23. 

North American Research, A; Frist Year Spanish, A; LDS History, A; Doctrine 

 & Covenants, A. 

10. March 6, 1973. Letter to Frank Smith, Supervisor, from Lyman D. Platt, 

 Regarding: Work at Home and BYU. I have proposed to clarify the type of work 

 that I proposed to do at BYU and at home during the following semester. 

 

1) Primarily I am interested in examining each of the records (histories, maps, 

 gazetteers, and other publications) that contain information useful to the Research 

 Department in compiling research aids, papers, etc. I have examples of the type 
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 of work I wish to do. (See Attachment 1). This is in accordance with my job 

 description. 

 

2) I have found that early in the morning or late at night is a good time to 

 concentrate on my work (or lessons) and as I am unable to do all of the 

 correspondence, typing, preparation of lessons, research aids, etc. at work on the 

 present schedule, I feel it is in the best interests of the Society to allow me to 

 spend part of my time each week, until I graduate, working in my private office 

 at home. 

 

My weekly work sheets have been quite detailed to date; however, I propose to 

 include even more detail to show how all of my time is used. I will include 

 specific research done, letters written, typing accomplished, lessons prepared, 

 etc., so that I am covered completely and a check can be made by anyone 

 interested in the way I am spending my time. 

 

11. March 6, 1973. Memorandum to Frank Smith, Supervisor, from Lyman D. Platt, 

 Regarding: University Studies at BYU - adjustment of schedule. 

 

When I was given the opportunity to go back to school, I presented for your 

 approval a time schedule and showed you how many credits I needed and how I 

 proposed to get them. Circumstances since then have changed the picture 

 somewhat. 

 

I had planned to drop the Spring Semester and go to Argentina to teach and 

 receive paleographic training. Despite several letters and many attempted phone 

 call (all unsuccessful) no word has been received from Dr. Tanodi as to how this 

 plan was to be carried out or when. 

 

In my original letter to you I proposed getting twelve semester hours during the 

 summer, plus nine from the Argentina trip and would have finished in December 

 1973 with my B.A. However, if I go to both the Spring and Summer semesters, 

 which are eight weeks each, I can only get twelve semester hours, as the classes 

 are two hours long instead of one as I had thought. This plus not getting the nine 

 credit hours I had planned on from Argentina will require I go to the first semester 

 in 1974 to finish my degree. 

 

At the end of this present semester I will have completed eighty-six of 128 credits 

 needed for graduation. I proposed to take twelve during the Spring-Summer, 

 fifteen during the Fall and fifteen during the Winter to complete the 128 hours. 

 I would graduate in April of 1974 with a B.A. in Latin American History. 

 

For the Spring-Summer semesters at least, I propose to continue the same 

 schedule I am on now. I will be in school between 9:00 a.m. and 3:00 p.m. on 

 Monday, Wednesday and Friday, in the office at Salt Lake on Tuesday and 
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 Thursday and  will work fourteen hours in my home office or at BYU each week. 

 I would appreciate your consideration of these proposals. 

 

[OK\FS; OK\DER & TED. These initials are Frank Smith, Delbert E. Roach, and 

 Thomas E. Daniels - Lyman De Platt] 

 

12. Verification of Official Registration, BYU, Winter 1973. Day 11.0 hours. Night 

 8.0 hours. Living at 410 North 900 West, Provo, Utah. Lab, Plant Biology, 

 Life of the Past, World Civilization 1, World Civilization 2, Central Asia, Utah, 

 Church History to 1846. Sophomore. Major: History; Tuition $329.00. 

13. June 13, 1974. Dear Student. We are pleased to receive your $15.00 non-

 refundable ?Application for Admission Fee@ to Brigham Young University.  

14. Brigham Young University, Provo, Utah. Permanent Academic Record, Office of 

 Admissions and Records.  

 

BYU Number: 067305; Name: Lyman De Platt; Sex: M; Birth Date: 6-10-43; 

 Home: 409 South Pickering, Whittier, California; Parent: Gordon Leavitt Platt; 

 Relationship: Father; Place of Birth: Moab, Utah; Social Security Number: 528-

 60-9891; High School: Whittier Union High; Location: Whittier, California. 

 Date of Graduation: 6-19-61; Units 21: English 2; Language 2; Math 3; 

 Science 3; and Social Science 3. 

 

1st semester, 1961-1962. General Forestry, C; Typing Fundamentals, A; 

 Devotional Assembly; Comprehension and Reading, C; Personal Health, C; 

 American Heritage, B; Male Chorus, A; Basketball Beginning Men, B; 

 Introduction to Book of Mormon, C. 

 

Fall Semester, 1968-1969. Masters of American Literature, C; Use of Books & Libraries, 

A-; Pearl of Great Price, A; Historical Teachings of the Book of Mormon, A. 

 

Spring Semester, 1969. Comprehension and Reading, A-; Deductive Logic, C+; 

Descriptive Astronomy, C+; Foreign and International Political Systems, A; Introduction 

to Public Speaking, A; Universal Religion, A. 

 

Summer Semester, 1969. North American Research, A; Frist Year Spanish, A; LDS 

History, A; Doctrine & Covenants, A. 

 

Spring Semester, 1970, Evening Schedule. Spanish 321, 3rd Year Grammer and 

Comprehension, A. 

 

Special Examination, 2-12-73 (February 2, 1973): 1st Year Spanish, A; Intermediate 

Spanish, A; 2nd Year Conversation, A-; 3rd Year Conversation, A. 

 

Winter Semester, 1973. Plant Biology, B-; Life of the Past, A-; World Civilization 1, A-; 

World Civilization 2, C+; Central Asia, A; Utah, A; Church History to 1846, B+. 
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Basic Military Credit Allows; Military Science 4; Physical Education 2. Credits Allowed 

for USAFI Courses: Psychology General, 3; Modern European History 3. 

 

Spring Term 1974. History of Latin America, A-; Indians in Latin America, B. 

 

Summer Term 1974. Argentina and Brazil, A-; Historical Research, A-. 

 

Fall Term 1974. Issues in American History, B-; Mexico & Caribbean, A-; 

 Historiography, B-; Plant Kingdom, C; Introduction to Book of Mormon, B+. 

 

Winter Term 1974. British Research, B; Genealogy & the Family, A; Individual Study, 

Spanish, Passed. 

 

15. Ninety-ninth Annual Summer Commencement Exercises, Brigham Young 

 University, August 10, 1974. History. Bachelor of Arts. Lyman De Platt. [Page 

 13 of the Program] 

 

16. Letter from BYU, Office of Chauncey C. Riddle, Dean of The Graduate School, 

 dated July 2, 1974. Lyman D. Platt, 410 N. 900 W., Provo, Utah 84601. When we 

 received your application for admission to the Graduate School at Brigham 

 Young University, we did not receive confirmation of your bachelor's degree 

 from Brigham Young University. According to our records we have not yet 

 received this confirmation. It now becomes necessary that we receive an unoffical 

 transcript showing receipt of your baccalaureate degree not later than September 

 19, 1974. Sincerely, Robert W. Laird, Assistant Dean. 

 

17. Letter from BYU, Office of Chauncey C. Riddle, Dean of The Graduate School, 

 dated July 2, 1974. Lyman D. Platt, 410 N. 900 W., Provo, Utah 84601. This is to 

 inform you that your application for admission to a degree-seeking program is 

 complete and has been sent to the Department of History as of July 2, 1974. You 

 will hear from us again when the department has made its recommendation. 

 Sincerely, Robert W. Laird, Assistant Dean. 

 

18. Certificate of Admission to Brigham Young University, Provo, Utah, Fall 

 Semester 1974, Student Number 067305, date 07/13/74; Class: Graduate. 

 Sponsor: George Addy; Department: History. Degree: Master. 

 

19. Letter from BYU, Office of Chauncey C. Riddle, Dean of The Graduate School, 

 dated July 2, 1974. Lyman D. Platt, 410 N. 900 W., Provo, Utah 84601. Dear 

 Mr.Platt: We are pleased to inform you that you have been accepted as a regular 

 degree-seeking student in the Graduate School at Brigham Young University in 

 the following program for Fall Semester, 1974: Sponsor: George Addy; 

 Department: History; Degree: M.A. Enclosed you will find a work sheet which 

 outlines the basic steps you will need to complete to obtain your degree, 
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 information concerning thesis and dissertation programs, your permit to register, 

 and Form No. 2 (Intent to Register) which you should fill out and return as soon 

 as possible. Sincerely, Robert W. Laird, Assistant Dean. Enclosures -4; cc: Ted J. 

 Warner, Chairman, Department of History. 

 

20. BYU, Verification of Official Registration, Winter, 1974. 067305, 528-60-9891. 

 Lyman De Platt, 410 North 900 West, Provo, Utah 84601. Major: History; 

 Standing: Senior. British Research 2; Genealogy & Family History; Individual 

 Spanish Study. 

 

21. BYU Evening Classes, Official Enrollment Card, January 3, 1975. Lyman De 

 Platt, RFD 1, Box 321, Payson, Utah 84651. Major: History. Four courses in the 

 religion department are noted: 302, 333, 422, 351. The Certificate of Official 

 Registration, Winter, 1975, does not add any information. In May of 1975 a print-

 out shows these classes were The Old Testament, Teachings of The Book of 

 Mormon, Teachings of the Living Prophets, and Mormons in World Religion. 

 [These classes were never taken; it became too difficult to maintain my education 

 and continue to work in Salt Lake, travel three to four months a year, and raise my 

 growing family - Lyman De Platt] 

 

22. A letter on January 31, 1975 placed me on probationary status. A letter on May 

 18, 1975, shows that I was suspended from the graduate program. In July of 1975 

 a letter indicating that I had not appealed my suspension, therefore it was final. 

 

23. Various computer-generated letters, showing elegibility for Veteran's Benefits are 

 also included in this package of documents. See Document 1 for Masters and 

 Doctoral work that I subsequently persued with Columbia Pacific University at 

 San Rafael, California, where I was allowed to work on the degrees without being 

 on campus. 

 

DOCUMENT 153 

 

Ordeal at Mountain Meadows, by George Alma [Platt]. Illustrated by Sunny Thompson 

and Ron Sherman. Printed at Southern Utah State College, Cedar City, Utah, 1972. Uncle 

George says about the publication: The stories herein told are true, though more than one 

child was involved in their actual living. The dialogue is of my own creation as is the 

arrangement of sequences. My purpose in creating this work is to keep alive and before 

us the truths herein contained. [Some spelling and punctuation has been changed to 

provide a smoother flow in reading - Lyman De Platt] 

 

DOCUMENT 154 

 

Life Sketch of Mrs. Mary Ellen Huntsman Leavitt, Pioneer of 1861, by Mabel Jarvis. 

Joseph S. and Salenda Parker Huntsman, with others of the Parker and Huntsman lines, 

became members of the Church of Jesus Christ of Latter-day Saints in their New England 
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homes, and were among the early immigrants to Utah, settling in East Tooele. Here on 

July 12, 1860, their eldest child, Mary Ellen, the subject of this biography was born. 

 

Her grandparents, Zadoc and Miriam Parker had moved to Santa Clara early in 1859, and 

her father spent the winter with them, returning to East Tooele in time to welcome his 

little daughter's arrival. Then, as soon as spring began to open up in 1861, the Huntsmans 

were on their way south, coming first to Santa Clara when Mary Ellen was but a few 

months old. Her only remembrance of that place are their camp on the hillside at the East 

entrance of Santa Clara, as they moved to Clover Valley in 1864. The Parker and 

Huntsman wagon boxes were set facing each other several rods apart, and each wagon 

was sheltered under a wide shed of evergreen (creosote) brush. When Mary Ellen made a 

visit or errand to her grandmother Parker's wagon, during the summer of 1863, she 

carried with her a small piece of board on which to cool her bare feet every few steps, the 

sand was so burning hot. 

 

Grandmother Parker had suffered a sunstroke during the summer of 1863, and the move 

to Clover Valley in the spring of 1864 was made in her behalf. As soon as her Mary 

Ellen's] parents had a place prepared, the grandparents followed. But Clover Valley was 

far removed from other settlements and the Indians were troublesome. Mary Ellen was 

seven years old when George Rogers, a cattle buyer from across the Nevada line was 

killed as he returned to Pioche, by the little Indian Yaquis. Officers came immediately 

from Nevada, and Yaquis was shot for the acknowledge offense. This increased the 

disturbance, and the blame for Rogers death was laid to [the] tribal chief who hired 

Yaquis. Again the Nevada officers came, seized the chieftain, and before the assembled 

tribe, erected a triangle of poles in the heart of the little settlement, and hanged the 

offender, as a warning. Small as she was, Mary Ellen was deeply grieved over the 

shocking spectacle, as were all of the settlers, as they wished to be friendly with the 

natives. Shortly after this event, President Erastus Snow visited the families in Clover 

Valley and advised them to join the settlement at Shoal Creek, later known as Hebron, 

where friendly relations were already established with [the] Indians. This they did, and 

were soon comfortably located, but the Clover Valley children were slow to overcome 

their fear of the Red men, because of what they had witnessed. And one day, when father 

Huntsman called his eight-year-old daughter to let Ben Indian measure her for a pair of 

real moccasins, she was almost too frightened to submit, much to Ben's amusement. As 

long as he lived he would tease her about this event whenever he saw her. Another 

Indian, called ?Cockeye@ by the settlers, took great delight in peeking in windows or 

otherwise startling children, just for fun. 

 

After the arrival of the Clover Valley families, Shoal Creek was soon organized as the 

Hebron Ward, and George W. Crosby was called from St. George with his family to 

preside as Bishop. The town grew rapidly and for the time the people prospered. It was 

here Mrs. Leavitt's mother, Salenda Huntsman, her grandmother Miriam Parker and Mary 

Calloway carded, spun and wove the woolen cloth at the Huntsman home. Before 

reaching her teens, Mary Ellen also learned to spin, standing on a bench which her father 

had provided in order to carry the wheel around with one hand while the other guided the 
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yarn onto the bobbins. Later the yarn was used for weaving or knitting. And from woolen 

cloth thus home carded, spun, dyed, and woven, Mrs. Leavitt has a needle book, formerly 

the property of her grandmother Parker. 

 

It was also while living at Hebron, Mary Ellen, along with other young girls had what 

they called their ?pigweed cotton dresses,@ earned by pulling and bunching the tender 

pigweeds, which grew there thriftly and which were hauled with other vegetables and 

fruit and sold at Pioche, in exchange for the calico dress materials. And at the age of 

fourteen this girl had the pleasure of a trip by covered wagon to Salt Lake City to attend 

the general conference of the L.D.S. Church. The entire family made the trip. Here they 

heard the great Mormon leader, Brigham Young address the people. They also rode the 

mule team drawn street cars, had a short trip on the early day train, from Sandy into Salt 

Lake City, and went shopping. This experience always brought her happy memories. She 

witnessed the growth of Utah's capital city and the state generally, and appreciated 

especially the ease with which the trip is made today, compared with the long, hard 

journey of pioneer days. 

 

Her first schooling was in Clover Valley at the home classes of Louise Brown. Later she 

attended two school terms of three months, under William E. Jones, in a log cabin at 

Hebron. Then came the school house with William Leigh of Cedar City as teacher, and 

she went another term. This completed her schooling, but she is grateful to have had even 

that much, which makes possible today her enjoyment of newspapers and other readings, 

and regular correspondence with her children, brothers and sisters and other relatives and 

friends, and the keeping of her diary. She writes always six to ten letters each week, and 

seldom a day passes without a letter for her. 

 

The Joseph Huntsman family moved to Gunlock, Utah in 1875, and it was here that Mary 

Ellen met Jeremiah Leavitt, son of Jeremiah and nephew of the well-known Dudley 

Leavitt. They were married in St. George May 14, 1876, at the home of Henry Schlappy, 

President Daniel D. MacArthur performing the ceremony. When the St. George Temple 

was completed in 1877, they returned, received their endowments and were married in 

comformance with the Church ceremony by Wilford Woodruff. 

 

According to Mary Ellen, about all she did in Gunlock was to work and have a family, 

but with her kindly husband, this was worthwhile. They were parents of fifteen children, 

including one pair of twins, all of whom grew to adult age, and twelve still survive at this 

writing. These are Mrs. Ella Tullis and Josiah Thomas Leavitt of Ogden, Utah; Mrs. 

Lydia Blake of Chichasha, Oklahoma; Mrs. Louise Williams of San Francisco, 

California; Mrs. Sarah Talbott, Mrs. Ethel Flitton, Mrs. Olive Chinn of Idaho Falls, 

Idaho; Mrs. Clarissa Chidester of Richfield; Mrs. Eathel Platt of Newcastle, Eugene and 

Duane Leavitt of St. George, Utah, and Mrs. Blanch Holt of Gunlock. Their eldest son, 

Jeremiah, a daughter Vera, and their youngest son, Howard, have passed away, the latter 

in October 1931, just three months after the death of her husband. She has 85 living 

grandchildren, 11 having died, and has 38 great-grandchildren. 
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When they moved to Gunlock, the factory at Washington, Utah was operating. Here they 

exchanged produce for wool rolls, wool and cotton cloth, and thread. She spun the wool 

rolls into yarn for knitting and made the stockings for her entire family, often knitting for 

others also. While a small girl at Hebron she learned to knit and crochet, and after her 

marriage found time to decorate her home with her own hand work. She also liked to 

quilt piecing and quilting and has made dozens of quilts in her life. Now at the age of 81, 

she still knits, crochets and sews, with skill and rapidity, and is always busy piecing 

quilts, making lace or even knitting dainty baby hose of fine luster threads. She has spent 

the winters at the home of the writer since September 1935, and along with preparing 

meals for her two grandchildren who attend the Dixie College, found time to piece 

thirteen quilt tops, some in intricate patterns, made fourteen sofa pillows of shirred rayon, 

knitted six pairs of baby hose, crocheted seven rugs, and made yards of knitted and 

crocheted lace. And, between times, she has spent many days attending sessions at the 

temple. 

 

Interesting in her history is the fact that in all of her family raising, she has had no 

mechanical helps for labor saving, with the exception of her sewing machine, which was 

purchased after the birth of their fifth child. Nor has she enjoyed many other comforts 

that are now considered necessities by the housewife. ?Of course,@ she says, ?my 

children were none of them lazy and I had a lot of help as soon as my daughters were old 

enough to help. And the boys helped their father@. The Leavitts owned a farm not far 

from Gunlock town, and for thirty successive years moved there for the summer months, 

to care for the fruit and field crops, cattle, and pigs, which were their source of income. 

Her husband always had plenty to do at home and never went away to find work, though 

he made regular trips to St. George, to the factory, or even as far north as Sevier to 

dispose of his farm produce in exchange for other necessities. 

 

The family made a practice of regularly attending the quarterly conference in St. George, 

and as often as possible, some of them went to the Annual General Conference in Salt 

Lake City. 

 

After her marriage, Mrs. Leavitt served twenty-three years as Primary department teacher 

in the Gunlock Sunday School, eventually having in her class the children of those who 

were first enrolled in her care. This was prior to 1897, at which time she was appointed 

secretary of the Ward Relief Society, which post she held until she became its president 

in 1903, retaining this latter office until 1920. 

 

In her life she had known of gathering wild herbs for medicine, the use of saleratus for 

baking, the making of barrels of soft soap from meat scraps, with lye leached from 

cottonwood ashes. She made starch for cooking and laundering from corn and potatoes, 

and ground her own meal for corn bread, often from the corn that was well dried. She has 

dried hundreds of pounds of peaches, other fruits and corn, made many gallons of peach 

preserves with molasses, much of which was sold at Pioche and the West Mountain 

mines. She gathered soap stone and cose (yucca) roots for washing from the foothills near 

Gunlock, used the prickly pear leaves for settling and softening water for washing and 
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gathered alum-bearing soil from the mills for medicinal use, and for setting dye stuff. She 

has used peach leaves, wild sage, creosote brush and rabbit brush for dying cloth and 

yarns. 

 

Today, she views all of this past experience with happiness, and is convinced that with all 

that she had to do, she took more comfort with her family and in her home and public life 

life than do most mothers of today, who are too busy to enjoy themselves. Until 1920, she 

and her husband seldom missed a public entertainment, party, play or dance, and were 

always welcome among the young and old. During the eight years prior to her husband's 

death in 1931, she was tied closely at home because of his illness. Since 1932 she has 

made several trips to visit her children and other relatives in this state, as well as in Idaho, 

Nevada, and California, being in Long Beach at the time of the 1933 earthquake. 

Although she has not been on the sea or traveled by air, she has witnessed the sham 

battles of military aircraft, she has seen sea-going craft and the U.S. battle fleet and felt 

the jar of the earth as the bombs dropped, during their maneuvers, exploding in nearby 

ocean. 

 

While her husband was never pensioned, his name is listed among the boys of the 

western frontier who served as home guards during the days of trouble, and she has 

responded the past three years to invitations to attend the Black Hawk encampments. She 

plans to be present for the August encampment in Iron County, then to return to St. 

George in time to visit with the pioneers of 1861 during the homecoming in September. 

 

Her Continued History is in her own Words 

 

?August 4, 1936 I went with Wilford and Blanche to Cedar City for the Blackhawk 

Encampment. I stayed with Sister Sarah Nelson, during the three-days celebration. We 

then drove to Cedar Breaks, thence onto Zion Park where we had dinner, driving on 

home that night. I remained in Gunlock until September 4, then went to St. George for 

the homecoming celebrating the 75th anniversary of the settlement of St. George. We had 

a grand time. After the celebration I came home to Gunlock and stayed there until 

February 26th, 1937, when I went back to St. George and took the bus for Los Angeles, 

where I visited friends and relatives until the 13th of April, when I received a telegram 

saying my son Thomas had passed away in Ogden. I took the bus for Ogden that night 

and was traveling 26 hours. My two grandchildren, Paul and Corrie Hanesth met me at 

the Ogden bus station and took me to the funeral home to see my dear boy. After the 

funeral he was taken to Mt. Ogden where he was laid to rest. The folks all went home on 

the 17th, but I stayed as my daughter Ella was to be operated on, on the 20th. As soon as 

she was out of danger I left for home, reaching St. George the evening of April 28, 

stopping over with Eugene and Vilate. Wilford and Blanche came for me the next 

morning, and I remained in Gunlock until June 13. 

 

?Going by bus to Ogden, I visited there until June 28th, then went to Idaho, visiting in 

Idaho Falls, Rigby, and from there to Cheyenne, Wyoming, visiting all my children in 

that section, then returning to Ogden, where I met Clarissa and Roy Chidester, who had 
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come in to surprise me on their wedding tour. I came with them to Spanish Fork in time 

to attend the Blackhawk Encampment of 1937, remaining for the entire six-day 

celebration, then came on to Richfield. Roy and Clarissa met me at the station and the 

next day they took me to Bryce Canyon, a distance of 107 miles. We visited relatives in 

Panguitch, and after a few days rest they took me to Fish Lake, a distance of 30 miles, 

returning that night in time to attend a party. The next day we enjoyed a birthday party in 

Monroe, going on the next day to see my cousin Elsie Hooper in Annabelle. On the 29th 

of July, Roy and Clarissa took me to Cove Fort where I caught the bus for Cedar City. 

George and Eathel Platt met me at Cedar and I went with them to Newcastle where I 

stayed until August 28th, then went on the mail to Enterprise and spent two days with my 

cousin Edith Tait. Andrew Holt came to Enterprise for me on the 30th and we went back 

to Gunlock that day. 

 

?On the 29th of November Wilford and Blanche took me to St. George and at eight the 

next morning I was on the bus going to Los Angeles, taking a taxi to the home of my 

grandson, Leonard Skinner. I visited in California until February 17, 1938, and taking the 

bus for home, stopped over five days in Las Vegas, visiting Boulder Dam, and making a 

stop over in Glendale five days, to visit my sister; two days in Overton, six days in 

Mesquite and on to St. George where I stayed until March 6 when Blanche and Wilford 

came for me, and I went home to Gunlock. 

 

?I was home less than one month that time, taking the bus at St. George April 21st for 

Mesquite where I visited, staying nine days. From here I went to Las Vegas and visited 

my brother, then went by train to Carp to visit Duane and family. From there Duane took 

me to Mesquite where I stopped over one day before coming on to St. George, May 13. I 

spent the 14th, Mother's Day, with Eathel and family at Newcastle. May 23rd, I went to 

St. George and spent a week in the temple, coming home on the 28th. 

 

?Although I have done a good bit of traveling the past two years and more, I have not 

been idle. I have pieced 52 quilt tops, made 15 rugs, knitted 21 pairs of baby stockings, 

made 49 pot holders, knit[ted] 59 yards of lace, made 26 sofa pillows or rayon silk, and 9 

crocheted pillow of yarn; embroidered 19 luncheon cloths, crocheted a bedspread and 

crocheted 8 chair tidies, one machine cover and have written letters as follows: 

 

1936 320 

1937 302 

1938 318 to June 1938 170, totalling for the entire period 1,110. I have also written 125 

Christmas cards, 102 birthday cards and 96 other greeting cards, besides keeping my 

diary. 

 

?I still find much enjoyment in living and hope each of you will find your lives as 

interesting as mine has been and continue to be, thanks to so many dear ones with which 

to share the good things of each day.@ 
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During World War II. she had twenty-seven grandsons and five great-grandsons in the 

service, and spent a great part of her last days writing letters of encouragement to her 

beloved boys. She died July 30, 1945 at Gunlock, Utah. 

 

Following are lines written by her during the war. She wrote a number of beautiful poems 

also. 

 

?Our Country's Need? by Mary Ellen Leavitt 

 

?Our Country is not in need of any more bobdished heads and idle hands. Its most trying 

needs today are skilled workers. For men and women who care more to be useful than 

ornamental. They want men like our own town boys, who can plow and farm, shoe a 

horse, and use a gun better than they can talk philosophy. These are the kind of boys our 

country needs today. Boys who have led a clean life and have been taught to serve the 

Lord and have lived His laws as they have been laid down to us. These are the kind of 

boys that will win this war. There is no use in our thinking we can sit down and let 

someone else do the work we should do ourselves, for the Lord says He will help those 

that will help themselves. So let us think of these things and indelibly stamp them on our 

minds and in our lives, so we can make our lives worth living. If we do this there is no 

use of our being defeated in whatever we are called to do, either for our Church or 

Nation. 

 

?So its stands us in hand to rally round the standard and do all we can to help our nation 

and to keep our flag flying. May our prayers assend to our Father in Heaven every day of 

our lives, to protect our boys that are in the Service as well as those at home. 

 

?If ever there was a time we as a people should be united it is the present time. As one of 

our good old hymns says, <Who's on the Lord's side, who? Now is the time to show.= 

 

?I hope and trust we will be found on the Lord's side which will mean victory for us.@ 

Mary Ellen Huntsman. 

 

DOCUMENT 155 

 

Letter from Oane Mayo Balfour, 1505 University Drive, Lawrence, Kansas 66044, 

February 26, 1973 to Lyman De Platt. 

 

Dear Mr. Platt, in the mail last Saturday came this personality sketch on my mother, 

written by my sister Maris. Those of us family members who live here who knew her (my 

mother, that is) think it is very good. Maris has a way with words, an understanding of 

people, a wit all her own, and a gift for distilling the essential qualities of human 

personality. Sorry it is so late (probably too late for your purposes) in arriving. My sister 

has been very busy lately, getting ready to take a trip (with her husband) to Egypt. 
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I've been busy, too, going back to school in an attempt to get my Master's Degree in 

English (at age 58!) just for fun. Twelve novels during the semester to read plus endless 

pages of bibliography. I enjoy it immensely, but it's time-consuming, and I still have the 

same things to do that I did before - looking after a large Southern Colonial House 

(capitalized because I sometimes think at our age it's too large - three bedrooms unused, 

for instance, since our children are grown) and carrying on with all the duties I have in 

connection with my husband's position at Kansas University as Professor of Physiology 

and Vice-Chancellor for Student Affairs. 

 

Once you said you would like to know the names of my sisters and progeny of the three 

of us (and of our husband's). 

 

I. Oane McQuarrie Balfour (Mrs. William Mayo Balfour), age 58. Children: 

 

1. James McQuarrie Balfour, now married, age 32. 

2. Barbara Louise Balfour, age 30, unmarried, working toward a Ph.D. in  

  English. 

3. Laurie Balfour Tremain, married (Mrs. Dale Tremain), secretary at  

  Stanford Medical Center, Palo Alto, California. Her husband is a senior  

  at Foothills Community College and wants to go into architecture. 

4. Wendy Balfour, unmarried, lives at home, age 21; works in Dean of  

  Women's Office at Kansas University and audits courses in archeaology  

  and geology. 

 

II.  Maris McQuarrie Thomes (Dr. Arthur Boyd Thomes is a heart specialist in 

Minneapolis, Minnesota), age 56. I'm not sure of the children's exact ages, nor what 

they're currently doing. 

 

1. Steven Gray Thomes, Minneapolis, unmarried. 

2. Eugenia Thomes Bafaloukos (Mrs. Ted Bafaloukos); she married a  

  Greek national. They live in New York City and are artists, graduates  

  of the Rhode Island School of Design. 

3. Charles Thomes, Minneapolis, unmarried. 

4. Katherine Thomes, unmarried. 

 

III.  Jeanne McQuarrie Nolte (Mrs. Richard H. Nolte) Mr. Nolte is head of the 

Institute of Current World Affairs in New York City, a Crane Foundation Institute which 

send scholars all over the world for in depth study in their fields. They come home to 

lecture around the country, write for publications, and advise, when asked, on foreign 

affairs in their areas. Once again, I'm unsure of their ages and what they're doing. One 

teaching Jr. High, two still in school. 

 

1. Charles McQuarrie Nolte. 

2. Roger Nolte. 

3. Douglas Nolte. 
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4. Jamilson Nolte. 

 

That's about it. I hope you will tell us how to buy copies of your book when it comes out, 

and I hope your publishing venture will be a huge success! With best wishes, Oane M. 

Balfour (Mrs. William Mayo Balfour) 

 

[The following history of our mother is] written by Mrs. A. B. Thomes (Maris McQuarrie 

Thomes), February 1973. My sister, Maris, probably knew my mother better and truly 

understood her better than anyone else in the world. She had lived with the family until 

she was married, and after marriage lived in Minneapolis (except for six months) where 

my family lived the greater part of their married lives. (OMB) 

 

SOMETHING ABOUT VIRA PERKINS McQUARRIE 

 

This is not so much a reminiscence as an effort to put in words what made Mother unique 

to her friends and her family. To describe her achievements, largely in civic affairs, does 

not capture the individual flavor of this strong and original person. 

 

Both of our parents were driven by the desire to ?accomplish something,@ an oft-heard 

phrase in our household. They believed in making any amount of effort to ?get ahead in 

this world.@ The idea of hard work, whether it meant more years of almost unaffordable 

schooling, making an old farm house livable, following through on a professional, 

domestic or recreational project too imposing for most mortals, the thought of 

abandoning any endeavor because it looked hard never entered their heads. Mother never 

sat and brooded or daydreamed. She worked, and when she got tired she slept and then 

got up and worked some more. 

 

When she thought of something that needed to be done or that someone might like, she 

did it. And if she encountered good service or approved of something someone had done 

she either called or wrote to pass on her appreciation or commendation. She felt that good 

deeds and our pleasure in them should be acknowledged. 

 

Few conventional strictures bound her. She was outspoken, and she was uninhibited if 

she felt justified in doing something that would lead to an ?Oh Mother!@ from fearful 

daughters. This open spirit of freedom combined with her natural energy and her sense of 

humor is what makes her memory so vivid. Her saucy, youthful style of conversation 

invigorated many social occasions, both formal and casual. While she never adverted to 

sex, her general style was fresh and unconventional. 

 

Some small verses, usually composed when she meant to be asleep at night or early 

morning show not only her playfulness and her consciousness of human failings but her 

concern for improvement. She felt a responsibility for other people, both a compassion 

and a compulsion to help each floundering soul pull himself up and carry on. She seemed 

pessimistic about mankind in general, sometimes almost bitterly negative, but she was 

stubborn about perservering. 



 186 

Religion was a pervasive problem for her. She never stopped wishing to find certainty 

and reassurance somewhere. The humanists appealed to her and periodically she toyed 

with the idea of joining the Unitarian Church - perhaps she did. But the people she most 

envied - the only people she ever seemed to envy - were the Mormons, whom she 

repudiated but felt were so fortunate in the strength of their faith. She often expressed 

admiration for the order, clarity and confidence of their way of life, even though the 

political views of most Mormons lacked the liberality she so fiercely believed in. 

 

There are few people in the world so concerned for others, so untiring, so unegotistical 

and so irrepressible. There are saintly people, dedicated, serious, selfless, even noble 

people, and there are accomplished people, but Mother's blend of service and 

achievement and high spirits seems to me distinctive. She was uniquely energetic, 

courageous, generous, original. 

 

DOCUMENT 156 

 

Real Estate Purchase Contract; buyers Lyman D. and L. Karen Platt; $1,000 personal 

check upon acceptance of offer; brokerage: Remax; Property: Lot 185, Black Ridge 

Ranches, Phase III (tax identification: BRR 3-185), city of New Harmony, Count of 

Washington, State of Utah; any and all water right that pass with property: one share of 

Black Ridge Ranches water; seller to mark all cornes; purchase price of $50,000. Dated 

July 5, 1998. 

 

DOCUMENT 157 

 

Pinto Cemetery Plot Plan, researched by G. L. Rounds, et. al. There were sixty-four 

graves identified when Jerry Rounds took over as sextant about 1980. Now 105 graves 

have been identified. 

 

DOCUMENT 158 

 

Grandpa Family Sketch, by Erik Bylund, age fifteen. Iôve decided to do my family sketch 

on my grandfather [Gordon Leavitt Platt]. I think that he is perfect for this assignment 

because heôs got that ñthingò that just makes him an awesome person. He loves everyone 

that he is acquainted with and he gets along well with everyone. Heôs got a great sense of 

humor and oh yea, heôs really romantic. 

 

I think there are quite a few reasons why my grandpa is as romantic as he is. One reason 

is that his father died when he was very young. Because of this I think he appreciated 

love much more than anything. He also had a lot of brothers and sisters. He had eight 

children, which I think was a result of his love and his love for other people. 

 

Another reason why I think that my grandpa was so romantic was he read a lot of 

romantic books. When I was interviewing him he told me that he loved romantic books 

because he loves to love. He always watches cowboy movies because he says theyôre 
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romantic. I asked him what he always wanted to do with his life when he was younger 

and all he said was that he wanted to be a cowboy because it was romantic. 

 

The first reason was he married an amazing woman. Iôve heard so many stories by my 

family of their love and devotion to each other. She died about twenty-four years ago in a 

car accident and my grandpa was with her. 

 

Overall I think that my grandfather is a very romantic man. He is loved by all of his 

children and grandchildren and great-grandchildren and he loves all of them. 

 

DOCUMENT 159 

 

This document made the fifth day of February in the year of our Lord one thousand eight 

hundred and forty-six between Jeremiah Leavitt and his wife Sarah of the County of 

Hancock and State of Illinois of the one part and Andrew Waggoner and Miriam 

Waggoner of the same county and state of the other part ...that the said Jeremiah Leavitt 

and Sarah his wife for and in consideration of the sum of ninety dollars to them in hand 

paid, the receipt whereof is hereby acknowledged, do hereby grant, bargain, convey, sell 

and confirm unto the said Andrew Waggoner and Miriam Waggoner and their heirs and 

assigns forever all that tract or parcel of land situate and being in the County of Hancock 

in the State of Illinois and known as the south half of the east half [the] northeast quarter 

of section twenty-five in township seven north of range eight west in [the] fourth 

principle meridian together with all and singular the appurtenances thereunto belonging 

or in any way appertaining to have and to hold the above ... in witness whereof the said 

Jeremiah Leavitt and Sarah his wife of the first part have hereunto set their hands and 

seals the day and year above written. Jeremiah Leavitt (signed) Sarah Leavitt (signed) 

 

DOCUMENT 160 

 

Tax Assessor's Record, Hancock County, Illinois, filed August 20, 1842. [FHL Film 

7706, page 206]. 

 

Jeramiah Leviett, Value of Cattle: $130.00; Value of Horses: $25.00; Value of Waggon: 

$30.00; Value of Clocks, ditto from the preceding page, not copied, apparently $0.00; 

Value of Watches: $10.00; Amount of P [should be Personal] Property: $10.00; Amount 

of Personal [should be Real] Property: $170.00. Residence at Township 7N Range 8W. 

 

DOCUMENT 161 

 

October 4, 2007, Amasa Mason Lyman Educational and Historical Society, Agenda. 

From Clayson Lyman to Ted Jones. Your agenda for tonightôs Board Meeting looks 

good. As part of my nomination presentation I want to include the following amendment 

to the earlier organizational notes I submitted as updated May 24, 2007. 
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1) The Board of Birectors to be composed of fifty-five people, including ten 

members of the Executive Committee, fifteen Directors, and thirty Family 

Representatives. 

2) All members of the Board of Directors shall be due-paying members of the 

Amasa Mason Lyman Educational & Historical Society. 

3) Annual dues to belong to the AML Society shall be $20.00 per person or $25.00 

per family. The family is defined as all those up to age twenty-one living at home. 

Life-time membership is $500.00 

4) On matters concerning the governance of the Society, only members of the Board 

of Directors may vote except that on matters concerning the day-to-day 

administration of the Society, the Executive Committee may voteé. 

5) On all matters requiring a vote, a simple majority carriesé. 

6) The Board of Directors to meet semi-annually on the Thursday before April and 

October General Conferenceé. 

7) Elections to be held every fifve years by balloté. 

8) The Executive Committee to meet as often as necessaryé. 

9) All positions are for five year periodsé. 

10) Society Expositions to be held every five years. The first having been held 

Thursday thru Saturday, July 31 to August 2, 2003, in Fillmore and Oak City, 

Utah. The next Exposition to be held Thursday thru Saturday, July 31 to August 2, 

2008 in Salt Lake City. The 3
rd

 Exposition to be held in the summer of 2013é. 

 

Distribution: Ted Jones, McKay L. Platt, Richard Randall Lyman, Edward L. Platt, Allen 

Finlinson, Todd Lyman, Jay Bishop, Mat Lyman, Greg Lyman, Robyn Lyman, Scott & 

Lyn Lyman, Duane Bishop, Jack and Amy Lyman, Larry Lyman, Lyman D. Platt, Mark 

Lyman. 

 

Agenda follows: opening prayer; nominating committee chairman Clayson Lyman, 

Clarification of the use of buildings during the Exposition, Greg Lyman; plans and 

assignments, Edward L. Platt; reports or comments from the executive committee 

members: 1
st
 V.P., McKay L. Platt; 2

nd
 V.P. Edward L. Platt; 3

rd
 V.P. Allen Finlinson; 4

th
 

V.P., Todd Lyman; 5
th
 V.P. (open) [Duane Bishop]; 6

th
 V.P., Jay Bishop; Treasurer: Mat 

Lyman. Directors: 1) Family Roster, Robyn Lyman; 2) Family Genealogy, Ted Jones; 3) 

Family History, Jay Bishop; 4) Family Archives, Lyman D. Platt; 5) Family Reunions, 

Greg, Jed, Reed Lyman; 6-9 open; 10) Publications Relations, Advertising, Promotions, 

Amy Lyman; 11-12 (open); 13) Website, Mark Lyman; 14) open; 15) Family Newsletter, 

Larry Lyman; closing prayer. 

 

DOCUMENT 162 

 

[Two issues of The Andrew Ralston Annals, published by authority of the Andrew 

Ralston Reunion to convey information to the members of the family. Edited by Lewis 

Clark Walkinshaw, Historian. Volume 1, No. 9 was published in Hopedale, Ohio on 

October 25, 1934. Volume 1, No. 10 was published July 25, 1935, still under the 

editorship of Lewis Clark Walkinshaw. These two newsletters were the property of 
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Udora Morris, 1411 Arapahoe Ave., Salt Lake City 4, Utah. The originals were given to 

The Genealogical Society of Utah. Sometime in the 1960's they disappeared. Fortunately, 

I had copied the two that follow. There were more, but there has never been a lead as to 

how to obtain them as of this date; as will be seen immediately below, it is apparent that 

Numbers 1, 2, 3, 4, 5, 6, 7, and 8 were published in 1930, 1931, 1932, and 1933; the 

critical information immediately apparent besides these issues, is the fact that the family 

apparently published a book that has never seen the light of day in any known western 

U.S. collection - Lyman De Platt]. 

 

The Andrew Ralstons Annals, Volume 1, No. 9.  

 

 HISTORY NUMBER 

 

At the Fifth Annual Andrew Ralston Reunion held at Beech Spring Presbyterian Church 

two miles South of Hopedale, Ohio, August 18, 1934, the reunioners took a decided stand 

in favor of getting the history to the printer at the earliest possible time. Some few have 

already advanced the subscription price of $7.50 per copy, and it was voted to request the 

140 or more subscribers to advance their subscription price, as far as possible, so that the 

work may be completed. One enthusiastic reunioner said he would send in the price of 

five copies to show his faith in the work. 

 

These matters have been definitely decided: (a) the Oberlin Printing Company, of 

Oberlin, Ohio, will print the book; (b) the size of the printed page the kind of paper, and 

the character of the cuts will be just as you see them in this issue of the Annals; (c) the 

main running story of each of the eight families will be in the same 10 point type, 25 cm 

slug, as you are now reading, and the genealogical section, following each chapter, will 

be 8 point, 13 cm slug, solid doubled on the page, a sample of which is added on page 48; 

(d) there will be some 140 cuts in the book, at a cost of approximately $600.00: and (e) 

the cover will be blue, with gold lettering. 

 

This fine typography is a sample of the work done by the Oberlin Printing Company, who 

are the capable printers to Oberlin College. The company's general manager, Mr. W. H. 

Phillips, would have been at the Beech Springs Reunion to explain the details of the book 

and its make-up, had he not been on vacation and failed to receive our invitation in time 

to attend. Hence, we give you this sample of the book. The first estimate of its cost is 

$1961.50, or in round numbers, $2000, on the basis of a printing of 400 copies. If 

additional copies are desired, they can be printed at an additional cost of $100.00 for each 

hundred. To insure its publication, aside from the mailing [page 38], there will have to be 

at least 200 subscriptions. Not less than 400 copies should be printed so that copies may 

be available to coming generations of Ralstons. 

 

The reunioners further authorize the writing of a personal letter to each of the present 

subscribers, except those who have already paid in advance. Perhaps this personal plea 

through the Annals will suffice, otherwise the personal letter will be written soon. You 

perked up your Ralston pride in excellent fashion, when 328 of you had faith in the 
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completion and dedication of the marker. And it was dedicated with pleasurable 

satisfaction. Now, let's perk up our Ralston pride just a little stronger, and put the history 

across in the same vigorous fashion. We can finish the history too, if we will. 

 

 THE FIRST ANNUAL REUNION 

 

It was the most largely attended reunion yet held, the registration reaching 180. There are 

but 136 in the picture, for the others were either camera-shy, or the remainder of the 

fifteen gallons of ice-cream, over at the church 200 yards away was too much attraction 

for the younger folks. Next year we may have to get Uncle Aaron Huntsman to get out 

his mustang and lasso to corral us all into the group, when we assemble in August at 

Ferron, Utah. After a fine morning of visitation and an abundant noon meal, such as the 

Ralstons can provide, the reunioners carried their collapsible chairs over across the run to 

the site of the marker for the unveiling ceremonies. President Lewis Waltemyer Bosley, 

of Cleveland, Ohio, called the [page 39] meeting to order and asked Betty and Edith 

Osborn, of Bedford, Ohio, great-great-great-granddaughter of the ancestors, to render a 

fifteen minute musical program. They proved themselves accomplished musicians on the 

accordians, to the great delight of us all. Led by the Misses Osborn, the formal program 

opened with the singing of ?Yankee Doodle.@ Rev. Chester F. Ralston, D.D., of Oberlin, 

Ohio, had offered the opening prayer at the beginning of the noon meal. As President 

Bosley began his dedicatory address, the marker was hidden beneath a beautiful 

American flag. He delivered the following magnificent discourse: 

 

?Dear Relatives and Friends: 

 

?Four years have passed since we gathered in this churchyard at Beech Springs for our 

first reunion, and we return again today, not only for the purpose of our fifth annual 

reunion, but to dedicate a boulder-marker placed at the line of the six graves in this 

historic burying ground. None of the descandants knew the exact location of the graves of 

the ancestral family until it was found by a group on May 24, 1930, there being only a 

small embedded field stone, with the letters A. R. on it. 

 

?Ralston history was again in the making, when in the early dawn of July 3, 1934, our 

Historian, Mr. Walkinshaw, drove down the path where General Lee had taken his army 

71 years ago for the Battle of Gettysburg. Our historian was on his way to supervise the 

removal of this boulder-marker from the [page 40] old Waltemyer home in the South 

Mountain sector of York County, Pennsylvania. By the time the sun was high in the 

heavens, this green granitic rock had been removed from its natural resting place on the 

hillside, and was on its journey of migration, over hills and high mountains, through 

peaceful valleys, until at last it came to its final resting place, to become a beautiful 

boulder-marker in this historic cemetery on the afternoon of July 4, 1934, the 71st 

anniversary of the Battle of Gettysburg. It had travelled 330 miles. 

 

?Possibly our ancestor, Andrew Ralston, and his heroic and pioneering wife, travelled 

over this same route 122 years ago, by oxen through muddy roads, or perhaps along dusty 
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valleys. It took them ten times as long, no doubt, to make this same journey to their Ohio 

home about five miles from here. I am not going to tell you of the great amount of work 

that has been completed in these past four years. Nothing I would say could in any way 

compete with what our historian, Mr. Walkinshaw, has to say to you, but I do want to 

stress the fact that our ancestor was a man who loved God. He taught his children to daily 

ask Divine guidance, and they in turn taught their children to love one another. Would it 

not be well for us, during this time of rush and striving, to meditate on this divine 

principle that gave our pioneering ancestors courage to come to this Ohio home? 

 

?Ralston history proves that we are justified in being thankful for our ancestry. The 

generations past give record of courage, faith and love that is our heritage. Some may not 

have achieved high stations in life, but each one can have that great simple virtue that 

makes him a man, though his journey may lead along the humble paths of life. Each life 

is an experiment, and to be perfect and beautiful, it must contain a proportionate amount 

of that priceless ingredient. Each material object that is manufactured has the correct 

proportion if it is to last and have beauty, and you can always recognize it wherever it 

may be. Our historian, in one of his letters to me said, <The bronze plate came today, and 

when striking it, the tone is of a beautiful church bell.= Here he found that priceless 

ingredient, and may each and everyone of us, as we press on in life, strive for that honor 

and integrity that marks him a child of our forebears. May you always recognize a 

Ralston. 

 

[Page 41] ?We meet on this beautiful hillside today, where white tombstones speak of 

death, but we are here to dedicate this boulder-marker, coming from this natural source, 

reflecting God's work, and speaking the hope of deathless life. We come, facing boldly 

the fact that these bodies of ours are earthly and mortal, so that <dust again returns to 

dust,= but we come also facing the claim of immortality, that <the spirit returns to God 

who gave it.= Here on this quiet hillside, heaven touches earth, life conquers death, and 

God meets man. While the forms of our loved ancestors mingle with the common clay, 

their spirits and ours surmount the realms of earth and flesh to hold communion with the 

living God in realms beyond the reach of death. 

 

?Here God and man have made beauty in nature's world, where we may come and hear 

no echoes of discordant human notes. Here shall be the beauty of the world of nature. 

Here the stars keep watch at night and the blue sky speaks of the infinite and beyond. 

Standing with our feet on this historic soil, and lifting our voices toward the sky, it is not 

hard to say, <They rest from their labors and their works do follow them.= 

 

[Next to this discourse is a picture of the monument, unclear in the compiler's copy, but 

with a plaque headed Andrew Ralston on its face - Lyman De Platt.] 

 

?The rugged, solemn reality which has entered into the planning of this boulder-marker, 

bespeaks the character of him who dreamed the dream and gave to his ancestors a symbol 

of strength, and a generous plan for each one of this great family, from the very youngest 

to the oldest great granddad, to have his share in its erection. Today, as we come here, we 
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find this marker has changed the whole meaning of this Beech Spring Presbyterian 

Burying Ground for us. Let no one gaze upon this boulder and see only a stone. Let each 

one see and hear the message it symbolizes. This green granitic rock needs no [page 42] 

dedication. Can we not all hear the very stone of that symbolic marker crying out to us, 

<Trust God, nor be afraid.= So did they who founded this burial place - put their trust in 

him who doeth all things well. 

 

?So, grateful to him who supervised the placing of this boulder - grateful to those who 

have come to this peaceful spot today - grateful to God who wills that we should live a 

li fe too big to die - we dedicate this marker as a symbol of our living faith. May I be 

permitted to close with the fine sentiments from Will Carleton: 

 

<Sleep, Old Pioneer= 

 

<Little care the selfish throng 

Where your heart is hid; 

Though they thrive upon the strong, 

Resolute work it did. 

But our memory eyes have found you, 

And we hold you grandly dear; 

With no work-day woes to wound you - 

With the peace of God around you - 

Sleep, old pioneer.=@ 

 

At the close of the address the marker was unveiled by Mrs. Catharine Cox McAfee, of 

Mt. Vernon, Ohio, 80 years, 8 months and 28 days old, and Charles William Campbell, 

Cadiz, Ohio, 3 months and 23 days old, the oldest and youngest Ralstons present. The 

young man, of course, had to be held in the arms of his mother, Mrs. Eleanor Kate Dodds 

Campbell, and perfomed his duty with gusto. Mrs. McAfee, graceful, youthful in spirit, 

and beloved of all of us, as she is, spoke her great pleasure of attending nearly all of the 

reunions, and of having this part in the marker's dedication. 

 

The historian then held a history symposium, giving present prospects of the printing of 

the history, and emphasing the necessity of sending all records promptly, so that when it 

goes to print, it shall be complete and up-to-date. Letters were read from Chief Yellow 

Thunder of the Winnebago Indians, who was a prominent guest at last year's reunion at 

Shell Rock, Iowa, wishing the Ralston tribe the greatest of health and happiness, and 

from Mrs. Morris Singleton, Ferron, Utah, Secretary of the Huntsman Reunion, extending 

the following cordial invitation: 

 

[Page 43] ?Please extend a courteous invitation to all the Ralston cousins to come to 

Ferron, Utah, in 1935 for the Ralston Reunion. We want you all to come prepared to stay 

with us as long as you desire, as there are so many things out here in the wild West so 

different from the East. We would like to take you to Zion's Park and Bryce's Canyon, 

and any other part of Utah you would care to go. You may get tired climbing mountains 
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but we will try to have plenty of Spring fryers on hand when you get hungry. We think 

Oscar D. Davis should be the one for President.@ 

 

It was then moved, seconded and carried, that the Sixth Andrew Ralston Reunion be held 

at Ferron, Utah, on August 17, 1935. For the benefit of those who cannot attend the Utah 

reunion next year, it was further voted to hold a reunion of the Ohio Ralston group at 

Schoenbrunn Park, near New Philadelphia, Ohio. The Committee for this sectional 

reunion, Charles W. Ralston, Charles S. Ralston and Robert H. Ralston, have since 

secured the date of Saturday, August 3, 1935, from the Schoenbrunn Park authorities. 

The reunioners then elected the following officers for the ensuing year: 

 

President, Oscar D. Davis, Argyle, Wisconsin 

First Vice-President, Mrs. Margaret Atkins Marsh, Terre Haute, Indiana. 

Second Vice-President, J. Frank Rogers, Cleveland Heights, Ohio. 

Third Vice-President, Mrs. Lorinda Purdy Murten, Pueblo, Colorado. 

Fourth Vice-President, Mrs. Gladys Turner Guier, Philadelphia, Pennsylvania. 

Fifth Vice-President, Charles W. Ralston, Cleveland, Ohio. 

Sixth Vice-President, John E. Ralston, Vincennes, Indiana. 

Seventh Vice-President, Paul R. Bosley, Mentor, Ohio. 

Secretary, Mrs. Anna Mastin Smith, Hopedale, Ohio. 

Treasurer, Harry Ralston Crabb, Bloomingdale, Ohio. 

Historian, Lewis C. Walkinshaw, Greenburg, Pennsylvania. 

 

It was moved, seconded and carried that the Executive Committe proceed with the work 

of publication of the history. A collection amounting to $71.80 was taken up, which 

permitted the marker to be dedicated free of debt. It was a great pleasure to have so large 

a company of the Joseph Ralston descendants present. Anna Mastin Smith, Secretary. 

 

[Pages 44-45 are not included in this computerized copy. I do remember at this point 

what they contained, but I did not copy them - Lyman De Platt] 

 

[Page 46] More Ralston Babies 

 

Charles Edgar Ralston, born February 22, 1934, son of Charles Edgar Ralston, grandson 

of Ephraim Harlan Ralston, great-grandson of Ephraim Patterson Ralston, 2nd great-

grandson of Andrew Ralston II., Washington D.C. 

 

Maxine Elaine Kile, born May 26, 1933, daughter of Max Ellis Kile, granddaughter of 

Eunice Clarissa Davis, great-granddaughter of David Perry Davis, 2nd great-

granddaughter of David Davis, 3rd great-granddaughter of Margaret Ralston Davis, 

Upland, Nebraska. 

 

Lymel Rudy Jirkovsky, born September 3, 1934, son of Beryl Kile Jirkovsky, grandson 

of Eunice Clarissa Davis, Campbell, Nebraska. 
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NEW HEARTHSTONES ESTABLISHED 

 

John Arthur Ralston, son of Ephraim Harlan Ralston, grandson of Ephraim Patterson 

Ralston, great-grandson of Andrew Ralston II, married September 19, 1933 Adeline 

Helen Steele, 10 Gilmore Street, Quincy, Massachusetts. 

 

Lyle Ellis Bowen, son of Rev. Herbert H. Bowen, grandson of Lucy Adair Bowen, great-

grandson of George Washington Adair, 2nd great-grandson of Mary Ralston Adair, 

married May 11, 1934, Alice Belle Watson, Mt. Zion, Georgia. 

 

The accompanying photograph is one of our most active Ralstons, as he appeared in the 

early Seventies. Who could not have loved such a lad, as he grew into manhood, and has 

been spared to see the great Ralston clan become what it is. Greetings to him. Guess who 

he is. 

 

RALSTON ROUSINGS 

 

The reunions grow bigger and better, and the Sixth Annual at Ferron, Utah, on August 

17, 1935, promises to be the largest one yet. President Oscar D. Davis, of Argyle, 

Wisconsin, writes that he is already laying plans to attend. And then, when the Lewises 

came up from Arizona, and the Los Angeles and all-California contingent arrives, and the 

Joneses roll down from Washington, and the Murtens speed over from Denver and 

Pueblo, and you add these to all of the Huntsmans who will be there, we who drive out 

from the East and the Central West will be outnumbered and outvoted, but we are just 

going to get [page 47] the finest welcome in all the land. These good cousins have been 

reading about our reunions, and they are going to show us what a real reunion is, with all 

of the Western frills. We are Ralstons all, and we want to make it a bumper meeting of 

the clan. 

 

Dr. Chester F. Ralston made quite a suggestive observation at the dedication exercises. 

He noticed that we sat under the shade of four big Scotch pines, indicative of the sturdy 

life of our forebears in bonny Scotland. 

 

Your historian was privileged to attend the Second Annual Reunion of the Joseph 

Ralstons, Collateral, at Rock Springs Park, Chester, West Virginia, on Sunday, 

September 9, 1934, when 140 of these fine folks gave him and his party a very glad hand. 

They listened eagerly to the pioneer story concerning the separation of Andrew Ralston 

from his brother in the old Indian days. They elected these officers for the coming year: 

President, Mrs. Lulu Ralston Hill, R.D. 2, Steubenville, Ohio; Vice President, Samuel C. 

Dray, Beallsville, Pennsylvania; Secretary, Mrs. James S. Stevenson, Wierton, West 

Virginia; Treasurer, Mrs. William Chappell, R.D. 2, Steubenville, Ohio; Historian, Earl 

McCaslin, Burgettstown, Pennsylvania. 

 

As these Annals are being read, our esteemed ex-President George Adair, at Shell Rock, 

Iowa, has become our oldest Ralston, having exceeded the years of his brother, John 
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Adair, who lived to be 87 years, 9 months and 4 days. Cousin George Adair was born 

January 21, 1847. We extend to him our heartiest greetings. Mrs. Mary Coulter Behout, 

of Granville, Ohio, is a close second, now being in her 87th year. Greetings to her also.  

 

Let us here add a section of the genealogical part of the history as it will appear: 

 

2. Margaret Ralston, born October 28, 1788, died November 7, 1830, married 

 1810 Daniel D. Davis, born March 3, 1876, died August 22, 1867. 

a. Margaret Sophia Davis, born and died 1812. 

b. Daniel Ralston Davis, 1814-1874 (see page ---). 

c. Hannah Davis, born February 8, 1816, died August 14, 1903, married  

  December 28, 1831 James William Huntsman, born October 6, 1906,  

  died February 26, 1867, occupation farmer, residence Shoal Creek, Utah. 

1. Eliza Jane Huntsman, born October 20, 1832, died January 18,  

   1833. 

[page 48] 2. Sarah Jane Huntsman, born April 5, 1834, died April 20, 1917,  

   married January 1, 1854, Samuel Lewis, born October 27, 1829,  

   died August 31, 1911, occupation farmer, residence Thatcher,  

   Arizona. 

a. Samuel Edward Lewis, born July 17, 1854, died July 25,  

    1932, married April 8, 1881 Daphne Jane Hamblin, born  

    November 6, 1860; occupation, farmer, residence Ramah,  

    New Mexico. 

1. Orson Frederick Lewis, born January 6, 1882,  

     married October 8, 1903 Margaret Roxie McNeill,  

     born May 13, 1884, occupation irrigation engineer,  

     residence Ramah, New Mexico. 

a. Edith Linda Lewis, born December 24,  

      1904, died October 25, 1911. 

b. Ethel Frances Lewis, born December 18,  

      1906. 

c. Daphne Mary Lewis, born September 23,  

      1909, married October 13, 1928 Marvin A.  

      Stradling, residence St. John, Arizona. 

d. Verna Lewis, born January 21, 1914. 

e. Leola Lewis, born May 7, 1917. 

f. Winnefred Lewis, born February 13, 1923. 

2. Samuel Edward Lewis, II., born December 5, 1883,  

     married October 4, 1916 Sarah Matilda Cluff, born  

     October 5, 1891, occupation farmer, residence  

     Bluewater, New Mexico.  

 a. Rhoda Daphne Lewis, born December 23,  

      1917. 

 b. Samuel Albert Lewis, born March 29, 1921. 

 c. Wallace Cluff Lewis, born August 27, 1927. 
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d. Sarah Matilda Lewis, born October 5, 1926. 

e. Edward Lynn Lewis, born July 24, 1928. 

f. Vilate Lewis, born October 21, 1930. 

3. Francis Asa Lewis, born October 21, 1885, married June  

    2, 1909 Frances S. Thompson, born July 26, 1890,   

    occupation farmer, residence R.R. 4, Ogden, Utah. 

a. Edward Hansel Lewis, born June 13, 1911. 

b. Rubah Anthon Lewis, born December 22, 1912. 

c. Alva Orson Lewis, born September 25, 1914. 

d. Veva Lewis, born October 20, 1918. 

e. Flora May Lewis, born April 25, 1921. 

f. Linda Lewis, born April 13, 1923. 

g. Delbert Edwin Lewis, born October 9, 1925. 

h. Derwin Lynn Lewis, born April 26, 1928. 

4. Frances Linda Lewis, born December 24, 1887, married  

    December 24, 1914, Isaac Isaacson, occupation stockman,  

    residence St. Johns, Arizona. 

a. Cleon Isaacson, born October 16, 1915. 

b. Geraldine LaRue Isaacson, born August 28, 1917. 

c. Quenton Lewis Isaacson, born September 30, 1919. 

d. Ruby Eilene Isaacson, born July 29, 1921. 

e. Melvin Hugo Isaacson, born April 15, 1923. 

f. Florence May Isaacson, born January 16, 1925. 

g. Philip Edward Isaacson, born March 27, 1928. 

5. Daphne Tamie Lewis, born April 11, 1890, married   

    December 13, 1921 Thomas Lawrence Jones, born   

    December 31, 1890, occupation mason, residence St.  

    Johns, Arizona. 

a. Dorothalese Jones, born June 20, 1922. 

b. Thomas Lawrence Jones, II., born October 5, 1923. 

 

And lastly, as Andrew Ralston and Joseph Ralston often heard: ?Mind the music and the 

step;@ and let's get this history to you at the earliest possible time. You can, if you will. 

Lewis C. Walkinshaw, Historian, Box 359, Greensburg, Pennsylvania. 

 

[This is the end of this newsletter. Based on the information available in it I called Sam 

Singleton, son of Morris Singleton, from Ferron, Utah, who had recently attended my 

wife's mother's funeral without knowing we were related and asked him if this book was 

ever published. He said it was not. He also told me he has other copies of this newsletter 

which he will copy and give to me, and I told him I would copy things on the Huntsmans 

and give to him. He is a grandson of Hyrum Ralston Huntsman, son of James William 

Huntsman. He said that the Sixth Ralston Reunion was held in Ferron in 1936, that it was 

attended as it seemed to him - being a boy at the time - by hundreds of relatives, that they 

barbequed a whole beef for the occasions, and that it was quite an affair. - Lyman De 

Platt] 
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The Andrew Ralston Annals, Volume 1, No. 10, July 25, 1935. Davis Number [Edition] 

 

[Page 49] The second child of Andrew Ralston, Revolutionary Soldier, and Sophia 

Waltemyer Ralston, his wife, was Margaret Ralston, born at the ancestral home of David 

Waltemyer, near York Springs, York County (present Adams County), Pennsylvania, on 

October 28, 1788. The boulder which was transported to Beech Springs Presbyterian 

Cemetery, two miles south of Hopedale, Ohio, on July 4, 1934, and dedicated by the 

descendants on August 18, 1934, had laid for centuries within a stone's throw of the 

birthplace of Margaret Ralston. David Waltemyer was the father of Sophia Waltemyer 

Ralston, and this old homestead is marked by a beautiful old stone house. She was 

married, no doubt in the York County home of our illustrious ancestors, to David D. 

Davis, son of Evan and Nancy Davis, in 1810. She died at LaGrange, Indiana, November 

7, 1830. Daniel D. Davis then married Elizabeth Huntsman, daughter of Jesse Huntsman, 

one of the pioneeers of the LaGrange community, in 1831. He and his second wife, after 

having sold their Indiana lands, moved to LaFayette County, Wisconsin, after a brief 

residence at Oneco, Illinois, and at Council Bluffs, Iowa. He and his second wife, 

Elizabeth Huntsman Davis, were the parents of seven children, and they are buried in 

Willow Springs Cemetery, about one and one-half miles from their last Wisconsin home. 

Daniel D. Davis died August 22, 1867. 

 

[A picture is included on the first page of this newsletter consisting of James William 

Huntsman, Hannah Davis Huntsman, and Aaron Davis Huntsman. The parents are sitting, 

and Aaron is standing. This is the only know picture that I am aware of of this couple and 

has been duplicated in a number of forms. I do not know where the original is. The 

caption read: ñThe accompanying picture was taken in Salt Lake City, Utah, about 1862, 

judging from the age of Aaron D. Huntsman, who was born in 1851. He was a bachelor. 

We fully expected to meet him at the Ferron Reunion, but his recent death will deny us 

that privilege.ò - Lyman De Platt] 

 

There were four children born to Daniel D. Davis and Margaret Ralston Davis: (1) 

Margaret Sophia Davis, born 1812, died in infancy; (2) Daniel Ralston Davis, born 1814, 

died 1874; (3) Hannah Davis, born 1816, died 1903; and (4) David Davis, born 1823, 

died 1873. Daniel Ralston Davis migrated to Marbletown, Illinois, in which vicinity 

many of his descendants now reside. Our President, Oscar D. Davis, who resides at 

Argyle, Wisconsin, is a son of David Davis. 

 

THE FERRON REUNION 

 

It was voted to hold the Sixth Annual Andrew Ralston Reunion at Ferron, Utah on 

August 17, 1935, in honor of the Huntsman group of the Margaret Ralston Davis family. 

It is the largest group of our fine big family of 2400; there being some 1350 of them. The 

picture here shown is presented that you [page 50] may look into the face of one, whom 

your historian considers an outstanding and courageous woman. It is questionable 

whether any member of our great family endured as much as did she, as her story is here 

briefly related, and as it shall be more fully told at Ferron. Her youngest of nine children 
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stands beside her, and this picture was possibly taken when she was 55 years of age. She 

[Hannah Davis] lived to be 87, a very popular Ralston age. She was born, either back in 

the Adams County, Pennsylvania, ancestral community, or in the Bloomfield, Ohio, 

community. She was then taken by her parents to the LaGrange, Indiana community, at 

the same time that William Adair, and Mary Ralston Adair, and Thomas Adams and 

Elizabeth Ralston Adams, migrated to that community. There she met James William 

Huntsman, and was married to him on December 28, 1831, at White Pigeon, Michigan, a 

short distance from LaGrange, because, as she said in later years: ?licenses were free in 

Michigan and not in Indiana.@ She and her husband converted to the Mormon religion 

possibly about the year 1836, for her first two children, Eliza Jane, who died at the age of 

four months on January 18, 1833, and Sarah Jane, who married Samuel Lewis, and born 

April 5, 1834, were both natives of Steuben County, Indiana. The third child, Mary 

Huntsman, who married Dudley Leavitt was born November 1, 1836 in Linn County, 

Iowa, and the fourth child, Joseph Smith Huntsman, was born in Caldwell County, 

Missouri, December 29, 1838. The following three children, were born in Nauvoo, 

Illinois; Maria Huntsman, second wife of Dudley Leavitt, February 26, 1841; Hyrum 

Ralston Huntsman, February 25, 1843; and James Daniel Huntsman, May 11, 1845, later 

deceased, unmarried. Orson Welcome Huntsman and David Orrin Huntsman were born 

at Pottawattamie [County], Iowa, March 21, 1849 and July 24, 1851, respectively. The 

tenth and eleventh children Eliza Jane and Aaron, were born in Utah after the migration, 

the former dying in infancy. 

 

This is a picture [on page fifty] of Sarah Jane Huntsman Lewis, oldest child of Hannah 

Davis Huntsman to reach maturity, who accompanied her father, James William 

Huntsman overland to Utah, in 1851, to make ready the home for the family. She is the 

progenitor of over 400 Ralstons, most of whom are resident in Arizona. 

 

Hannah Davis Huntsman brought the remaining children then living to Utah in 1852, 

where she and her descendants helped to build up this Western country. This writer and 

some of his group have been to Kirtland, Ohio, and visited the first Mormon temple, to 

LaGrange, Indiana, where Margaret Ralston Davis died, to White Pigeon, Michigan, 

where Hannah Davis was married to James William Huntsman, to Nauvoo, Illinois, 

where persecution was her lot, and August 17 bids fair to be an outstanding day in 

Andrew Ralston History when many of her descendants will gather for the first time. The 

Leavitts are coming from Nevada; the Lewises are coming up from Arizona, and the 

Huntsmans are coming in bus loads from different parts of Utah. The Leavitts are 

bringing with them a truck load of melons and grapes; the Orson W. Huntsmans are 

transporting a beef 225 miles to be pitted and roasted; and other necessary provisions are 

being provided by other groups of the big family. The Joneses should come down from 

Washington, and the Adamses from Denver and Pueblo. Forrest Ralston of Cedar Rapids, 

Iowa, and Forrest Ralston, of Sheridan, Wyoming, should meet each other at Ferron. Mrs. 

Gladys Turner Guier, who attended the Beech Spring Reunion from Philadelphia, with 

her family last year, will attend the Schoenbrunn Reunion on August 3, and then proceed 

West through Missouri. She suggests: ?Don't forget to take your hiking boots, leather 

breeches and cowboy hat.@ A large number of folks [page 51] will arrive at Ferron on 
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Friday evening, August 16 and remain over through Monday, August 19th. This writer 

plans to start from the Schoenbrunn Reunion with his party, and proceed that night via 

Lexington, Nashville, Memphis, and Little Rock, to Van Buren, Arkansas, visiting Uncle 

Andrew Jerome Ralston, 84 years old, and family for two days, thence to Los Angeles, 

via Albuquerque, and Globe, where he will visit George Lincoln Ralston and Mrs. Mary 

Ralston Conrad, uncle and aunt, and their families for three days, thence back-tracking 

through Las Vegas and Mesquite, Nevada, and Enterprise, Utah, to Ferron. It will be a 

regular Ralston Rodeo. And, as the younger generation of Ralstons would remark: ?Oh, 

Boy, what a time we are going to have!@ Let us make of it the biggest reunion we have 

yet had. The Ralston latchstring is out all the way, going and coming. No finer fellowship 

exists short of Heaven. Blood tells, and we are a part of no mean family. Honor your 

ancestor, Andrew Ralston! 

 

THE SCHOENBRUNN SUB-REUNION 

 

The Ohio Ralstons decided that they wanted a reunionette for those who could not find it 

convenient to make the trip to the big reunion at Ferron and picked Saturday, August 3, 

1935, as the day, and Schoenbrunn Indian Village at New Philadelphia, Ohio, as the 

place. This is one of the finest historical reproductions in all the land. It was built by the 

Christian Indians under the direction of Rev. David Zeisberger, of the Moravian 

missions, eminating from Bethlehem, Pennsylvania. It was one or more Delaware Indians 

that almost wiped out the family of pioneering Ralstons somewhere in the Ralston 

settlement in Northeastern Pennsylvania, leaving only Joseph Ralston and Andrew 

Ralston. These two lads became separated, and grew to manhood, the one in the 

Susquehanna Valley, near the Delaware Indian town of Shamokin (Sunbury), where he 

later enlisted in the Revolution, in the Pennsylvania Rifle Regiment and the other of 

Kings Creek Valley in the Panhandle of Old Virginia, where he enlisted in the 13th 

Virginia, when Lord Dunmore was asserting Virginia's rights to Western Pennsylvania. 

The Delawares wiped out the town of Schoenbrunn, just about the time the 97 Christian 

Indians were cruelly murdered at Gnaddenhutten, some fifteen miles away. Go to 

Schoenbrunn, and there recount the thrilling Indian experience of Andrew Ralston, and 

enjoy the fellowship of the Eastern group of the family. It will be a day long to be 

remembered. 

 

JOSEPHINE HUNTSMAN 

 

[A picture accompanies the following paragraph] Josephine Huntsman, daughter of 

Lamond W. Huntsman, granddaughter of Orson W. Huntsman, great-granddaughter of 

Hannah Davis Huntsman, 2nd great-granddaughter of Margaret Ralston Davis, 3rd great-

granddaughter of Andrew Ralston, as she appeared at her High School graduation this 

year. 

 

Miss Huntsman appeals to the younger Ralstons to come to the Big Ralston Rodeo, and 

prepare to meet her rather in overalls. She can ride a horse, and throw a lasso. 
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THE HISTORY 

 

One wonders sometimes whether the Democrats have closed a lot of the Ralston post-

offices during the past historical year. Your historian's mail has been so small, as 

compared with other years, that one would think some of the families had passed out. The 

last issue of the Annals was carefully prepared to give you an idea of what the finished 

product would look like. But the response to the appeal has been quite meagre, and in a 

measure discouraging. We must get away from the ?let George do it@ spirit. The present 

typewritten copy could be deposited in the Library of Congress, and then you could all 

take a patriotic journey down to Washington, D.C., and look up your status in the noble 

family. The fool chain letter fad was amusing, and at its height one joking [page 52] 

Ralston proposed that we get up a $7.50 chain letter with the name of the publisher at the 

top of each letter, and then the history fund would be available on short notice. The 

patience of the Oberlin Printing Company, Oberlin, Ohio, to whom we have committed 

the publication of the book, is highly commendable, but patience sometimes is exhausted. 

Well, cousins, isn't is about time we get the history to the press? 

 

RALSTONS GONE HOME 

 

The grand old man of the Ralston, George Adair, died December 1, 1934, aged 87 years, 

10 months and 10 days old. He become our oldest Ralston, and the last words he spoke to 

your historian at Shell Rock in 1933 were: ?I am so glad you all came; I did not expect to 

be here.@ Mrs. Mary Coulter Megaw-Bebout, born August 6, 1848, of the Andrew 

Ralston II family, Granville, Ohio, is now our oldest Ralston. Heartiest greetings to her. 

 

Roma Singleton Wakefield, Ferron, Utah, who attended the Shell Rock Reunion with her 

father, Morris Singleton, in 1933, and who latter married G. Bruce Wakefield, died 

February 25, 1935. She was a graduate of the Ferron High School and the Utah 

Agricultural College, and taught school at Huntington, Utah. 

 

Addie Mae Davis, daughter of David P. Davis, granddaughter of David D. Davis, great-

granddaughter of Margaret Ralston Davis, and 2nd great-granddaughter of Andrew 

Ralston, died December 1, 1935, at Merrill, Nebraska. She resided with her brother, 

Ervin B. Davis on the home farm. 

 

Mrs. Jane Nicholson VanHorn, wife of John Thomas VanHorn, of the Jane Ralston Jones 

family, died February 12, 1935, at Beaverton, Oregon, age 75 years, 6 months, 10 days. 

 

NEW RALSTON BABIES 

 

Robert Lynn Kaufman, born July 10, 1833, son of Charles Frederick Kaufman, grandson 

of Sarah Davis Kaufman, great-grandson of David P. Davis, 2nd great-grandson of David 

D. Davis, 3rd great-grandson of Margaret Ralston Davis, Bladen, Nebraska. 
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Kenneth Ralston Berns, born March 15, 1934, son of Blanch Kaufman Berns, grandson 

of Sarah Davis Kaufman, Bladen, Nebraska. 

 

Cora Alice Hedden, born March 23, 1935, daughter of Ruth Ralston Hedden, 

granddaughter of Charles Spurgeon Ralston, great-granddaughter of George Washington 

Ralston, 2nd great-granddaughter of Andrew Ralston II., Lakewood, Ohio. 

 

REUNION POINTERS 

 

Lamond W. Huntsman, of Enterprise, Utah, wants as many of us as possible to travel the 

trail from St. George to Ferron together, so as to let the world know how big the Ralston 

family is, as it passes up the canyon. 

 

One wonders is ?Skip@ Ralston of Chicago, is going to take his dog along to look for the 

big bad wolf. 

 

There are a host of the Jane Ralston Jones family in Oregon, and we want a large 

company of them to strike the trail to Ferron. 

 

As one caravan starts from Schoenbrunn to Ferron, we will have Mrs. Catharine Cox 

McAfee break a bottle of good old Adam's ale out of the Tuscarawas River on the prow 

of the automobile. 

 

Mrs. Mary Ralston Conard, of Tulunga, California, writes: ?It would be too bad to 

disappoint all those Utah cousins, who are making such alluring plans. Maybe 6 or 7 of 

us will be there.@ 

 

Last reports are that President Oscar D. Davis, of Argyle, Wisconsin, is getting an extra 

gas tank on his automobile so that he will be sure to get over the Rockies and down into 

the canyon. He is taking no chances. 

 

After all, cousins, the most of you can get there in a day or two's travel over roads that are 

the pride of the states through which you travel. It would be a great stunt if some one of 

you could arrive behind an ox team, such as Joseph Smith Huntsman drove across from 

Council Bluffs to Salt Lake in 1852. It would bring back the days of the Ralston forty-

niners, which the history will tell you about, who trekked across to California, and back 

again. 

 

Here's for a great big bumper reunion. Come Friday evening and stay until Monday. 

There will be something doing all the while. Lewis C. Walkinshaw, Historian, Box 359, 

Greensburg, Pennsylvania. 
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DOCUMENT 163 

 

The Gilman Coat of Arms. Gilman Troed-dhu of Glynllifon in Uwch Gwer Vai in Caer-

yn-Arvonshire lived 843. Came out of north Britain. Bore these arms: Argent, a man's leg 

coupled at the thigh in pale sable; crest on a chapeau tules turned up, ermine, a demi-leon 

rampant, argent. [A silver lion rampant with a red tongue on a red stand with a light tan 

chapeau surrounding it. The crest silver, the leg grey, the Gilman name black on a banner 

of red underneath the shield. 

 

DOCUMENT 164 

 

[Copy of a microfilmed page, reference lost, probably in the land records of Tooele 

County, page 54 - Lyman De Platt] 

 

James William Huntsman transfers to Brigham Young, recorded December 12th, 1855. 

 

Be it known by these presents, that I James William Huntsman, of E[ast] T[ooele] City, 

in the County of Tooele and Territory of Utah, for and in consideration of the good will 

which I have to the Church of Jesus Christ of Latter-day Saints give and convey unto 

Brigham Young, Trustee in Trust, for said Church, his successors in office and assigns, 

all my claim to and ownership of the following described property to wit: lot (8) Eight, in 

Block (6) Six in E.T. City plat, value Ten dollars $ 10.00 Lot (7), Block (2) two, 

containting eight four rods, also six acres on the west side of lot (1) one block (8), all in 

E.T. City farming plot, value, forty dollars     $ 40.00 

Two oxen, one hundred dollars      $100.00 

Three cows, seventy five dollars      $ 75.00 

Three 2 year old hiefers, sixty dollars      $ 60.00 

Four calves, forty dollars       $ 40.00 

Eight sheep, forty dollars       $ 40.00 

One waggon & tools, fifty dollars      $ 50.00 

Household & kitchen furniture, weaving appalrrel [sic] &c &c 

two hundred dollars       $200.00 

Total          $615.00 

 

together with all the rights, privileges, and appurtenances thereunto belonging or 

appertaining; I also covenant and agree that I am the lawful claimant and owner of said 

property, and will warrant and forever defend the same unto the said Trustee in Trust, his 

successors in office, and assigns, against the claims of my heirs, assigns, or any person 

whomsoever. 

 

[page 55] J. W. Huntsman [signed]; Witnesses: William Maughan [signed]; Jenkin 

Williams [signed] 

 

Territory of Utah, County of Tooele. I Peter Maughan, Recorder of said County certify 

that the signer of the above transfer personally known to me, appeared this eleventh day 
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of December A.D. 1855 and acknowledged that he of his own choice executed the 

foregoing transfer. Peter Maughan [signed] 

 

DOCUMENT 165 

 

[Copy of a microfilmed page, reference lost, probably in the land records of Tooele 

County, page 50 - Lyman De Platt] 

 

Zadock Parker's transfer to Brigham Young, recorded December 8th, 1855. 

 

Be it known by these presents, that I Zadock Parker of E[ast] T[ooele] City, in the County 

of Tooele and [page 51] Territory of Utah, for and in consideration of the good will 

which I have to the Church of Jesus Christ of Latter-day Saints give and convey unto 

Brigham Young, Trustee in Trust, for said Church, his successors in office and assigns, 

all my claim to and ownership of the following described property to wit: lot (5) five, in 

block (7) seven in E. T. City plot value, one hundred dollars  $100.00 

 

Lot (3) three in block (7), E.T. City farming plot, value seventy 

five dollars         $ 75.00 

Two oxen, seventy five dollars       $ 75.00 

Two cows, fifty dollars        $ 50.00 

Two 2 year old steers, forty dollars       $ 40.00 

Two calves, twelve dollars        $ 12.00 

Household & kitchen furniture, weaving apparrel &c, &c, 

seventy five dollars       $ 75.00 

One waggon & farming utensils value thirty dollars    $ 30.00 

Total          $487.00 

 

together with all the rights, privileges, and appurtenances thereunto belonging or 

appertaining; I also covenant and agree that I am the lawful claimant and owner of said 

property, and will warrant and forever defend the same unto the said Trustee in Trust, his 

successors in office, and assigns, against the claims of my heirs, assigns, or any person 

whomsoever. 

 

Zadock Parker [signed]; Witnesses: William H. Hamblin [signed]; Charles W. Maughan 

[signed] 

 

Territory of Utah, County of Tooele. I Peter Maughan, Recorder of said County certify 

that the signer of the above transfer personally known to me, appeared this seventh day of 

December A.D. 1855 and acknowledged that he of his own choice executed the foregoing 

transfer. Peter Maughan [signed] 
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DOCUMENT 166 

 

Letter from Dixie [Ryan] to Elaine Perkins [Walton] dated August 16, 1971, from 3505 

Brookhill Street, La Crescenta, California 91214. 

 

Dear Elaine: After going through mother's papers, I was able to gather the following 

information: 

 

Kathryn Perkins was born in Cedar City, Utah on January 16, 1875. Around 1891 she 

moved with her family to Monticello, where their first house was a huge cellar with the 

children sleeping in the beds of two covered wagons. The only buildings in the town at 

that time were a few log cabins, a post office, a trading post or country store and a 

church, which was also used as a school house. She finished her early education in 

Monticello and then went to B.Y.U. in Provo. 

 

On returning from the university she accepted a position in the co-op store as clerk, 

bookkeeper and cashier. Four years later she was elected County Clerk and Recorder on 

the Democratic ticket. The second term she was endorsed on both tickets. Beside[s] 

holding these positions, she was the County Secretary of the Democratic party, Stake 

Secretary of the Y.L.M.I.A., a member of the Dramatic Club, sang in the choir and also 

taught. 

 

My father, Edmond H. Ryan, who had come to Utah from Vermont, was elected to the 

office of County Attorney at the time mother was elected County Clerk and they worked 

together at the old court house. They were married May 9, 1901 in Denver, Colorado, and 

returned to Cedar City, where they built their home. 

 

They lived there until his death on May 16, 1921, at which time mother moved her family 

to Hollywood, California. There were five children: Ellen Avey, born March 9, 1901, 

died June 16, 1924; Edmond Benjamin, born September 20, 1906; James Vermont, born 

January 21, 1910, died February 19, 1969; Delia Dixie, born February 4, 1912; [and] 

Kateryn, born July 1, 1915, died June 26, 1966. 

 

We lived in various homes in the Los Angeles area while we were growing up, and our 

father (as you know) died while visiting us at 5611 Virginia Ave., Hollywood. 

 

Mother died in Los Angeles on July 6, 1952, and wished to be buried by my father in 

Cedar City; we naturally complied with her wishes. The older I grow, the more I stand in 

awe of this wonderful little woman whose courage, kindness, intelligence and wisdom 

were unbeatable. 

 

I hope this is what you wanted. If there is anything you can think of that I might know, 

please give me a ring. My best wishes to all of you - Dixie [signed] 
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While living in Cedar City, my father was County Attorney of Iron County, City 

Attorney of Cedar City, and special attorney for the Salt Lake Route, Dixie Power 

Company, Bank of Southern Utah and other industrial and mining companies in Southern 

Utah. 

 

DOCUMENT 167 

 

Funeral Services for Katherine Perkins Ryan, who died July 6, 1952 at Los Angeles, 

California. 

 

Vonda Bronson Wise: Vocal Solo ?When the Blue of the Night Meets the Gold of the 

Day.@ 

 

Ray H. Walton: I hope you all heard Vonda. These services today, that beautiful song and 

these few remarks, simple as they are, are carrying out the desires and wishes of Aunt 

Kate. 

 

We have met to pay respect and tribute to her and to tie the bonds of our family ties a 

little closer together. If we can do this, I feel we have accomplished a great thing today. 

 

I know that these past months haven't been easy for those of the family I know. Dixie and 

Christianne and Monty and his sweet wife, and Katherine, have labored tirelessly in 

behalf of their mother and mother-in-law. I never had the pleasure of meeting Pat, but I 

know that his love rests just as strongly with her as does the rest of the family's. Pat and 

Billy  are the two in the family I have never had the pleasure of meeting. I know as I have 

observed your love for your mother and the tireless care you have given her, you have 

honored her as your mother, and the blessing of the Lord will be upon you for it. There 

are families, when the mother becomes ill and helpless, who cast her out and put her to 

the mercy of the winds, but thank goodness this family united together and served her 

diligently and took care of her and showed her a true and undying love. And so, when I 

think that you together labored and served her, I know she left us with only the sweetest 

of thoughts and the most pleasant of memories. 

 

We meet today as individuals. I know in this room there are many different thoughts and 

ideas as to what life is and why we are here, but I do believe that by the undying spirit 

that is in us all we know of a surety that life is eternal. We might have different thoughts 

and conceptions of why it is eternal, but I am sure we know it is eternal, and that our 

good mother, sister, or aunt, or grandmother, whoever it might be, has returned to her 

Heavenly Father in the Eternal World. ?In my Father's house there are many mansions. I 

go to prepare a place for you that where I am ye might be also.@ Those were the words 

that our Lord Jesus Christ uttered to his disciples as He gave up His life, telling them that 

where He was going, we might also have that opportunity to go. In that world there are 

many mansions, and they are based upon the life we live here. 
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So, we know her life. There is not one in this room that would question the goodness of 

it. The heritage of her family - I am sure we have all read the very wonderful tribute she 

wrote of her own mother, ?A lady in purple; no matter what the garment, she was still a 

lady in purple.@ Certainly, I can say that of Aunt Kate, for she was truly a lady in purple 

to me. She fulfilled the obligations she had in life. She loved her family and took care of 

them through many years of hardship to her. She has seen them successful and happy on 

their own, and she never waivered in her knowledge that God lives and that Jesus was the 

Christ. Even in her hours of trial in the past months I know she felt that same way, and 

she was ready to go back to God who gave her life. 

 

So let us not feel sad this day, but let us feel happy that she left the family that she did, 

that through her we have all had the opportunity to live better and that we have met 

because of her. 

 

Even in my own case, I met this family through her. As indirectly as it may seem, Elaine, 

my wife, was called to go on a mission for the Church of Jesus Christ of Latter-day 

Saints, and it was a check for $100 that came from Katherine Ryan (see note at end of 

this) that finally opened up the way for her to go into the mission field, and it was there I 

met her. So, as we see, many lives are affected by the life of one. 

 

Let us try to remember to serve as best we can, that when the time comes for us to lay 

down our body in mortality we may have it said of us, ?Well done, thou good and 

faithful servant, enter into thy rest.@ 

 

So, now without prolonging the service, as it was her desire, if we will bow our heads in 

humble prayer and ask our Heavenly Father to be with us, this service will be adjourned. 

 

Prayer: Our Heavenly Father, we, a small group of thy sons and daughters, humbly bow 

ourselves before Thee in this little chapel to give thanks unto Thee for Thy many 

blessings unto us, for our health and strength, for the opportunities we have day to day to 

serve Thee and to keep Thy commandments. 

 

Father in Heaven, inasmuch as this day we have met together as a family to pay our 

respects to our Mother and our loved one, we especially ask Thy kind Spirit to rest with 

us that we can have a feeling of peace come to our hearts, to our minds, that we might 

know surely that her life has been a life of good to all of us, and a life of good to the 

world.... 

 

DOCUMENT 168 

 

MARTHA NAOMI PERKINS BRONSON 

(as told by herself) 

 

I was born in Cedar City, Utah, June 14, 1879 and was the 5th child of my parents, 

Benjamin Perkins and Mary Ann Williams Perkins. 
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My father helped build the first railroad into Utah and my mother came into Utah on the 

first train. 

 

They were married and settled in Cedar City, Utah. Here they built a home and were 

enjoying some of the comforts of life, when they were called by the L.D.S. Church 

authorities to go with others to San Juan, to settle and build up the country. 

 

I was an infant when they left Cedar City on the long six month trip into San Juan. I 

learned to walk and talk (Welsh) my parents native tongue. 

 

This was a long hard trip even for the babies, but the women and men suffered more. The 

men had to build roads as they traveled thru this trackless waste. When finally we 

reached the Colorado River, the men had to blast solid rock and actually build a road 

down the sheer rock walls of the canyon. Then the wagons were let down this road, thru a 

hole, to the river bank below. 

 

My father and his brother Hyrum, were the engineers of this road and did most of the 

blasting, a trade they had learned in the coal mines in Wales. 

 

While the men were building roads, the women cooked, sewed and washed, under the 

most primitive conditions. Several babies were born on this trip too, besides all the other 

hardships. 

 

When we finally reached Bluff, Utah, there was only a trading post with two white men 

in charge, and several hundred Indians, who were not at all pleased to see the white men 

invade their country. 

 

We lived in our wagons that were formed into a circle, for protection until the men got a 

fort built. Then we moved into the fort which was much more comfortable after our long 

time in the wagons. 

 

Here my brother, Dan, was born, my first brother. The other children here made fun of us 

because we spoke Welsh, so we soon learned to speak English. 

 

We had some Indian troubles, but finally became friendly with most of them, there were 

several outlaw bands that made trouble for all. 

 

As I grew I learned to make tallow candles, the only lights we had. I helped make soap 

from grease and fat meat and lye. We made our own lye by letting ashes soak in water. 

We made starch from potatoes.soaked in water over night, where the starch settled in the 

bottom. We made our own molasses too. 

 

My mother was very unhappy here, and not at all well, so when I was six years old we 

moved back to Cedar City. Father bought a home from some people who were leaving for 

Bluff, so we had a comfortable home again, but we didn't live here long. Mother became 
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very ill and the doctor said she must have a change of climate, so we moved to Teasdale, 

Utah. Here father built two homes. He had married my mother's sister, true to his 

religion, and we had to have two homes. 

 

I started to school here in Teasdale, in a one room school house, where they had all eight 

grades, taught by one teacher. 

 

We children had to help milk the cows, make cheese, pick wild berries along creek banks. 

We helped mother in the house and father in the fields, whenever we were needed. We 

were happy here. Our home was a gathering place for young people and oh, the good 

times we had. 

 

My sister, Kate, and I brought the cows from the pastures, picked wild berries from the 

hills, pinenuts and pine gum from the trees we passed. In the evenings we sang songs, 

recited poetry and always ended the evening reading from the Bible and prayer. 

 

Then one night in the fall late at night, a knock came on the door. Two young men rushed 

in saying, ?Brother Perkins, the marshalls are on their way here, hurry and hide.@ 

 

You see, father had married two wives as his religion sanctioned, but the law said no, so 

the marshalls were picking up and taking to jail all the men who had two or more wives. 

 

Father took a quilt, a little food, kissed us all and slipped out into the night. We were still 

crying the next morning when mother came in and told us they had found father and 

arrested him. 

 

It was harvest time and the marshalls told father he could stay until the harvest was in 

before he started to serve his sentence. After the harvest was in, father kept his word and 

went into Beaver to give himself up. We knew it would be for six months at least. Father 

learned to read and write while in the ?pen@ and after said it was a blessing in disguise. 

He had never had any schooling, because at six years of age in Wales he went into the 

coal mines as water boy, so never had a chance to go to school. He was real grateful for 

the chance to learn to read and write while in the pen. 

 

Soon after father came home we learned we were to leave once again for Bluff, so our 

beautiful home was sold and we retraced our long trip, passing along the same way 

through the Hole-in-the-Rock. 

 

In was on this trip that I was baptized in the Dirty Devil River, near my eighth birthday. 

They had to break the ice on the river, so Copy Christensen and I could be baptized. 

 

Father and my sister Kate, drove the wagons on this trip. My brother Dan and I drove the 

cows and loose horses. 
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Uncle Hyrum met us a hundred miles from Bluff with fresh horses so we could get to 

Bluff in time for Christmas. 

 

The next spring we visited Monticello for the first time on the fourth of July. They 

always had a big celebration on the fourth and twenty-fourth of July in those early days. 

It was at the children's dance that day, that I first met Bill Bronson, who after about 

eleven years became my husband. 

 

My sister Kate and I were allowed to stay in Monticello that night and because there were 

so few women in the town we were allowed to go to the dance. I was then ten years old. 

We danced all the dances, until a fight broke out among the men over whose turn it was 

to dance, and we with several others crawled out of a back window and went home. 

During this night Sister Walton was killed accidently and the whole town was in 

mourning. 

 

When I was sixteen, my sisters Mollie and Lell went to ranch at Dodge Point. We milked 

sixty-three cows night and morning, made cheese and butter, and did the other ranch 

work during the day. You'd think this would be enough to wear us out, but after the work 

was done, on Friday night, we'd ride seven miles on horseback into Monticello for the 

dance, dance until 3:00 in the morning, ride back to Dodge in time to start the milking. 

 

Bill and I had been going together for a few months, but now he was on a mission in 

Indiana and Lee and I would ride into town to the post office at least once a week to get 

my letter from him. 

 

The next spring we moved into Monticello. The cowboys and the outlaws who were 

hiding from the law often came into town. They'd ride up and down the streets, shoot the 

lights out of homes, and frighten everyone. Then the Indians started coming into town, 

demanding food, and telling us we must leave, that the land was theirs, and they would 

live in our homes. They killed beef whenever they chose, and the settlers gave them flour 

and other food until the government could be notified and take action. 

 

I remember when Utah was made a state and the celebration we had. I remember when 

homemade candles were our only lights, then the coal-oil lamps, the gas lights and finally 

the electric lights. I remember when the water was piped into the homes. No more filling 

a barrel from the ditch and letting it settle, so we could drink it. 

 

My brother Dan and I went to school in Provo for two winters. When we came home in 

the spring, Mollie and I, at father's request, took some cows to Camp Jackson and cooked 

and sold butter and cheese to the miners there. Gold had been discovered there and 

everyone was mining. We had a good eating house and with our butter and cheese made 

good money for the times. 

 

While we were home, Bill came back from his mission. We were married April 5, 1900 

in the Salt Lake Temple. 
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We spent one week in Provo, then back to our little one-room log home, with homemade 

table and chairs, a second-hand stove, a bed and a few pretty dishes. But it was wonderful 

to us. 

 

Bill's first job was freighting for Mr. Bayles, for $30.00 a month and his board. This was 

not satisfactory to either, so they changed to $45.00 a month and Bill boarded himself. 

This seems impossible in this day and age. 

 

The next summer W. E. Gordon gave Bill a job on his Carlisle ranch, and hired me as a 

cook. This was wonderful because we could be together. Our first baby was born here, a 

little girl, we named her LaPreal. She died when eighteen days old. We thought we could 

never be happy again. But time heals and two years later we had a healthy ten pound boy; 

once again life was good. 

 

We decided Bill must get his teacher's diploma. He was a natural born teacher, so by 

working summers much harder than he should, working nights, and me selling bread, 

cheese and milk, he finished his schooling and from then on taught first in one school 

then another for thirty-five years. 

 

These were good years. We raised seven children, during these years. We had our joys 

and sorrows. But we had each other and our children. We made out our fun and good 

times. Bill and the children sang and we spent much of our time together singing. 

Something we do to this day when any of us can get together. This is a rare kind of joy 

always to be remembered. 

 

Bill has been a wonderful father, hard-working, honest and faithful to his trust. We both 

have firm and constant faith in our religion and it has upheld and supported us through 

many trying times. 

 

I have held most of the offices of the auxiliary organizations: president of the Relief 

Society for nine years besides many other. Bill has been a teacher and a good speaker, 

always before the public, holding many church positions. He is a wonderful public 

speaker and always at his best explaining his religion to someone. 

 

We have taught our children the Gospel and pray earnestly that they will follow its 

teachings. The children all have homes of their own now. We live for their visits and in 

memory of days gone by. 

 

I have seen the horse and buggy give way to cars, trains, planes, now jets. When our 

music boxes were replaced by radio, then television, we felt we had seen everything, but I 

am sure in the days to come there will be even greater wonders. 
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I am writing this, this spring of 1940 and hope in the years to come my children will read 

it with love in their hearts for what we have tried to do for them. We have loved them so 

very much and been so proud of them. Written by Martha Naomi Perkins Bronson. 

 

Children's Names: Wilmer Verde Bronson, Gwyn Bronson Meador, Eural J. Bronson, 

Rex D. Bronson, Karel C. Bronson, Don LaVar Bronson, Vonda Lee Bronson Wise, all 

living. LaPreal died when eighteen days old. 

 

MOTHER AND FATHER 

Martha Naomi Perkins and Wilmer Bronson 

 

My mother and father were complete opposites in many ways. Father was a dreamer, 

mother a realist. I remember their disagreements, and frustrations, but I know they had a 

deep understanding and love for one another. 

 

My uncle Daniel Perkins, spoke at mother's funeral, and he said of her, ?She loved her 

children not wisely, but too well.@ I remember feeling resentful of his statement at the 

time. However, I suppose there was more love than criticism in our home. I'm sure there 

were many times when we disappointed our parents, but their love was never withdrawn. 

 

If I seem to dwell on love, it is because I believe the giving and receiving of such is the 

most important thing in this world. We not only loved them, we loved each other. 

 

Dad gave us humor and music. We needed both as there was very little of the material 

things in those days. We laughed and we sang. My most precious memories are of us 

sitting on the porch after supper, singing for our parents, songs that were dear to their 

hearts, and will always be to ours. Sometimes the neighbors came and listened and 

somehow the cares of the day were forgotten. The satisfaction of sharing what we had to 

give was part of our teaching. 

 

Mother gave us compassion and a tender heart. She gave us pride in ourselves and in our 

heritage. She gave us freedom to explore life. She held no animosity for any race or 

religion, at the same time holding fast to her own. 

 

Another memory is of my father brushing my mother's long black hair, and afterwards 

she would say, ?Thank you Willie,@ and I knew that all was well in the world. 

 

They were wonderful people. They had great faith in their religion and in their country. 

During World War II they had three sons, one daughter and one grandson serving in the 

Armed Forces. Vonda Bronson Wise. 
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DOCUMENT 169 

 

EXERPT FROM THE LIFE SKETCH OF DANIEL B. PERKINS 

(written by himself in 1961 and 1962) 

 

I was born May 9, 1881, in the old fort in Bluff, San Juan County, Utah. My parents were 

Benjamin and Mary Ann Williams Perkins. 

 

My first recollection of Bluff was of several log houses scattered around. This collection 

of log cabins was called The Fort. It was about one mile in circumference and was built 

around the log church. There were no doors or windows on the outside. All opened to the 

space in the center. A well was dug inside the Fort. From north to south and east to west a 

small passageway ran in a gap between the houses. Later, the river washed several old 

homes away as its riverbed widened. The log church was the center of church, school and 

social activities. 

 

I vividly recollect gathering cliff flowers from the tall cliffs north of town in the early 

spring. I remember the Navajo and Ute Indians coming into town and loitering in the old 

co-op store, which was owned by the local residents. I recall the Indian campfires outside 

of the store where the Indians spent hours playing cards and sometimes were joined by 

the cowboys and town fellows. 

 

My father's family left Bluff around 1883 and went back to Wayne County, Utah. We 

lived at Carcas [sic] Creek, now called Torrey, on a ranch at the foot of the Henry 

Mountains. Father ran a dairy, milked fifteen to twenty-five cows, and operated a small 

farm. The little creek that ran through our farm was so full of mountain trout it was easy 

to catch all we wanted for a meal. 

 

On my eighth birthday I was baptized in Carcas Creek and confirmed by Billy Meeks. I 

think we left for Bluff soon after that. We spent the next two years there. In 1891 we 

moved to Dodge Point southeast of Verdure. There we ranched, milking twenty-five to 

forty-five wild range cows that had to be tied head and foot. They gave from a quart to a 

gallon of milk each. 

 

We went back to Bluff for the winter, returning in the spring to make a permanent home 

in Monticello. The first summer and winter we lived in an old dirt roof cellar, for about a 

year until father built a two-room log house. It remained the family home until he built 

the rock house about 1900 while I was on my mission. It was one of the three fine homes 

in the town at the time. We were very proud of it. 

 

In the fall of 1898 I left with my sister Naomi to attend Brigham Young Academy in 

Provo. Neither of us had graduated from the elementary school. The work we took was 

comparable to the seventh grade and was called a preparatory course. While there I 

received a call from Box ?B@ to go on a mission to the Southern States Mission. I was 

only seventeen years old. I felt too inexperienced to teach the gospel and wondered 
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whether I should go. But when I made up my mind to go I felt very happy about it. All in 

all, the two and one half years in the mission field were happy ones. I had many faith-

promoting experiences. How I loved the people of Kentucky. 

 

Marguerite, the daughter of Bishop F. I. and Mary M. Jones and I were married August 

24, 1904 in the Salt Lake Temple. 

 

In the fall of 1906 we moved to Provo, intending to stay until I had finished college. Ula 

was born there December 6, 1905. In 1907 I followed Dr. John A. Widtsoe to Logan. Our 

son Kloyd B. was born that year in Logan. 

 

In 1908 I, with a couple of college friends, Will Brooks and Dave Jennings, decided to 

buy up a lot of state land and go into dry farming in a big way. None of us had yet taken 

out a degree, but we planned to combine schooling with farm work and help each other 

through college. We were the first to begin dry farm operations east of the Vega. The 

company lasted only two or three years because the wives of Brooks and Jennings were 

not content to live in San Juan. However, our friendship lasted through the years. 

 

Because of eye trouble I quit school permanently and came back to Monticello in the 

spring of 1909. My son Lloyd Dee was born there in January. A typhoid epidemic struck 

Monticello in 1910. My wife Marguerite was stricken and died November 10, 1910. 

 

Two years after my first wife's death, I married Cornelia, daughter of George A. and 

Evelyn Adams, in the Salt Lake Temple, October 17, 1912. 

 

I accepted an invitation from Dr. John a. Widtsoe, who was the president of the college in 

Logan, to attend the Dry Farm Congress in Alberta, Canada. Cornelia and I were married 

before leaving for the trip. Upon our return to Logan, Dr. Widtsoe honored us with a fine 

dinner. 

 

Thus began the proverbial long trail which was to be shared with Cornelia for fifty years. 

Our first child, Norma, was born in Salt Lake City, December 26, 1914 and our second 

DeMar B. was born at home in Monticello, January 11, 1919. 

 

My life with Cornelia has been so satisfactory I would not change it if I had the power to 

do so. If I can profit by the past, and given the same opportunity in Eternity, the future 

will be glorious to contemplate, with the reunion of our children and their fine families, 

and the reunion with Maggie and our children and their families - if we all perpare for 

such a reunion. 

 

(The following is a résumé of Daniel's life activities, written by him just before his death, 

April 4, 1962.) 
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Church Work 

 

Like most returned Elders, I became active in the Church when I returned from my 

mission to the Southern States. I became stake president of the Young Men's Mutual 

Improvement Association. I became a member of the Monticello Ward Bishopric in 

1911, a position I held for twenty-five years. During my bishopric years I acted in many 

other Church capacities such as leader in Sunday School, Mutual Improvement 

Association and Priesthood. I was one of the first scoutmasters in the ward. I, with 

Cornelia, was a Sunday School Stake Board Member. 

 

After leaving the bishopric, I served in the high council for many years. I filled a two 

year stake mission with Cornelia, as well as working with her for four and one-half years 

as a stake special interest and Mutual study director.  

 

As I look back over my life at the age of eighty I now feel that the people of Monticello 

have been very tolerant and kind to me. 

 

Written by Daniel in his Book of Remembrance 

Answer to his Prayers 

 

When I was a small boy, perhaps five years old, our family was living up on a ranch in 

Wayne County, some eight miles from the nearest settlement when mother took suddenly 

ill and fell into a cold, swifty swoon. Instantly, my sisters fell on their knees in prayer. 

We children all thought she was dead. In a few minutes mother revived and seemed quite 

natural. We all felt our prayers had much to do with her recovery. In a few days she was 

back to normal. 

 

When attending school at the BYA I received a call from Box ?B@ to go on a mission. I 

was only seventeen years old and felt very unqualified. I was troubled and worried with 

indecision. At this time patriarch John Smith was giving blessings to the students. The 

thought came to me that I should go for a blessing and never mention the fact that I had 

been called on a mission. I felt sure if he mentioned my mission call, I would know it was 

from the Lord, for Brother Smith never knew such a person as Daniel Perkins was alive. 

 

I went for the blessing. Almost the first words were that I was called on a mission and I 

was worried about it. He said the mission call was of God and I should go and fill that 

mission and that I would return in safety, and many other things. Well, I went on that 

mission, returned and have witnessed the fulfillment of nearly all of his sayings. 

 

Christ in conversation with his Apostles told them they should heal the sick and cast out 

devils, etc. Shortly after I arrived in the mission field the thought occupied my mind as to 

whether or not such blessings followed His people today, especially the Latter-day Saints 

missionaries. While dwelling on this line we visited a colony of Saints. They were all 

stricken with the flu or something of that sort. They were delighted to see us. We went 
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from house to house administering to the sick. Some were healed almost instantly. Others 

mended gradually. It was a great testimony to me and to many of the Saints. 

 

Farm Work 

 

From the years 1910 to 1952 I had a dry farm ?out east@ and an irrigated farm in town. I 

was one of the first to bring purebred Hereford cattle into the county and I have been 

interested in them since 1912. I have taken many blue ribbons with my cattle. 

 

Civic Matters 

 

I was a member of the first Monticello Town Board, and a charter member of several 

civic groups. I have always been associated with the Blue Mountain Irrigation Company 

and acted as water commissioner for thirty-seven years. I served as county treasurer for 

four years and assessor for twelve years. Most of the time I rode from one end of the 

county to the other on horseback. At various times and in some parts of the county a car 

could be used. Cornelia took care of all the office work. I am now a director and have 

been president of the San Juan Basin Purebred Hereford Association. I have acted on 

both state and county agricultural boards and served as a director of the Monticello State 

Bank and as a member of the San Juan County Board of Education. 

 

(The following is by Cornelia A. Perkins.) 

 

Still very active at the age of eighty years and eleven months, Daniel met a tragic death 

April 4, 1962 near Monticello. He had mounted his favorite horse for his usual daily ride. 

He chatted with friends at the post office as he was leaving town. It was the last time he 

was seen alive. A truck ran into him as he was about to cross the Vega Bridge, killing 

him and his mount instantly. His large funeral was a tribute to the contribution that he 

had made as a pioneer builder. 

 

Up until his death, life was a great adventure to him and he still lived with a youthful 

zest. How he loved to ride a good horse. Just a few days before his death, he went on a 

long hard deer count drive, horseback, with a group of men all much younger than he. 

Some of them came into town completely fagged out, but not Daniel. 

 

When death came he was looking forward to a trip to the World's Fair and a Hawaiian 

Cruise. He operated his farms and cared for his purebred Hereford cattle. He was a U.S. 

meat inspector, a Blue Mountain Irrigation Director and Blue Mountain Water 

Commissioner. 

 

He was happy in his Church activities. He read only choice books, conversed with the 

best minds and was friendly to everyone. Always a student, nothing pleased him better 

than to sit in his easy chair surrounded with books, where he read and pondered. Whether 

speaking from the pulpit, in a classroom or in a private conversation, choice sayings and 

bits of wisdom and humor fell from his lips as naturally as breathing. 
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His children and grandchildren loved him and clamored for his attention. Now he is gone, 

their love for their grandfather and father and knowledge of his fine ideals, is an 

important factor in shaping their own. 

 

Two of his chief characteristics were tolerance for the views of others, even in direct 

contrast to his own, and an abiding faith and loyalty to his Church. For these reasons he 

was loved and respected and known as a friend wherever he went. He was a wise, kind, 

tolerant man. 

 

Children: Floyd (died as a baby), Ula and Loyd, Norma and DeMar, 13 grandchildren, 5 

great-grandchildren. 

 

[Just before he was killed in a tragic accident, his daughter Norma and wife had collected 

some of his stories and an account of his life. In 1963 Cornelia arranged them and had 

them printed as a booklet, entitled Life Sketch of Daniel B. Perkins, of which most of the 

above is a condensed version.] 
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DOCUMENT 170 
 

LIFE HISTORY OF JOHN PERKINS 

 

The small boy John was excited at the prospects of returning to Bluff. He had heard much 

about the town and the old fort in which he had been born five or six years earlier. Many 

times he had heard his parents talk about their earlier trek through the Hole-in-the-Rock. 

Indeed his father, Benjamin Perkins, had been the chief engineer of the steep canyon trail, 

not by appointment perhaps, but because he was well acquainted with the use of powder 

or dynamite, having used them in the coal mines of his native country, Wales. Sometimes 

John wished he could have been there too. It would have been exciting to have directed 

Brother Kumen Jones' team as they pulled his father's wagon down through the steep 

trail. 

 

Actually it was somewhat of a miracle that John was alive at all. He was so small when 

he was born on December 11, 1882, that many felt he would never make it. His parents 

cared for him as tenderly as possible, hardly daring to handle him. For the first few weeks 

of his life, John was carried on a pillow. However, our Heavenly Father was merciful, 

and in answer to the prayers of Ben and Mary Ann for their little one, he began to grow 

and in time was strong and healthy, though he was always small compared to others his 

age. 

 

When John was a year or two old, his family returned to their previous home in Wayne 

County. Eventually they were able to sell their home on Carcass Creek by Teasdale. Once 

again they bid farewell to their friends and loved ones in that part of the state, and with 

their belongings loaded onto two wagons, each pulled by a four-horse team, they set out 

for the isolated San Juan Mission. 

 

John, though small and tender in age, was right at home on his pony. He had already 

taken a liking to horses and cows, and his father seemed perfectly at ease to let him help 

drive the livestock as they travelled along with the wagons. 

 

As they made camp the first evening, Mary Ann was busy preparing supper and the small 

children were standing close by the campfire watching her. Benjamin and Lingo 

Christensen, who was travelling with them, were putting hobbles and bells on the horses 

to make them easier to find the next morning. As they fastened the bell on Mr. 

Christensen's pony whose name happened to be Kittle Belly, the horse became frightened 

and ran, jumping over the campfire. Their supper was filled with ashes and dirt, but they 

were so grateful that the frightened horse had missed the children that they didn't mind 

too much having to prepare another supper. 
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After several days of travelling, they reached the Colorado River just before dusk one 

evening. Though tired and weary, the men decided it would be better to cross the river 

that evening rather than risk higher water in the morning. They crossed without mishap 

but during the night one little black mare kept jumping in the river trying to get the other 

horses to follow her. All ready she found this strange new country unbearable. When 

morning finally came she fell dead from exhaustion, cramps or perhaps from a broken 

heart at having to leave her home. 

 

Late one day, John's older sister Kate was driving one of the wagons. It hit a rock and 

tipped over, spilling the contents of the wagon as well as Kate. This place later became 

part of the trail the cowboys used between summer and winter range, and one of the 

cowboys, Jacob Adams, named it ?Katie's Dugway.@ 

 

The next evening the travellers were overtaken by the the infamous Indian outlaws, Posey 

and Polk. They were on their way to Bluff so Ben asked them to tell his brother Hyrum 

who lived there to meet him at Navajo Springs with some feed for his livestock. He was 

not sure they would deliver his message but Hyrum met them the next evening at the 

designated place. Later, in true pioneer fashion, they gathered around the campfire and 

sang that night, and the air resounded with songs of thanksgiving and happiness, sung as 

only the more talented Welsh people can sing. John loved to listen to that kind of music 

but alas! It soon lulled him to sleep and before long he was dreaming the best kind of 

dreams reserved especially for the little cowbows. 

 

It was great renewing old acquaintences and meeting new friends as the Perkins family 

settled down to make their home once more in the little town of Bluff. 

 

Early the following Spring, Ben was loading his wagon with a load of sheep and cow 

hides to take to Durango for the Bluff Mercantile. In Durango he was to load up for the 

trip home with goods for the store. He decided it might be all right to take his little boy 

John with him. Mary Ann was not too happy about the idea, but there was no stopping 

the joyful little boy and early the next morning, father and son were off on the big 

adventure. 

 

It was late evening when they reached Montezuma Creek. The water was high, but Ben 

reasoned it would be even higher by morning, so he determined to cross the stream then. 

Halfway out however, the wagon became bogged in some quicksand. There was nothing 

to do but get the pelts and horses back to shore. Loading as many pelts as he could carry 

on one horse, Ben took them and John back to dry land. There he built a fire and after 

supper, he put the little boy to bed and went back to finish his task. He was taking the last 

horse when it struck its leg on a hidden tree limb in the water. Ben helped it to shore 

where he examined the limp leg by fire light and confirmed his suspicions, that the little 

horse's leg was broken. The next morning Ben and John returned to Bluff. They got 

Hyrum Perkins and Kumen Jones, who was the owner of the horse, to go back to 

Montezuma Creek with them. As Kumen walked up to his pony, the horse whinnied and 

looked at Kumen as though he understood what had to be done. The others could not help 
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but seeing the tears roll down his cheeks as Kumen returned from shooting the poor little 

horse. The men helped Ben carry his wagon to shore, piece by piece, and then put it 

together again and reload the hides. Then they watched to make sure that Ben and John 

had safely crossed the swollen stream before they returned to their homes in Bluff. 

 

This was to be quite a trip for the Perkins duo; one the little boy John would never forget. 

In a day or so after they left Montezuma Creek, their wagon became stuck in the mud. 

Ben tried every way he could to get it out, but finally decided he would have to get help. 

He sent John to where he knew there was an old cowboy cabin to see if the cowboys 

would come and help him. John was soon met by a dog that looked and sounded fierce 

enough to eat him up. When the cowboys opened their door, they saw a frightened little 

boy with tears in his eyes, asking them to please help his father get their wagon out of the 

mud and to please call of that big dog ?before he eats me up.@ 

 

Years later when John was in cattle business and running cows in the Colorado 

Mountains, he met two of these men and they both remembered the frightened little boy 

who had knocked on their cabin door many years before. 

 

A few miles before they reached Cortez, Colorado, Ben and John ran into some Indians 

complete with feathers and war paint. They were looking for whoever killed one of their 

tribe the day before. After assuring them that they had not seen anyone along the way, 

they were allowed to go on, much to the relief of both father and son. 

 

John stayed in Mancos with his uncle John's family while Ben and his brother John, went 

on to Durango to complete the trading. 

 

A few days later as they returned to Bluff, they were accompanied by three sisters, Aggie, 

Annie, and Lizzie Allan who had been working in Mancos, but wanted to return to their 

home in Bluff. John remembers that most of the way back was spent in singing and 

harmonizing, and that it sounded so good that even the angels must have tuned in 

occasionally. 

 

Later that Spring the Perkins family moved to Dodge where they went into the dairy 

business. It was here that John first saw the girl who was to be his sweetheart and wife. 

 

The Parley Butts family from nearby Verdure surprised Ben and Mary Ann one day as 

they came driving up in their wagon prepared to spend the day and get better acquainted. 

A short while before they were ready to return home, a thunder shower came over, 

dumping its contents and leaving the air considerably cooler. Realizing that the Butts 

family had not counted on this as they left their home that sunshiny morning, Sister 

Perkins hustled about finding wraps for their children so they would not feel the cold as 

they traveled home. She was able to find a coat or wrap for everyone but little three-year-

old Stella. The only thing she could think of that Stella could wear was John's little red 

suit that he was so proud of. Hoping that he would not notice, she quickly helped the little 

girl into her son's cherished clothes. Her hopes were in vain, however, as John came 
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running and shouting at the top of his lungs for that little girl to get those clothes off and 

now! His mother grabbed him just before he reached Stella with every intention of 

helping her out of his clothes. He was still pretty unhappy as the Butts family drove out 

of their yard, even after his mother explained to him that the little girl would freeze 

without them and that she would return them the next chance she got. He didn't know 

then, but he and Stella were to be sharing things together for over sixty-six years, 

including a fond memory of John's little red suit. 

 

Dodge was short of midway between summer and winter range and so cowboys would 

frequently stop by on their way to one range or another. As they watched the young boy 

John practice roping the calves that were penned in the corral they began to encourage 

him and give words of advice. They enjoyed watching him progress under their expert 

tutelage, and it soon became evident that he was a natural with cows and horses and 

pretty darn accurate with a lasso. 

 

When it was time for the biggest event of the year, the 24th of July rodeo to come by, 

John was encouraged to enter in most of the events. When it was over he had captured a 

big share of the prize money. 

 

An old prospector who had been watching, came up to him and after looking him over 

from head to foot, told the young John, ?Well, I'll be damned if you aren't just liked 

Soapy Smith over and over.@ 

 

At that time Soapy Smith was the world famous cowboy and from that time on John was 

called Soapy by most of his friends and acquaintences. He was recognized as an 

outstanding cowboy by all who watched him perform in the rodeos or on the range. 

 

By now John's family had been living in Monticello for sometime and John had become 

better acquainted with the Parley Butts' family of Verdure as they herded their cows 

together in the same pasture. John or ?Soapy@ as he was now known had long since 

forgiven the brown-eyed Stella for making off with his clothes, and secretly he admired 

the way she sat astride her pony as he carried her wherever she chose. She rode easy and 

gracefully, so free on the breeze it seemed. She was also a good dancer John discovered 

as he swept her around the makeshift ballroom in Monticello. 

 

Realizing that it would be a terrible waste to let such a talented person get away, John 

asked for her hand in marriage. And so it was that after a journey of four days by wagon 

to Thompson, Utah, the young couple boarded a train for Salt Lake, accompanied by 

John's older brother Dan and his fiancée, Margaret Jones. [It is unlikely that the trip took 

four days unless they stopped along the way, because it is only ninety miles from 

Monticello to Thompson - Lyman De Platt.] Both couples were married in the Salt Lake 

Temple on August 24, 1904. After looking the city over and purchasing a few pieces of 

furniture, they boarded the train and returned the same way they had gone. 
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John and Stella moved into the log cabin John's parents had vacated when their more 

comfortable rock home had been built. In a year or so, John built a small home for them 

on main street in Monticello, and it was here that their first child, Leah, was born on 

January 27, 1906. 

 

During this time John was engaged in farming, cattle raising and freighting. He hauled 

the first rigs in that were used to drill for oil in San Juan County. They went to Bluff and 

he and Jude Bailey did the first assessment work on the oil field. He also hauled in the 

equipment used in the Gold Queen and Camp Jackson gold mines located on the Blue 

and Abajo Mountains. The equipment that went into the first flour mill in Monticello was 

hauled in by John and his freight team. 

 

John had had to prepare his meals so many times over a campfire that he was soon known 

as an expert cook. His sour dough biscuits were ?out of this world,@ and if you were 

lucky you were allowed to ?sop@ your biscuit in the grease and meat dripplings that were 

left over from frying beef steak. 

 

Some of the first geologists to come into San Juan hired Soapy to go along with them to 

do their cooking and help tend their horses. 

 

Stella also was an excellent cook and together she and John cooked for the mill workers 

at U.S. Vanadium Mill in Dry Valley for one year. They remained there for twelve years 

where John was watchman after the mill was closed down. 

 

During this time he helped his second daughter Nedra, acquire land and prove up on a 

homestead a few miles to the southwest of the old mill. He built a comfortable one-room 

log house complete with fireplace. 

 

This cabin was a favority family gathering place for Easter, Thanksgiving, birthdays, etc., 

for the entire family until Nedra sold it to an oil company in the early 1960's. Now there 

is a recycling gas plant there and the little cabin was dozed into a ravine. It will always 

exist in the memory of John's children, grandchildren and even some of his great-

grandchildren, as they enjoyed playing in the sand and eating the ?luscious rabbit and 

sour dough biscuits@ that were always a favorite part of the menu. 

 

John owned one of the first forest permits on the Blue Mountain and ran cattle there for 

years before the Forest Service took it over. 

 

In the late 1940's he bought the Jack Major property on Beaver Mountain in Colorado. 

He ran cattle there in the summer, moving them back to Dry Valley in the winters. He ran 

this for five years and then sold out to his son-in-law Leonard Bartell. He was still not 

ready to retire, so he bought some registered Herefords, and also did a little farming. He 

sold this business later to a son-in-law James M. Scorup, who is the husband of John's 

youngest daughter Dixie. 
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During the days when everyone heated their homes with wood, and cooked on wood 

stoves, John always made certain that he had plenty of good wood gathered for his 

family. Every fall you would see a hugh pile of wood in John's back yard, almost as tall 

as the house itself. He always saw to it that there was an ample supply of it chopped: 

cedar to cook with, and pitch for the heating stove. 

 

It was a source of amusement for him to see his neighbor across the way walking home 

with an armful of wood from his woodpile and perhaps an axe or shovel or anything that 

had been left around. The neighbor was just ?borrowing@ but somehow he never got 

around to returning anything. John would always have to go and get his ?borrowed@ 

tools back, but the wood was never mentioned. 

 

One time as he was moving some horses from winter to summer range, John found 

himself looking down the barrel of a sawed off shotgun, and a U.S. deputy marshall 

demanding him to ?put em up.@ The marshall had been warned that ?Kid Jackson,@ a 

criminal outlaw was on the loose and probably headed that way with a band of horses. 

Kid Jackson was small and daring and Joe Bush, the marshall had been warned not to 

take any chances. It just happened that Charles E. Walton was riding with John and as he 

knew Mr. Bush, he explained that John was not Kid Jackson, but just a darn good 

cowboy friend of his, and so it was with great relief that John saw the gun being removed 

from under his nose. Later he heard that Bush had not hesitated to shoot a man who 

would not come out of his cabin with his hands up, as he had ordered him to do. He had 

no fear of any man. 

 

John's life story would not be complete without mentioning his educated mule, Chub. For 

several years, John put up with Chub and his lawlessness, partly because it was quite a 

challenge just to have him around. Chub could pick locks. When living in Hart Draw, 

John got a terrible toothache and went to Monticello for medical attention. It was three 

days before he was able to go back and when he got there he found that Chub had 

somehow turned the knob on the little building where he had left his freshly harvested 

corn, and there lay his $250.00 milk cow stone dead. Chub was eating corn right by her 

side, and when he heard John drive up he looked up as if to say, ?See, I took care of your 

animals and fed them well while you were away.@ A year or so later he turned the knob 

on a building in Dry Valley and pulled out a sack of oats. As the cowboys returned and 

saw him eating their oats, they decided to shoot him. However, one of the gang who 

knew Chub and his cleaver doings said, ?Not unless you shoot me first.@ 

 

Chub was a stout animal and could carry 500 pounds in a pack. He was smart enough 

when hitched to a wagon to let the other horse pull most of the load and John was 

continually threatening him with a crack of the whip if he didn't straighten up. 

 

Everyone around knew that they'd better have their graineries securely locked if Chub 

was around or their horses and cows would be treated to a generous meal from which 

they might never recover, while their smarter host knew when he had had enough, and 
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would simply quit eating. Chub lived to a ripe old age, and though somewhat of a 

nuisance, he was respected by all who were acquainted with his mischievious ways. 

 

John was fifty years old when he learned to drive an automobile. He practiced driving on 

the flats of Dry Valley, and he figured that the car should be as capable as a horse, so 

sagebrush and small trees were no obstacle unless he became high centered on one of 

them. His granddaughter recalls ?several times I thought we would never make it as we 

crossed the steep wash that was always changing its course because of the frequent 

floods. I remember once when he was in reverse instead of low, and we nearly went off 

the wash backwards. It was always a source of comfort to have Grandma close by for 

while she never drove, she knew all the fundamentals, and would usually be able to tell 

Grandpa what he was doing wrong.@ 

 

John and Stella had four daughters, Leah, Nedra, Loya, and Dixie. Their home was 

always a fun place to be, and many friends and relatives would stop by to visit and share 

the good food that John and Stella would prepare. John would always cook the meat, 

browning and frying it just so, and if his sour dough jug was around you always filled up 

on steak and sour dough biscuits until you were sure you could not hold anything else - 

but alas! Who could turn down a piece of pie, made as only Stella could make them. 

 

Everyone laughed, talked, and enjoyed the hospitality that was so prevalent there, and 

sometimes it would all end after a few songs around the piano with everyone contributing 

their part of the harmony. 

 

Leah died in 1957, and in the early part of the 1960's, Stella's health began to fail. She 

went to Blanding in September, 1968 to live in the nursing home. John spent many hours 

visiting with her and the other patients. She would always say, ?See, this is my husband. 

He is the best man in the world.@ 

 

After Stella died on March 3, 1971, John seemed to lose a lot of his enthusiasm and 

though at the age of eighty-eight he was still getting around better than most men much 

younger, he became very lonely and rather sad. He could still joke and visit with friends, 

but his eyesight and hearing were not good and on the evening of August 21, 1971, he 

was hit by a car, just a small distance from his home. He was bruised and his right leg 

was broken in two places. At the present time he is recuperating in the nursing home in 

Blanding. His friends and loved ones hope it will not be long until he will be able to be 

up and around again. 

 

DOCUMENT 171A 

JULIUS BAILEY 

 

[This history has many grammatical problems, but they are so prevalent that I have left 

most of them as they were - Lyman D. Platt] 
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My father, Nephi Bailey, was born in Whittle, Derbyshire, England, November 9, 1846, 

and came to America as a young man. Mother was born in Denmark, October 3, 1855, 

and came to America as an infant. There were among the first settlers of San Juan 

County, Utah. 

 

I was born at Bluff, Utah, December 13, 1881, and we moved to what is not Monticello, 

San Juan County, Utah, when I was seven years old. I remember helping my brothers 

drive the milk cows but our white burro couldn't carry us all so some of us walked. 

 

Our first home in Monticello was a one-room log cabin with a dirt roof which leaked 

when it rained and for several hours after a storm. 

 

Many herds of deer roamed the country in [the] early days. A man who owned a store 

there began buying the hides from the Indians. The hides of little fawns for a stick of 

candy, and as a consequence, thousands were slaughtered. I remember too the Indians 

bringing in venison (deer meat) and selling a hind quarter of a quart of flour and deer 

became quite scarce until the government protected them later. 

 

What is now wheat and grain fields also bean fields was grass land, no sage brush and 

could be mowed with a mowing machine and used for hay in winter. 

 

Monticello's first schoolhouse was a log building built by Latter-day Saint people and 

was used for school, church and amusement hall, with the customary bell tower and gave 

warning when it was school or church time. Eight grades were given here. Some boys, for 

fun, hung a bottle on the tower and one day a bunch of drunken cowboys came in while 

school was in session and decided to see if they could hit the bottle with their 45 

revolvers. A young teacher from Salt Lake City and all the students were very much 

frightened and were very happy when one of them broke the bottle and rode out of town 

without hurting anyone. 

 

My early years were carefree and happy, school in the winter, dancing, riding horses, 

learning how to rope and ride calves just for fun, working on father's homestead and 

watching the milk cows from straying off with some of the wild cattle. 

 

San Juan County at this time was the home for great herds of cattle and cowmen from far 

and near. Being so far from the railroad many outlaws found a good hiding place there as 

well as good honest citizens. 

 

My father, a shoemaker by trade, made boots for these cowboys so I knew them all. They 

had the best horses they could get by buying or stealing them and as I learned to ride 

early, they would hire me for their jockey on the fourth of July or other celebrations. 

There was quite a rivalry between the cowboys and townboys in horse races but usually 

cowboy horses won because they had better horses and how I loved the winning and 

beautiful horses. 
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When we reached a certain age, my mother and we celebrated our birthday. She gave 

each of her boys a heifer calf and it was a real celebration for us. 

 

The Latter-day Saints was the only religion in Monticello in [the] early days. The 

President of the Church called the members to settle there so the few families there all 

took their part in the organizations and believed implicity in doing our share. I was active 

in Primary, Sunday School, and Mutual as long as I was home. As there were ten boys in 

our family and as soon as the eighth grade was finished we went on our own to help the 

family. 

 

I finished the eighth grade about 1899. Our teacher was the most beautiful penman I have 

ever known. Then I too went to work. 

 

For some reason, the fellow who owned the store across the street from my childhood 

home, was not liked by the cowboys and they often came into town shooting through the 

door of the store and even rode their horses inside, when they shot things off the shelves. 

As they came out they would tie the end of a bolt of calico to their saddle horn and 

unwind it as they galloped up the street and out of town. 

 

When a bad drought came and finally the law came in, most of the big cattle herds were 

taken out and sheep brought in to take their place, mostly owned by outlaws but many 

respectable people who stayed on and helped develop the country with the L.D.S. 

Church. 

 

About 1900 my brother (J.M.) and I decided we would move sheep camp and punch 

cattle (as they call taking care of cows in cowboy language) which we did for the sum of 

$35.00 per month which was top wages. One of us would work while the other looked 

after our small bunch of cattle beginning with the two heifer calves mother gave us. 

There were many wild cattle in this large rough country, some lived and died without 

ever being branded and as a consequence many got into the cattle business who otherwise 

would not have done so. Mavericks (those without any brands) could be appropriated by 

most anyone able to catch and brand them, the best thing needed: a fast horse and a sure 

hand with a rope. To this day I never branded a neighbor's animal tho I have been in the 

cattle business all my life sometime out also, either by choice or not by choice but by 

necessity. For instance, November 11, 1918, when the Armistice was signed I was in 

Kansas City with carloads of cows and got back home with absolutely nothing. You 

could hardly give them away. 

 

About this time I had a call to go to Provo and take a missionary course at what then was 

Brigham Young Academy. I left everything with my brother Rone and went to Provo. I 

finished the course but was never called on a mission. I don't know why to this day. That 

was the last of my schooling. 

 

I still kept on adding to my bunch of cattle until my brother decided to get married and 

we dissolved [the] partnership but we had accumulated about 150 head by now. 
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One summer I was moving sheep camp from Harry Green when a couple of young kids 

came by camp on their way to Arizona, with a bunch of fine saddle horses. It was on the 

Blue Mountain west of Monticello. I got word to the sheriff and led him and some others 

to [the] camp. One of the fellows was out hunting deer, they had felt safe enough there 

and were resting the horses for a few days, the other was sitting on his bedroll and as 

soon as he saw us he knew what had happened. He began shooting but they captured him. 

The other boy never came back but in trying to find his way around the mountain got lost 

and was picked up many miles from there later by some cowboys. He was almost starved 

but stood trial for stealing. 

 

During the 1890's I recall working for the K-1 cattle company on their winter range in 

Montezuma Canyon. In the winter time the only human beings I saw for weeks would be 

an Indian or two. They were friendly Indians tho we had trouble with ?Posey@ and some 

of them later. 

 

In April 1908 I married my childhood sweetheart, Ruth Perkins, after many breakups. 

She was away at school and other places a great part of the time after we graduated from 

the eighth grade together tho I think both of us knew we would marry all the time. 

 

As I think back over my life I realize how much early environment and habits mold your 

future. 

 

I always had a desire to move around fast and as the horse was the fastest mode of travel 

then I always was interested in good fast horses and still am. I think one good horse I 

called Bullet was quite an item in winning my wife over to my side. If I didn't know 

better I would think she had Gypsy blood in her veins. We have always been lovers of 

outdoor life. Especially horseback trips, whether a day or month made no difference to 

us. Our home life was a happy one just so we were all together. Because of my cowboy 

life I was still required to spend a good part of time on the range alone and my wife says I 

was never socialized. I am still not much for society tho I have some of the best friends a 

man could have and like to be with them. 

 

But our Spring Creek home in San Juan County, Utah, was what we all loved and pretty 

much filled our lives. 

 

As our three children grew older, Marvel, Max E. and Loile J. all helped. We worked 

hard, loved each other and did well. The boys began going with me on the range when 

they were about seven years old. We would leave at sunup and maybe back at sundown 

during the time they were out of school. 

 

I think the experience as a cowgirl in Marvel's life, came in the winter of 1919. We 

missed the flu epidemic in 1918, but as schools were closed this year again I decided to 

take the family and go on the winter range in Dry Valley. The deepest snow on record fell 

that winter and feed was short. I had gathered a number of cattle and put them on a mesa 

about six miles from our camp preparatory to bringing them in and feeding them hay and 
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grain. Marvel went with me to bring them in. We had them about gathered when I began 

to fell sick. I knew I had the flu. It was cold so we turned them loose and with her leading 

the way, we managed to get to camp before dark where for the next few weeks I had 

about the only serious illness of my life. Our cabin was comfortable and we were 

together. 

 

We still have cattle in a small way. To my way of thinking, agriculture and livestock is 

the biggest gamble on earth. Max and I are still at Spring Creek. Loile is Assistant 

Manager of Utah Farm Production Credit Association and we all love it including Buck 

(Jerome Clyde Smith) Marvel's son and Ruth his grandmother. Max has always stayed at 

the ranch and think he will never leave until we sell it. Itôs really too small for all of us to 

make a living but we all have an interest in it. Without Max we could not have held it 

either. Marvel lives in Arizona. 

 

I have ?swapped lies and brushed shoulders@ as they say with outlaws in early days as 

they passed thru to the Northern cattle country nearly always with a bunch of saddle 

horses, the ownership of which was a big question mark. 

 

For the past two years my wife and I have traveled in the South, mostly to Mexico and in 

1939 went to [the] San Francisco Fair and then the Northwest; sometime by ourselves 

and again with friends. With the exception of about five years in Arizona and California 

we have spent our lives in San Juan County, Utah. 

 

On July 8, 1955, Julius Bailey died in Holbrook, Arizona, from a heart attack. Buried in 

Snowflake, Arizona on July 10, 1955, when he was still writing this history. Ruth Bailey. 

 

DOCUMENT 171B 

 

RUTH PERKINS BAILEY 

Written in 1956 

 

I was born in Cedar City, Iron County, Utah, February 3, 1885. My father, Benjamin 

Perkins, was born in Wales, January 14, 1844, and came to America at twenty-one years 

of age. My mother, Mary Ann Williams, was also born in Wales on August 27, 1851, and 

came to Utah on the first train that came into Ogden, Utah, to meet my father who had 

sent to Wales for her. She was eighteen years old and they were married in the 

Endowment House in Salt Lake City, October 4, 1869 by Apostle Heber C. Kimball. 

 

They were among the pioneers called by the Latter-day Saint Church authorities in 1879 

to settle the San Juan Mission in southeastern Utah and so with others then living in 

Cedar City, answered the call for the trip. The trip took six months over an unchartered 

desert that is described by some writers as being the hardest pilgrimage ever made in 

America, not excepting the trip to Salt Lake City. [Of course, most people are unaware of 

the Spanish pilgrimage that settled San Francisco in 1776; and of the hardships in 

crossing the southern deserts of Arizona and California - Lyman De Platt.] 



 228 

Father had charge of the powder that blasted thru rock to let the eighty-seven wagons 

down to the Colorado River, since then known at ?The Hole-in-the-Rock@ so they could 

make their way thru the wild untamed Indian Country into what is now Bluff City, San 

Juan County, Utah. 

 

After my two brothers were born, my parents were released from the mission and went 

back to Cedar City, but after I was born they moved to Grover, Wayne County. They had 

a dairy and sold milk, butter, and cheese. Three years later they decided definitely San 

Juan was to be their home, so consequently we made the trip back in 1890. [Actually, the 

decision was to moved to the Mormon Colonies in Northern Mexico, but by the time they 

reached Bluff, Mary Ann decided she wasn't going any further, so Ben stayed in Bluff - 

Lyman De Platt]. 

 

Almost the first recollection I have is the night we camped on the banks of the Colorado 

River on our return, where father and my older sisters with a trapper friend were having a 

boat ride. There was a bright moon and I remember hearing their singing as it floated 

back over the still night air. We stayed at Bluff only a short time and then were called to 

settle Monticello, San Juan County, and there we stayed until father and mother passed 

away. 

 

Our first home was a cellar, waiting until father could complete a log house. From there 

on I begin remembering happenings in my life. 

 

It was a happy time as childhood days usually are tho we had many scares from Indians 

and outlaws. There were large cattle ranches on both the north and south of us. The 

Harold Carlisle Ranch, north of Monticello, had about eighty cowboys, mostly renegades 

from everywhere, seeking shelter from [the] law. Their brand, hip, side and shoulder, was 

a straight bar on each place on about 30,000 head of cattle. 

 

The L.C. Ranch owned by Widow Lacy on the south side had about 17,000 head and 

others in proportion. It was then a cowman's paradise far enough removed from big 

centers for safety for those who didn't want to meet up with the law. 

 

There were many people killed, usually in drunken or accidental killings when citizens 

were shot too. In spite of this our home took things in its stride. Both my parents had 

particularly fine Welsh voices and their family inherited some of it. My sister Alvira and 

I (the youngest two) spent many hours playing the guitar and mandolin and singing with 

our parents and on special occasions the whole family sang together both in Welsh and 

English at home and in public. 

 

My first year of schooling was in a two-room log schooling house where two teachers 

took care of the first eight grades. It was also our church and amusement hall in 

Monticello. A bell was our time piece for all gatherings. 
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Some of the boys had put a bottle up in the belfry and some drunken fellows from one of 

the cow ranches came in one day while school was in session and tried to see who could 

break it with their revolvers. It was an ordeal not relished by teachers or students, but 

luckily they broke the bottle without anyone being hurt. 

 

My mother raised a few turkies and one evening as the cowmen were leaving town one of 

the cowboys spied a turkey gobbler in the street. Immediately he took a shot at and killed 

it. He was getting of his horse to get it when my brother John, about ten years old, saw 

what had happened. He ran and started dragging the bird into the house. It was such a 

surprise to the man, that a kid would do such a thing that he was so pleased over it, he 

even went in and paid mother for the turkey and then went off leaving it for the family. It 

could have been different. 

 

The first brick schoolhouse built in about 1895, had sliding doors that could be opened 

making one big room, and the young folks felt that they had everything necessary for 

successful recreation and pleasure. Our dancing music was violin and organ or harmonics 

played by some local boy, my husband, Julius Bailey, being one of the best. The girls, for 

ordinary wear, wore calico Mother Hubbard aprons, the boys Levis overalls. We gave our 

own plays, etc. 

 

Julius Bailey, always my sweetheart, and I, completed the eighth grade in this school, the 

same year, he helped me with mathematics and I helped him with English. 

 

Working in Colorado each summer and with what little help my parents could give, I had 

enough money to take me to business college first in Cedar City and finishing at Weber 

State Academy in Ogden, Utah, where the [future] president of the L.D.S. Church, David 

O. McKay, was president of the school. At Cedar City while at the Branch Normal 

School, I lived with my sister, Kate P. Ryan. 

 

One year I rode a [on] horse back from Monticello to Thompson Springs, the nearest train 

we had, with a group of people going to Salt Lake. There was not enough room in the 

wagon for me. I was just past fourteen years old but as we were practically raised on 

horses, the ninety miles was not much of a novelty. 

 

Along with my schooling I studied violin and vocal music both chorus and solo work. In 

the orchestra, I played violin, French horn, bass and snare drums. 

 

At home my sister, Alvira, played the guitar and I played the guitar and mandolin with 

social groups and at home singing with the family to mother's and dad's delight. 

 

After finishing my business course, I went back to Monticello and then to Colorado again 

to keep books at a large fruit ranch right at the foot of the Ute Mountains. 

 

About the year 1900 my father built a rock house with five rooms, a basement and 

upstairs. It was one of the finest homes in the country and because my mother's skills 
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with flowers [it] look[ed] almost like we lived in the tropical zone. No matter what she 

planted it grew and we were all so proud of our new home. We lived there until mother 

died in 1912. Then dad and Aunt Sarah, his second wife, lived there until my oldest 

sister, Mary Jane Wilson and family bought it. Father married Sarah Williams October 

28, 1881. 

 

During the earlier years at Monticello, sundown meant all children must be in. Blinds 

were all drawn in case a bullet would be put thru a window by a drunken cowboy trying 

to shoot out the light. 

 

For a few years at this time I stayed at home with my folks renewing old acquaintances, 

dancing, singing, horseback riding to our Blue Mountain and falling deeper in love with 

my boyfriend. It was at this time he was called to Provo to take the missionary course 

about 1903 which he did but was never called on a mission. He was ordained an Elder in 

1903. 

 

On April 18, 1908, Julius Bailey and I were married in the parlour of my parents home in 

Monticello, Utah. His father Nephi Bailey, a justice of the peace, married us. This was a 

civil marriage. Only immediate members of the two families were present. We were 

sealed in 1948 in the Salt Lake Temple. 

 

Being very thrifty and saving, my husband had acquired a farm about five miles northeast 

of Monticello and had a nice two-room house completely furnished into which we 

moved. We called it the Vega Ranch, thru which ran a clear stream of pure mountain 

water. We immediately went [t]here after the ceremony. 

 

Foolishly thinking our crowd of friends wouldn't follow us, but just in case, we locked 

doors and windows and in due time we were treated to a boisterous chiveree and all the 

other misery a crowd can think of. They took out the windows because we wouldn't open 

the doors and refused to leave until we promised to give a free dance for all. But we did 

have fun. 

 

Our farm located near the foot of the Blue Mountains also had a good view of the LaSal 

Mountains and never failed to inspire us with a desire to do our best. 

 

Our farm and cattle made us a good living and on May 8, 1909, in Provo, Utah, our first 

baby girl was born. We called her Marvel Etoile, for which she never entirely forgave me 

and her dad. I still think it is a pretty name and fits her perfectly. 

 

In November 1911, we started for Provo because we had no doctor and our second baby 

was coming but our plans were mis-calculated and the baby, a boy, Max Elgin, was born 

on the train at Elgin, Utah. Luckily there happened to be a doctor and nurse on the train 

and so we were taken off on a stretcher at Green River, Utah, where we had the best of 

care from our nurse, Mrs. Smith. 

 



 231 

We still stayed on at the Vega Ranch building and improving it, enjoying visits from 

friends and relatives, who often came to see us. On the third of April, 1914, our other son, 

Loile Julius, was born at Moab, Utah. No family could have been happier or loved each 

other more. We spent part of each summer on the mountains in Colorado and Utah, 

fishing and taking care of the cattle. If we rode horses when the children were young, 

each of us carried one in our arms and Marvel riding a horse or maybe we would go in a 

buggy or a wagon before we got our first car. 

 

Just before we sold this ranch and I was alone with my babies one lovely October day, 

my sister, Alvira, called me on the phone to say she had just had a call from father who 

was at Cane Springs, Utah. Mother was there with him for a while. He asked that we 

come at once as mother was very ill. My brothers, Dan and John, and sister Vira, and 

myself left immediately in a buggy, in the blackest night I have ever seen, only to find 

mother in a coma from which she never recovered. Father said to us, ?Do as you like 

about getting a doctor; I am certain this is the end.@ The doctor confirmed his words. 

 

I see his dear face yet holding her hand, resigned to the inevitable. In two days she was 

gone and we, her family, who loved her so much laid her to rest, one of the most refined, 

modest, lovable mothers that ever lived. People came from far and near to her funeral 

held October 13, 1912. She died on October 11, 1912. Burial was in the cemetery at 

Monticello, Utah. She was respected and loved by old and young alike. 

 

My father, Benjamin Perkins, died in Los Angeles, California, March 30, 1926, while 

visiting my sister, Kathryn Ryan, and was brought back to Monticello and buried by my 

mother. 

 

Mother's family was blessed with the ability to write well and as a consequence we all 

had our turn as secretaries in different Church organizations beginning with the Primary 

and on up. Music, too, was natural for us and I was soloist in our ward choir for many 

years. Music director in ward and stake Mutual directing many choruses, cantatas, 

operettas, etc. I was ward director for twenty years. One operetta put on during World 

War II was especially worth mentioning. ?Call to America@ had 125 voices. It was a joy 

to work with that group and see them do so well on presentation. 

 

A mixed quartet, Fletcher and Clinton Bronson, myself and a good friend, Rhae Barton, 

with my husband's sister, Margaret B. Anderson, accompanist, were in demand all over 

the country. We went into Colorado and all the wards in San Juan Stake and people 

received our contribution to their programs gladly; some programs were church, some 

civil and many times funerals. 

 

As the children grew older we did singing together, mixed quartets, duets which was the 

biggest thrill I ever had in music, that of singing with my own children. Loile later joined 

the Salt Lake Tabernacle Choir and with his wife went with them in 1955 to Europe and 

sang at the dedication of the L.D.S. Temple in Switzerland and other places in Europe. 
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At one time in 1921, we had what the teachers of music called the Bailey trio. Max 

played the violin, Loile the saxophone and Marvel the piano. At their first public 

appearance they played ?America.@ Marvel, the oldest, being about twelve years old. 

They also were used in operettas and singing at different places during grade and high 

schools as well as in different organizations and in other parts besides singing in the 

church. 

 

They received numerous awards in Primary, Sunday School and later the Mutual, 

Deacon, etc. In all our activities my husband stood solidly behind us while he didn't take 

an active part in most social events, he was particularly well informed on most subjects. 

His opinions were sought and accepted by all who knew him. A deep thinking man, he 

was popular when good straight thinking was needed and wanted. So we felt if he 

approved, we were pretty much on the right track. He was one of the best county 

assessors San Juan County has ever known for two consecutive terms. He made his own 

way after fourteen years old and tho he did active work in the Church before that time in 

Primary and Sunday School and Deacons, he was away so much he never was able to do 

regular and consistent work in the ward organizations. He loved all kinds of sports. 

 

In 1915 we built a nice home in Monticello, Utah, so the children and we could be nearer 

school and church and take part in social and church activities again. 

 

When our home was finished and their father was away at work, the children and I spent 

many happy hours before the fireplace or in a bedroom reading stories and being glad we 

were alive. Our lives were made richer and fuller when he could be home with us. 

 

About this time, too, my husband assumed the work of foreman on the Spring Creek 

Ranch for a Kansas City man, R.G. Lafite and at the same time took care of our own 

cattle with Lafites. The cattle were pure blood and range Herefords [and] number[ed] 300 

head. About two years later he took over the management of the Lafite farm as well and 

we moved into a nice home on Spring Creek. Things went well and we all loved our new 

home. 

 

In 1918 we shipped several carloads of cattle to Kansas City, landing there November 10, 

1918. That was the day before the Armistice was signed and the bottom just simply 

dropped out of the market. The cattle just about paid the freight and we [were] about 

broke. 

 

We still had the farm tho and the boys were getting old enough to help. I took the 

children to Monticello to school in winter and if a drought hadn't struck things would 

have been fine. It was at this time my husband was elected assessor and treasurer of San 

Juan County for two terms. I was his deputy and deputy for several years after he decided 

he didn't want it anymore. 
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We still took the cattle to the mountains in the summer. In 1921 I accepted a position in 

Monticello State Bank as assistant cashier. A year or so later the First National Bank 

came in and I went in there as assistant cashier. 

 

When J.B. Decker, cashier, was elected county treasurer at this time, he also quit the bank 

and went to Colorado and again I was appointed deputy treasurer for him. 

 

During childhood days in our family, we had very little sickness but had a few accidents. 

Loile was poisoned on homemade rootbeer and we nearly lost her. Max was working on 

one of the old threshers where the grain was thrown from a stack which bundles were tied 

with a binder and then fed to the thresher. He caught his foot in the arm of the machine 

which pulled the bundles in to be threshed; was thrown over the machine and was caught 

in the knife as he threw himself out and was cut in the arm from shoulder to elbow right 

next to the big artery which would have been fatal if the artery had been cut. With a 

doctor watching him, we took him to the hospital and he got well with only a deep scar to 

tell of the accident. Farming was quite different then to what we have now in 1956. 

 

When my husband and his brother brought the first steam threshing machine into San 

Juan County, Utah, about 1912, we thought nothing of having twelve or fifteen men at 

haying and threshing time to feed three times a day for days depending, of course, on 

how good the harvest was. We made our own bread, butter, cheese, soap, etc. No store to 

run to so few things were forgotten when we did shop. 

 

Things on the farm went from bad to worse during the depression in the 1920's so we 

decided to liquidate all our holdings at Spring Creek and our home in Monticello and 

leave for awhile. 

 

In 1927 we left with the Fletcher Bronson family and went to Mesa, Arizona, but soon 

found cotton picking is an art and that we couldn't live on what we could make out of it. 

We saw and heard the dedication of the beautiful Arizona Temple, but decided to go on 

to California where my sister, Kate Ryan, lived. So taking the children out of school, we 

went to Lancaster, California, where they entered school in the Antelope Valley Union 

High School. 

 

Marvel finished high school in June, 1928, there. She also married had a boy and girl and 

later came back to us at Spring Creek to stay and finished college at the Agricultural 

College at Logan, Utah. 

 

Max and Loile were very active in athletics at Lancaster, expecially in basketball. As we 

had prospects of a good job in a Church project, my husband accepted the job as foreman 

on a farm in Chino Valley, Arizona. We all took part in the Church here; absence of a 

Church organization being one of the reasons for leaving California. There were few 

branches of our Church, the Latter-day Saints there, and we wanted to get back to where 

we would be able to take part again. 
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After the harvest was over in Chino Valley, we had the chance to get back to our Spring 

Creek farm in Utah and so as that is what we had hoped for we went back immediately. 

Conditions improved and again we commenced to gain financially and were happy. 

Marvel was in California and that summer she and Loile, who had stayed with her to 

finish the school year, came home for a visit. The following year 1930-1931, Max and 

Loile finished high school together in Monticello, Utah. 

 

Max decided to stay on the farm with his father and the next year Loile started school at 

the Agricultural College at Logan, Utah, tho he came home each summer to help. He 

finished and got his degree, Bachelor of Science, in the year 1936. He then went on a 

mission to the Eastern States in November from 1936 to 1938. 

 

After we went back to Spring Creek, Utah, December 1930, we again went into the cattle 

business building up each year and Max and his father building fences, planting, etc. as 

these things had been sadly neglected since we left there in 1927. Seasons were good and 

it was beginning to look like home again and Marvel's two children were with us while 

she was at Logan in school. She graduated June, 1940. 

 

Max married October 1, 1934, and he and his wife came to the ranch to live. We really 

had a wonderful life especially when Loile and Marvel came home from college in the 

summer to be with us until they graduated and left us for their own homes. 

 

Buck (Jerome Clyde) Marvel's boy, stayed with us each summer until he graduated from 

high school and helped and loved the ranch as we did. Peggy went with Marvel when she 

went to teach in Snowflake. 

 

What changes time has brought in lives of the children of today (1936) as well as adults 

when every minute of every day is filled with church, school or social events. Now there 

is no chance to know the delight of long days, empty but for what we put into them, when 

there were hours to spend roaming God's beautiful outdoors in trees, sunshine and 

outdoor life. No wonder those days were so happy in our and our children's lives and 

when home was a home, not just a place to eat and sleep and we did everything together 

work and play alike. 

 

Our last baby was born at Moab, Grand County, Utah, April 17, 1932, but only stayed 

with us twenty-four hours and was buried in Monticello, San Juan County, Utah, April 

17, 1932; her name, Helen Bailey. She was blessed by Wilmer Bronson. 

 

Marvel married in Yuma, Arizona in 1928 and Max in Monticello in 1934. Loila went to 

college at Logan for four years and then on a mission to [the] New England States and 

helped organize that mission as secretary for President Carl C. Eyring after both of them 

had worked in the Eastern States Mission to organize it. He came home in October, 1938. 

He went to work for the government at Provo after his service. He volunteered for the 

U.S. Navy and was stationed at San Diego, California for a year. He married a girl from 
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Pleasant Grove, Utah, Anna Fugal, in 1942, and was sent to the South Pacific in 1945. 

Max also went in the Navy in 1944 to the South Pacific. 

 

Marvel completed college at Logan, Utah, and went to Arizona to teach school. She was 

divorced from her first husband, Clyde Bruce, and while in Snowflake met and married 

Jesse N. Smith. She had two children, Peggy Louise and Jerome Clyde Bruce (Buck we 

called him, and he stayed with us each summer until Julius died in 1955). We loved him 

like our own. Peggy went with Marvel. Max had moved to town so with our family all 

gone we decided to travel some. We saw most all the west coast from California up into 

Canada and Oregon, Washington, Wyoming, Montana, Idaho, Nevada, Utah, New 

Mexico, Arizona down into Old Mexico, Mexico City being outstanding to us. 

 

In the year 1956, being left alone, I took an eastern trip with a Church group. We saw all 

the states where the Revolutionary and Civil wars were fought and most of all Joseph 

Smith's home, Carthage Jail where he was persecuted so, the Sacred Grove, [and] the Hill 

Cumorah Pageant. What hallowed places! You still feel his very presence there. George 

Washington's home on the Potomac, New York, the Statue of Liberty, Paul Revere's 

home, and where he made his famous ride to tell the people the British were coming. Into 

Canada to that side of the Niagara and then into the United States side of the falls. Back 

to the Great Lakes, to Winter Quarters where our own L.D.S. Saints suffered so much 

and into Salt Lake again. 

 

With my husband gone and quite a sick spell in 1956 there doesn't seem too much left for 

me here. My children are all good to me but seems there is little left for me to do for 

them. 

 

We both were proud of them. All of them have been through the temples, sealed for time 

and eternity. None use[s] whiskey, tobacco, tea or coffee and while we all have our faults 

we were happy for this. My husband used tobacco for years but quit when we went to be 

sealed in the Salt Lake Temple and I quit drinking tea, a habit loved by English and 

Welsh people. I'm thankful I have no more desire for it and hope I can still be of some 

use in the world to someone. Loneliness can be so terrible and a deterrent to 

accomplishing things. End of History. 

 

On February 23, 1970, my mother fell and broke her hip. She had lived in Mesa for seven 

years. She kept her own little apartment and seemed to be in remarkably good health for 

one of her age. Her body just didn't recover from this accident, however, and in just two 

months on April 26, 1970, she passed from this life. She looked so beautiful and peaceful 

we all feel she is where she has wanted to be for so long - with daddy. She was buried in 

Snowflake, Arizona. Marvel B. Smith. 

 

DOCUMENT 172 

 

Vira's Children [a two-page hand-written document compiled by Ruth Bailey - Lyman 

De Platt] 
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Oane, born June 17, 1914 at Salt Lake City, Utah. 

William Mayo Balfour, born November 26, ????, Rochester, Minnesota. 

Oane and Bill married January 1938, Minneapolis, Minnesota. 

James McQuarrie Balfour, born August 26, 1940, Rochester, New York. 

Barbara Louise Balfour, born August 8, 1942, Rochester, New York. 

Laurie Balfour, born March 28, 1949, Rochester, New York. 

Wendy Balfour, born November 15, 1951, Rochester, New York. 

 

Maris, born August 20, 1916, Berkeley, California 

Arthur Boyd Thomes, born February 21, 1914, Minneapolis, Minnesota. 

Maris and Boyd Thomes married June 1941, Minneapolis, Minnesota. 

Steven Gray Thomes, born August 25, 1943, Minneapolis, Minnesota. 

Eugenia Thomes, born February 9, 1947, Minneapolis, Minnesota. 

Charles McQuarrie Thomes, born June 29, 1948, Minneapolis, Minnesota. 

Katherine Thomes, born February 24, 1952, Minneapolis, Minnesota. 

 

Jeanne, born December 18, 1921, Detroit, Michigan 

Richard Henry Nolte, born December 27, 1920, Duluth, Minnesota. 

Jeanne and Richard Nolte married in 1945 in Florida. 

Charles McQuarrie Nolte, born August 22, 1946, Minneapolis, Minnesota. 

Roger McQuarrie Nolte, born June 4, 1948, Oxford, England. 

Douglas McQuarrie Nolte, born January 18, 1952, Cairo, Egypt. 

Jamie McQuarrie Nolte, born March 30, 1955, Minneapolis, Minnesota. 

 

Irvine McQuarrie, born April 20, 1891, Silver Reef, Washington County, Utah, son of 

Robert Gray McQuarrie and Ann Charlotte McFarland. Married Alvira Perkins June 1, 

1912 in Salt Lake City, Utah. Died September 9, 1961 ?I think at Minneapolis.@ 

 

Alvira Perkins born June 13, 1888, Teasdale, Wayne County, Utah, daughter of Benjamin 

Perkins and Mary Ann Williams; blessed by Benjamin Perkins; baptized by C. E. 

Walton; confirmed by W. W. Bronson, June 27, 1897, Monticello, San Juan County, 

Utah. 

 

Catherine Perkins, born January 16, 1875, Cedar City, Iron County, Utah; baptized by 

Kumen Jones; married to Edmund H. Ryan May 9, 1910, Durango, Colorado. From Ruth 

Bailey. 

 

DOCUMENT 173 

 

CAROLINE CORDELIA THURSTON 

 

In Cedar City, Utah, February 11, 1873, Caroline Cordelia Thurston was born to Smith 

Butler Thurston and Mary Isom Thurston, and on February 22, Mary Thurston was called 

home, leaving the wee baby motherless. But Mary Ann Williams Perkins, who had just 
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lost an infant son, took the motherless little Cordelia into her home and nursed and raised 

her as her own, although she was never legally adopted by Benjamin and Mary Ann. 

 

The father of Delia as they called her, wanted the Perkins people to keep her till she was 

old enough to wean then he would take her. When that time came, Mary Ann wasn't 

ready to give her up, and the father being a stranger, so to speak, of the little girl, she was 

afraid of him and resisted going to him. So it was decided to leave her awhile and get her 

later. Through the next few years numerous attempts were made to take Delia into the 

Thurston home, but such heart-breaking scenes always ensued that it was always 

postponed. When Delia was seven years old, Mr. Thurston came to the Perkins home 

fully resolved that he would postpone it no longer. 

 

Delia told me of that experience years later. She ran and hid when she saw her father and 

was determined she would not be taken away. When they found her and tried to reason 

and entice her to go, she resisted all their pleas. So the father tried to take her by force, 

and she fought like a little wildcat. At last the father yielded to her wishes and to the 

pleading of Mary Ann and left her there. And that was the last time the father tried to take 

her away. 

 

Delia said, ?I know they all did what they thought was right, but I feel that they made a 

big mistake in not taking me to my own people when I was small and then I could have 

adjusted and had a happier life. As it was I never learned to feel that I belonged in the 

Perkins home though they treated me as their very own and did all they could to fill my 

life with love and happiness.@ 

 

When the Perkins family were called to join what later became known as ?The Hole-in-

the-Rock company,@ Delia was with them and was initiated into real pioneer life. They 

lived in the Fort until the Fall of 1883, when the family returned to Cedar City. From here 

Benjamin moved his family to Carcus Creek, now known at Torrey. And there as usual, 

Benjamin found a way or made a way to provide for his families. He did some farming, 

soon acquired a few chickens and pigs and ran a dairy, milking some wild range cattle 

that had to be tied head and foot to be able to milk them. The girls soon became very 

efficient in helping, and when Benjamin was carted off to jail or the penitentiary by a 

U.S. marshal, for, as the marshal said, ?being married too much,@ Mary Ann and the 

girls carried on with the dairy without him in great style. Kathryn writing about it later 

said, ?Mary Jane and Delia supervised and controlled horses, cattle and corrals. They 

were up and at it at daybreak and had their cows out to pasture shortly after daybreak. 

The rest of us helped in any manner we could, occasionally milking a cow, but mostly 

running calves, feeding doggies with nursing bottles, slopping hogs, feeding chicken, 

etc.@ 

 

When Benjamin was released he moved his family back to Bluff. I am not certain if Delia 

moved with them or if she had hired out to help out with the financial situation. I do 

know that at quite a young age, she did help along that line to quite an extent. She 
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became an expert cook and ran boarding houses in lumber camps and other places, and 

was generous in her contributions to the family. 
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According to her sister-in-law, Cornelia Perkins, Delia always had a yen for making 

money and for saving it, and when she in later years retired to Monticello, she bought up 

some state land, bought a small rooming house and made quite a profit. As the years 

passed she became interested in genealogy and spent considerable time in that field. 

 

Through the years she made occasional visits to her blood relatives in Orangeville and 

Ogden, and after she purchased the rooming house in Monticello, one of her relatives, 

Mrs. Madge Fox spent two summers with her. 

 

Delia never married, though she had many opportunities. One time I asked her why she 

hadn't and this was her reply: ?I guess it was because my ideal of what a husband should 

be was too high. I never met a man that seemed to be the right one. But I know this, it is 

not good for a person to live alone, and I would advise anyone against it. I am sure my 

life would have been much happier had I married.@ 

 

Perhaps because of some trying, in fact many trying circumstances, she had acquired a 

sharp tongue, but she had a big heart and did many kind acts. Death came to her at Provo, 

Utah, September 30, 1939 and she was laid to rest in the burial lot of her adopted father, 

in Monticello, Utah. She had left no will, and her own people the Thurstons desired that 

they and the Perkins should divide her estate half and half and that is what was done. 

 

She was trusting and guileless and because she was, she was swindled twice out of quite 

large sums of money and she almost lost confidence in all men. But she was honest and 

trustworthy and I'm sure has found true happiness with family and friends. Gladys P. 

Lyman 

 

DOCUMENT 174A 

 

[Include this if you see fit. Blanding, Utah, May 6th 1971. I firmly believe that from her 

early childhood Lell was educated by a kind Providence for the part she was to take in 

what I was appointed to do. No school could have fitted her more perfectly for the 

problems we met together. In all the thirty-nine years of our companionship, she was 

contributing every day to my love and appreciation for everything that is good. Stamped: 

Albert R. Lyman] 

 

LELL OR MARY ELLEN PERKINS 

by 

Gladys P. Lyman 

May 1971 

 

Bluff City, as it was then called in September 1882, consisted of a log fort in which lived 

about thirty families. This was home to the intrepid pioneers who had been called by the 

president of the Latter-day Saint Church, John Taylor, to go settle in the midst of the 

Navajo and Piute tribes and make friends with them. This story will not deal with the 

perils of that calling nor the hardships it entailed. It is to deal mainly with a little new 
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arrival, Mary Ellen Perkins, born there on September 28, 1882, to Benjamin and Sarah 

Williams Perkins. 

 

Benjamin Perkins had accepted the Gospel in Wales as was revealed in these latter days, 

with all its commandments, and was striving to obey them all. He had married Mary Ann 

Williams who was the mother of five children, the second one William Evan, living only 

a few days; three girls, Mary Jane, Catherine, and Martha, and young Daniel. On the 28th 

of October 1881, he married Mary Ann's sister Sarah. As stated above, on the 28th of 

September 1882, their first child was born. Little Daniel could not master the name Mary 

Ellen but spoke it ?Lell,@ and so ?Lell@ she became and was known and loved by that 

name all her motal life. 

 

At that time the world at large was making life very difficult for all Latter-day Saints who 

were trying to obey all the commandments. Quoting from Albert R. Lyman's story of 

Lell, ?a great part of her childhood was to be spent in exile for a law had been passed by 

the very virtuous (?) statesmen of the United States, making her birth illegitimate; 

outlawing her parents and making them hide by moving from place to place, even after he 

had served a prison term.@ The family was living in Carcass Creek at the time. He was 

sentenced December 18, 1888 and discharged June 17, 1889. Returning to Carcass Creek 

to his families, he decided to move them back to Bluff. Leaving Sarah and children in 

Mancos, Colorado, near his brother John, he took Mary Ann and children to Bluff. 

Sarah's children were at that time Mary Ellen, Beatrice Ann, Sarah Elizabeth and Gladys. 

 

Lell was eight years old at the time her father came to Mancos and took Sarah and 

children to Bluff. A little son had been born in Mancos May 28, 1890 to bless their home. 

He was given the name of Richard Leonard and of course was the joy and pride of the 

family. Here Lell grew to young womanhood. Here she gained her education, not a 

formal education, though she attended school when she could, but an education in the arts 

of pioneer living. Her father acquired farming land in Monticello and moved Mary Ann 

and children there. Lell became the main stay of her mother who was left alone so much 

while Ben was caring for the farm and cattle he was acquiring. Other children came to 

join the family - twin girls, Ione and Irene, in 1894, Alberta 1895, Vilate 1897, and 

Minerva 1901. 

 

Helping her mother in caring for the children, Lell became very efficient in that and in 

caring for the home, or in gardening or whatever task had to be done. No task seemed 

beyond her skill, not even killing a skunk with a pitchfork when she found it killing the 

chickens in the coop. She could ride after the cows when they strayed, milk the cows, 

[and] make butter and cheese at the dairy her father was running at Dodge Point near 

Monticello. 

 

On the farm when no boy could be found brave enough to climb the stacker pole to 

thread the pulley, Lell would do it. 
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Life was intense in those pioneer villages, money was very scarce, commodities more 

scarce; and there were many things that taxed the strength, ingenuity and the faith of men 

and women, even the most stalwart. In large families there is bound to be many situations 

calling for faith, skill, patience and work. The Perkins family was no exception. Lell 

being the oldest of the second family had to shoulder much of the great responsibility. 

Chicken pox, mumps, measles, scarlet fever - thirteen weeks of it as it struck first one and 

then another - diphtheria, relapses, nearly costing the lives of the twins, burns, as when 

little three-year-old Alberta fell into a large kettle of boiling brine. Lell suffered many of 

these things and that was the great responsibility she took upon herself; but it brought on 

rheumatic fever and left her with a weakened heart. 

 

Through it all her faith became a deep, abiding, unchallengeable faith, that she cherished 

all her life. This faith and her love of truth, beauty, and righteousness, grew stronger as 

she met all the challenges of life, even to giving birth to fifteen children, still under 

pioneer conditions. When she was about eighteen years old, her grandmother, Mary 

Davies Williams, was called from this sphere and Lell went to Cedar City, Utah to keep 

house for her grandfather, Evan Williams. When she returned home after about a year's 

absence, she was in great demand, not only at home, but as a helper in other homes and 

businesses as far away as Moab where she worked at the hotel for some time. She helped 

care for a family of neglected children and contracted diptheria which nearly cost her life. 

 

Returning again to her home she had many suitors for she was good company, a good 

dancer, and very attractive. Although she had many suitors, none ever held a place in her 

heart but Albert R. Lyman. After a long, tumultuous courtship, they were married in the 

Salt Lake Temple June 26, 1902. 

 

They began keeping house in one of the rooms in his mother's home. But soon [they] 

moved to the L.C. Ranch on Johnson Creek about thirty miles north of Bluff. There they 

set up housekeeping under a big piñion tree with a tepee tent hung to one of its branches. 

It was their first home of their own. Later a more commodious home was made by 

stretching a large canvas from the side of a leaning rock. They were progressive; next 

move was into a tent with a board floor and the sides boarded up; later to a nice-sized 

rock room which they felt was luxurious. 

 

However, they moved back to Bluff for the winter again in his mother's home. Here on 

the 29th of December, 1903 their first child was born; a little girl who was given the 

name of Casse. Aunt Jody Wood was the doctor. All through the night there was great 

anxiety and great suffering on Lell's part. It seemed the powers of the body were not 

enough to bring that babe into the world. Lell's parents, Albert's mother, and even Albert 

were in dispair. Aunt Jody never left the bedside, most of the time kneeling in prayer, 

faith, and encouragement. Lell, in her great suffering and invincible resolution and faith 

chided the others for their dispair and bade them have faith and carry on, and the babe 

was born! 
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Lell's faith never faltered in all the trying scenes which beset her pathway; not in all the 

intense suffering of bringing fourteen other little souls into the world; not in the death of 

little Mead, the fourth child who lived only six weeks; nor when a frightened colt ran 

dragging little nine-year-old Dane over the rough terrain. Lell saw this and ran after them. 

The colt in its mad fright ran into a wagon knocking it down. Lell untied the rope from 

Dane's waist, picked up the mangled body and carried him to the house. His little scalp 

was all but torn from his head and dangled against her body as she carried him home and 

placed him on the bed where he lingered for about twenty-four hours. 

 

Nor did she lose faith or courage when her fifteenth babe, Guen, was stricken with double 

pneumonia and her life hung in the balance for weeks. Faith sustained Lell through the 

long suffering and helplessness of her twenty-four-year-old daughter, Sara, who suffered 

a stroke on Thanksgiving Day 1934, terminating in death April 14, 1936. 

 

Not only did she meet all these stern situations with her own children and husband who 

had to undergo surgery twice, but when her brother, Leonard, was meeting the crisis of 

lif e and death alone in Salt Lake, she went to him and stayed till the end came, even till 

the autopsy was performed to find, if possible, the cause of death. She was with her 

sisters, Beatrice and Sade in severe sickness, with Alberta through weeks of pneumonia 

and going with her when she was taken to Cortez to get medical help, all to no avail. 

Then when her sister Vilate, who had been in a sanitarium in California for thirteen years, 

begged to be brought home to die, Lell made that trip alone by train to get her. When Lell 

was reminded by her husband that it might shorten her own life she said: ?What is my 

life for if not to help others.@ It seemed her motto must have been: ?When you are in the 

service of your fellow beings ye are only in the service of your God.@ 

 

I cannot tell all her virtues, nor all her trials, sorrows, nor joys, but refer you to her life 

story written by her husband, Albert R. Lyman. Life was not all sorrow. She took great 

joy and happiness in her husband who was and is a stalwart in the Church. From the time 

he was a young man he held some positions of responsibility; going on a mission at the 

age of nineteen to England and serving in many capacities in the organizations of the 

Church. He was in the stake presidency for twenty-seven years when the stake included 

parts of Colorado and New Mexico. But his achievements will appear elsewhere. 

 

Lell gloried in her family and her joy knew no bounds as they grew and waxed strong in 

the Gospel. In their home meetings which they held from the time it was suggested by 

President Joseph F. Smith long before it was instituted as one of the requirements of the 

Church, they were taught the Gospel. It was a great thrill to attend one of these meetings 

when the children were lined up according to size and poured forth their voices in songs 

of praise. Favorites were O God our Help in Ages Past; Come we that Love the Lord; and 

O Lord Responsive to Thy Call. 

 

Through many years of ill health, operations, confinement to her bed, her faith never 

faltered. Her joy and pride in her husband and children and grandchildren increased. She 

had a great gift of intuition and could see and know of things no one else discerned. 



 243 

She was engrossed with genealogy, searching through the library in Salt Lake City, 

writing letters, making records as long as she was able, carrying on almost to the end, 

even though confined to her bed. Death came May 13, 1939, not as a dreaded specter but 

as a sweet release from her mortal pain and as a joyous occasion to make her report. ?I 

have been true to the end.@ 

 

Her husband said, ?I think of it all now as a happy dream - the beaming face, the willing 

hand and loyal heart, and she has gone away to the wondrous unknown to await my 

coming, trusting still, as she trusted here that my final report will be acceptable, 

acceptable for me and for her; trusting that our cherished dreams may not fail at last of 

their fulfillment.@ 

 

DOCUMENT 174B 

 

LELL PERKINS LYMAN 

Written by the one who knew her best and loved her most. 

 

Too bad this account can not be prepared before hand - nothing I have ever written is 

more deserving, but my conscience accuses me if I delay it longer, and if I write it now, it 

must go unrevised from my mind to the paper. Even so it is the honest frank off-hand by 

which we knew each other and built up our love through a wonderful forty years. 

 

I may not give a connected narrative, and since I anticipate being many times disturbed, 

this may be many disconnected accounts. 

 

Lell's name is Mary Ellen, but since her little brother could not pronounce the name, the 

family began using his version of it, and she became Lell, about as much so as if she had 

been blessed with that as her real name. To me she was and still is, Lell, and the very 

name is sacred with permanent memories and visions of happy years that have passed 

like a fleeting summer day. 

 

I shall not trace here her genealogy back among her ancestors in Wales, though I must 

say that she has pled with me the cause of those ancestors, and claimed for them my 

respect as no one else could have done. She was a daughter of Benjamin Perkins, the first 

child of his plural wife, Sarah Williams. She was born in Bluff, Utah, September 25th, 

1882. 

 

It is even more than strange that the report of her birth should have made on my childish 

mind an impression so indellible that it survived the confusion of the times, for I recall 

that when some one said, ?Sarah Perkins has a baby,@ I understood that Sarah was one of 

Brother Perkins' wives, and the matter of the new baby's father did not enter into my 

childish thoughts, being at that time about two years and nine months old. 

 

Cherishing, as I do, the firm belief that she came her to join her fortunes with mine, to be 

the companion of my bosom, and the mother of my splendid children, I go searching in 
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the archives of my primeval soul for the records of our first agreement; an agreement 

which resulted in the arrangement for her to be born in far-away Bluff, to which I was 

carried in my mother's arms as a baby somewhat more than a year and a half before. 

 

It sends me looking also to the wherefore of her parentage, the stock from which she 

came, some unusual blending of families and types which brought forth a woman 

comporting in miraculous fullness with the holy ideal that I had brought with me from the 

wondrous other world. 

 

To make the matter of this ideal more clear, and to give one isolated item of proof, that is 

not any means a vague fancy, but a definite form in my mind from early manhood, I shall 

relate here something which I may have been told, but I do not remember having written 

about it. When I was about eighteen years old, riding alone one day down through the 

bald rocks south of what we called West Bench, in the Lake Country, I was talking and 

trying to preach the gospel, as was my custom in my ambition to become a missionary, 

and I fancied myself addressing an audience in some far-away country. In my talk I told 

them of my sweetheart in the Rocky Mountains - I told them of her unchallengeable 

virtue, of her faith in God, and of her good sense. 

 

And then, in the intensity of my concentration, I saw in my mind that sweetheart-to-be - I 

saw her as a young mother with two children. I saw her so clearly, the outline of her face, 

her size, the charm of her appearance, it sent a thrill to the very heart of me. And yet, 

strange though it seems, I did not recognize Lell as that very mother till eight or more 

years later when I contemplated her with the two children clinging to her dress. 

 

But let us return to Bluff and to that 28th of September, 1882; it was a strange destiny 

which alloted her the place of first child in that polygamous family, where domestic 

harmony had been convulsed by that second marriage. She was thus born into the midst 

of turmoil and intensity, destined to leave their unusual scars upon her feeling in all the 

years to come. And as the first child, to be followed by nine others, and to grow up in 

scenes of poverty and want and hard work, her part in the drama was already cast, a part 

intended to teach her by stern necessity, the humble precepts of toil and patience and 

hope long deferred. 

 

I cherish a picture of her as a chubby little three-year-old, an unsuspecting little girl sent 

forth to live a life of hardship and stinging disappointment, yet to wear at least the 

diadem of unusual achievement, the crown of faithful and glorious motherhood. 

 

A great part of her childhood was to be spent in exile, for a law had been passed by the 

very virtuous (?) statesmen of the United States, making her birth illegitimate, outlawing 

her father and mother and compelling them to hide from place to place, even after they 

had found him and compelled him to serve a term in prison. 

 

Though I remember hearing of her birth, I was not to see her, to remember her for eight 

years, and in that time her folks hid in Cedar City, in Teasdale, in Carcass Creek, in the 
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territory of Utah, and then in Mancos, Colorado. They left Bluff when she was less than 

two years old, and her first memories are of places around Cedar, the hiding places north 

of there, and their coming back to Bluff and going on to Mancos. That trip was by way of 

Halls Crossing on the Colorado through Lake Country and up Castle Wash, where they 

met my father and brother Hanse Bayles. She remembered them there, and that when her 

little braids came untied, her father bound them up with a buckskin string. 

 

Coming back from prison to San Juan, it was still not safe for Uncle Ben to keep his 

second family with his first family in Bluff, so he took them to the remote cedar hills on 

the Weber River south of Mancos in Colorado. The flowers and trees and hills around the 

home where they lived near Uncle John Perkins, were always dear in the memory of the 

little girl, and she told me so much about them, that her love for them became a vital part 

of my love for her. 

 

It was when they moved from Mancos to Bluff in 1891 that I saw her first, to remember 

her. I was in school in the old log house sitting near to her half-sister Naomi, and we saw 

through the windows a covered wagon come rumbling into town from the east. ?Oh, 

that's Pa,@ called Naomi, loud enough for us to hear all around her, ?And Lell's sitting 

with him up on the spring seat.@ 

 

Again, it is somewhat strange that with the many other memories of that time to crowd it 

out, I retained the vision of that little nine-year-old girl, a picture of chubby interest in the 

sight of the town to which they had arrived from the long miles of dull wilderness. 

 

Both before and after this move from Mancos to Bluff, she went frequently to stay for 

days and weeks at her father's farm at Monticello, or at his dairy on Dodge Point. Those 

periods, and the trips back and forth were intense with adventures and some times with 

peril for the little girl. I followed her in her memory-land back over these thrilling 

adventures of her childhood till they became my own adventures, sanctified in my mind 

with the love that had endeared her to me. 

 

Once when she and her sister Beatrice came with George Halls and his wife from Mancos 

to Monticello, and started back with them in the old-style, white-top buggy, a mare tied 

behind hung back and tipped the buggy over on them and then the team ran away. They 

were dug out from under the wreck somewhat bruised and crushed, badly frightened, and 

very eager after this disaster to go back to Monticello. The trouble happened where they 

crossed the Vega Wash, several miles east of town, but they had to wait there a long time 

while Brother Halls followed the team back to town before they could go on. It had been 

very much against the feeling of the two little girls that morning to start for Mancos, and 

after the terrible fight and the long wait they had their minds fully made up that they 

would not go on, to spend several days camping along the road to Mancos. It was a bitter 

ordeal when Brother Halls refused to let them go back, but took them on in spite of their 

tears and their timid but sincere protests. 
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At another time, a few years later, Lell was sent with a lot of men from Bluff to 

Monticello, and on the way they met John Adams with the news of the tragedy wherein 

Sister Walton had been killed. The outfit had intended to camp on the way, but when they 

heard of what had happened in town ahead of them, they decided to go on in spite of the 

black clouds and the rain which soon began to come down in torrents. In the pitch 

darkness of night they drove their lumbering wagon bumping and grinding down over the 

big rocks at the old crossing in Devil Canyon, and since it was necessary that their team 

should have a drink before they went on, and the spring was some distance down the 

canyon below the road, the whole outfit of men went with the horses and left the terrified 

little girl there alone, too timid and too much afraid to make the kind of talk they so 

needed very much to hear. They put her in a narrow cave under a ledge so the rain could 

not pour on her while they were gone, and then they moved off in the blackness, leaving 

her to bump her poor little head on the hard rock when she tried to sit up, and to cry in 

terror when she could not hear them any more in the canyon below her. 

 

It hurts me when I think of it, and though those men were all very kind-hearted, they 

lacked very much of understanding [of] that little girl and of knowing how cruelly they 

were treating her. 

 

It was four or five years after that that I began to discover down in my soul the positive 

interest that was going to ripen into love for her, but its ripening was to be disturbed by 

some unusual experiences, distressing to her, and not pleasant for me to remember. In 

those years before she began coming into my world of thought she was getting some 

valuable experiences on her father's farm and the dairy at Dodge [Point]. She rode horses, 

she drove teams, hunted cows and milked them and helped to make butter and cheese. 

When no boy could be found with nerve to climb the stacker pole and thread the pulley 

with the rope, she was the one that could do it, and there was no place where the little girl 

was a helpless sissy. 

 

She could run, she could climb the trees or the cliffs, and she could tend babies as 

tenderly as if they were her own. My mother met her early one morning going barefooted 

through the wet grass and lucerne of the field hunting her cow, and feeling alarmed for 

what that wet on the feet might result in, a feeling came to her, so she told me later, 

?How do I know but she will become my daughter-in-law.@ 

 

The primary went on some kind of an excursion up Cow Canyon, and when it was over 

there was racing and chasing down the dugway for home. Some of them had gone down 

past the spring when I descended from the west side of the dugway, where I found a long 

stocking strung along the road where it had fallen from the grasp of some girl who carried 

her foot-gear in her hand while she raced with fleet bare feet in the lead of the procession. 

Somehow I picked it up affectionately, and when someone told me it was Lell's stocking, 

I wanted to keep it. It marked another step in my awakening to the fact that she held a 

positive attraction for me. 
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In 1893 she was attending school in the new stone schoolhouse which we thought was a 

wonderful building, though now it is a poor cracked wreck with braces to keep it from 

falling down. I sat in the southwest corner of the west room and she sat near me. My 

interest in her was mounting to a place where it could not be resolved away, though we 

were little more than children, and some folks mocked at the idea of us being in love. At 

that time Brother Edwards was conducting a singing school which we both attended, and 

though I had never yet ventured to accompany her to the school, I never failed to take her 

home when it was out. But every time I took two girls home, and I could not feel quite 

sure which one I loved most. Annie lived nearer to us, I met her more frequently, and we 

had a better chance to come to an understanding. 

 

One day when Lell came to school she was troubled, and I learned that there was serious 

sickness in her home. Then I heard that two tiny twin sisters had arrived at her home, and 

from that time on she was closely tied, some times being absent from school for weeks at 

a time. In the years that followed the coming of the twin sisters, three other little sisters 

came - it was impressive that she gave without reserve of her time and help in their care, 

and she was occupied for long, long hours and broken of her rest until the heavy strain 

threatened to break her rugged constitution. In the few days that she was able to come to 

school, she was exhausted, and sometimes sick and discouraged from the hours of her 

long sleepless vigil at home. 

 

This unremitting tax on her strength resulted in an attack of inflamatory rheumatism. It 

came with such suddenness that when she had climbed the fence it was impossible to get 

down till she had called for help. Then she lay helpless a long time and had to be turned 

on a tight sheet with the most careful motion. When the fury of the disease seemed to 

have spent its force, it had left her with a heart weakness from which she was never to 

recover. This trouble was later aggravated by a siege of diphtheria, and although she 

seemed after that time to become quite well and strong, she never had the vigor and 

endurance she had before. 

 

While she was away from the school and the singing practice, Annie and I were reaching 

a more definite understanding, till I became bold to take her from her home to the 

evening entertainments. 

 

When I was eighteen I went to work on the new ditch on Johnson Creek, and as the 

summer came we sent frequently to the Perkins Dairy at Dodge Spring for butter and 

cheese to feed the ditch crew. When I knew that Lell was at the dairy, I made it a point to 

be one of the two to make these trips with a pack outfit, and the dairy became a place 

about which I found myself thinking a great part of the time. The spring, the meadow, the 

cabins and trees and hills around it took on a charm they had never had before. Lell was 

there and the whole region took on a magic lure that impelled me to look often in that 

direction as I worked on the ditch. 

 

On Sunday morning, our day of rest, I climbed to the top of the cliff above us and looked 

at the distant cliffs near Bluff and thought of Annie, but I looked with even more longing 
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towards the Dodge country off to the east, and I watched with interest the way the men 

devoured the cheese and speculated eagerly on how soon we would have to send for 

more. 

 

Lell could ride a horse to a fare-you-well, wrangle bawling calves and milk kicking cows. 

In the world where she lived and moved, at least so far as my understanding extended, 

she was the supreme attraction. Her intangible power was drawing me more and more. 

 

Forces more uncompromising than chance were taking a positive hand in the affair, for - 

and honest confession is good for the soul - I was about as fickle as a kite without a tail, 

and it was necessary that something very pronounced had to happen to me about every 

new moon to maintain the continuity of my purposes. Positive events were happening, 

and were destined still to happen in the future to bring us together. And strange to say, 

there were other positive events happening spitefully to tear us apart. 

 

I went to Bluff in August to get ready for a trip into the Lake Country, and when, in 

feverish haste I was preparing the outfit to have it ready for my father when he returned 

from a trip around the stake, Lell's little sister, Sade, came timidly to me and said her 

mother wanted me to go at once to Dodge for Lell and on to Monticello for Aunt Jody 

Wood; her youngest sister Alberta had fallen into a tub of scalding brine, and was terribly 

burned, and would have to have careful care and nursing in order to survive. 

 

We are wont to look for the important thing to happen on some unusual day, yet even the 

hour of fate may come with not a moment of warning. There are days that dawn with all 

the dull monotony of wearisome common place which are yet to bring before their setting 

sun, the change which will carry on with importance into the years of earth and on still 

into the immortal worlds ahead. 

 

That was forty-two years ago this August, 1940, and with the rising of its burning sun, I 

saw nothing ahead of me for the day, but the repair and preparation of the pack outfit. I 

had not any appetite for the trip on the range, yet it was imperative that I have everything 

ready to start with my father when he came. My powerful buckskin horse, that had been 

running for more than a year with the wild band, had just been captured, and besides 

getting lash-ropes, panniers, cinches and laragos in shape, I was in constant vigil lest that 

horse should get away from me. I had the whole outfit scattered over the dooryard intent 

on getting it in some kind of shape before anything disturbed me, when Sade came in at 

the old wooden gate. 

 

The mention of Dodge and Lell electrified me, and I felt a great eagerness to go - yet I 

didn't want to go, I couldn't go - fifty miles over the hot sand and no one with whom I felt 

safe in leaving my wild horse. Any way, Lell's mother wanted to see me, and I went. I 

saw the poor little sufferer with her flesh looking like meat boiled till it was dissolving in 

the water - it was decisive. No difference whether or not I wanted to go, or could go, I 

must go - I'd ride the buckskin horse, I'd kick the pack outfit up into a heap and hit the 

trail without any monkey business. 
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I started in the middle of the blazing afternoon, and when I got to the head of Cow 

Canyon, the white lather stood up in a dirty ring on the yellow horse in front of the 

saddle. It was a long, long, lonely ride, and most of it was made in the night, for the wild 

horse, fresh and fat as he was, couldn't make much time till the cool of evening, but ever 

as I rode and dozed and half fell from my saddle, I roused often with pleasant visions of 

Dodge, and the girl whom I was to awaken there from her sleep in the small hours of the 

night. 

 

It must have been after midnight when I drew up at the Dodge cabin, and the yellow 

horse whistled loud in alarm and was hard to control while a dog was challenging my 

coming and the folks inside were beginning to rouse and make a light, and calling out 

into the dark to know who it was and what was wanted. When they had all turned out and 

we had talked it over, it was decided Lell should go with me to Verdure, and wait there at 

one of the ranches till Aunt Jody Wood and I should come from Monticello, and then go 

with us to Bluff. 

 

They got a horse in from a pasture below the cabin and Lell and I rode away in the 

darkness. Weary as I was from the long ride, I thrilled with a huge satisfaction from head 

to foot. Lell and I alone in the dark solitude, the world and its sombre shapes around us 

was still, but for the call of a cricket or the hoot of an owl, but for me it was a world of 

light and music and joy. 

 

She stopped at one of the houses in Verdure, and I rode on alone, more alone and more 

weary now than before. When it was beginning to get light, I sought out Aunt Jody in 

Monticello, but she could not go to Bluff, and I was detained there a long time while she 

tried to arrange matters so she could go. 

 

At noon I had to start back without her, and since she could not go, Lell had to go from 

Verdure back to Dodge, and delayed by one thing after another, it was late in the 

afternoon when we two set forth on the forty-five mile ride to Bluff. I was dreamy and 

stupid now for want of sleep, and the buckskin horse, starting on the last leg of his 

hundred or more mile trip, had to be urged to keep up the gait it was necessary for us to 

take. If I had been alone I would have sprawled on the earth and surrendered to the 

almost resistless call for sleep. 

 

But I was with Lell - just we two in the great wide solitude, and a long journey ahead of 

us, unless it was some fanciful dream from which I was to awaken. It was an important 

occasion, a sacred occasion, brought about by unseen manipulators for the sake of future 

destinies. Somehow it harked back to beloved associations in a wonderful former 

existence, and it also seemed to look for[ward] into the future, the remote and alluring 

future of glory and exaltation. 

 

If she sang absently, broken bars of a song as we tried to make haste along the winding 

road through the sagebrush, her voice and her words registered on some indellible tablet 

within me. I can still hear it in part - sacred words, not for their abstract meaning, but 
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because the occasion lives in them still, and they echo on and on to eternity, though the 

lips that sang them are silent and cold. 

 

?Though I no more may hold thee, 

Yet is thy name a spell - 

Yet is thy name, yet is thy name a spell, 

Oh fare farewell, Leonora, farewell.@ 

 

A little while before sundown we stopped at Mustang Spring for a drink and to water our 

horses at the little pool in the bottom of the gulch, and after we had lowered our faces to 

the crystal surface, and while we waited for our horses to get their full, in slow swallow-

at-a-time fashion, I looked at her and had a strange, beautiful vision of beginning with her 

in a new country, to redeem a wilderness, build a home and make improvements for our 

posterity. It came to me with such vivid charm that I told her if I were going to settle in a 

new country she was the one girl I would want to take with me. 

 

I was not thinking of White Mesa, which was in sight of us, off towards the setting sun, 

and I had little idea how nearly I was forecasting the future of important realities. But in 

all this I was maintaining the essentials of a predetermined conservatism, for thrilled as I 

was I had fixed limits for my words and actions, and in spite of my impulses, I had not 

forgotten Annie and the tacit understanding that existed between us. 

 

Yet as we rode on from Mustang, the positive lure of a future which seemed to hold great 

things for us two in common, impelled me to propose that if in a year from that time 

either one of us were [not] keeping company with any one else, we would begin keeping 

company with each other. 

 

It was long after dark when we descended the old dugway to the Recapture along which 

the road ran for two or three miles. My wild horse was getting slower and slower, and I 

had caught myself ever so many times falling from the saddle, having gone clear off to 

sleep. I simply had to doze a few minutes before I could go on, yet the idea of us two 

stopping there together in the middle of the night - it was too much like a breaking over 

of the rules and limits I had set for myself, for I had to admit, whether it lasted or not, I 

was more ardently in love than ever before. 

 

All the same [despite] the sacred standards of safety and propriety that had been with me 

were still with me - I had to stop or I would fall from the saddle and maybe drag with my 

foot in the stirrup. I pulled the saddle from her horse and told her to rest on it a little 

while, and I moved with my own outfit so far away, that she told me later how terrified 

she was to be left so nearly alone, with the coyotes howling all around us. 

 

I fell at once into a deep sleep from which she succeeded in waking me in what seemed to 

me but a few minutes, but she said I slept a long time, for she was in suspense and eager 

to be going. It seemed like fifty miles to Bluff, but we reached there while it was still 
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night, she to join in the vigil over the little girl with her terrible burns [and] I to drag my 

saddle from my jaded buckskin and sink into a dreamless sleep. 

 

But fate decreed that we should not wait for that other August a year away before we 

gave out attention to each other, for tremendous changes were to come about before that 

time, and take us six thousand miles apart. At Christmas time, four months after our long 

ride, I was angered with the attentions Annie received from my friend Joseph Platte, and 

after I had accompanied her home from one of the first dances of the holiday programs, I 

told her she was free to go with Joseph, and I made it a point to engage Lell for the dance 

the next evening. 

 

Lell and I began to see at once that our affairs had a definite background, that some kind 

of destiny had been bringing us together, and we found ourselves very agreeable to its 

influences. When positive love is mutual, its nature is to plan and build without delay. 

One evening in February we strolled into the edge of the field east of town and found a 

seat on a fallen cottonwood. There was enough dim light from moon or stars that I could 

see her face in the fanciful shades of night, and I still cherish the memory of how she 

looked as she raised her eyes and agreed to my proposition that we plan to marry at some 

indefinite date. 

 

Little we dreamed of the cruel contradictions that were to delay our marriage, lacking but 

little of barring it for ever being consumated. In the happy winter days that followed our 

engagement, we met about as often as we could, and when it became known to us that I 

was soon to go on a mission, that mission became a deep-reaching factor in our romance. 

 

Before I left it was arranged for her to go to Cedar to care for her grandfather Williams, 

and as I was going north I passed her in Dry Valley. The Providence that was watching 

over us was ?moving in a mysterious way its purposes to accomplish,@ and what its 

mysterious ways were to mean to us was hard for us to understand. It looked as if the 

purpose was to estrange us, tear us apart, and wreck all the dear hopes we had cherished. 

 

I think the first element of estrangement was an unaccountable apathy that came over me, 

causing me to forget my love and how much it had meant. Perhaps I should confess again 

that I was about as capricious as a kite without a tail, but Lell was the personification of 

constancy; she was fidelity itself, holding to her standards and her obligations with a 

firmness that even now causes me to wonder. 

 

She was true, not only to all her pledges to me, but to the duties and observances that her 

religion imposed upon her. She had to make coffee every morning for her grandfather, 

and she had a permanent longing to drink it herself, and though she perpared a cup 

several times expecting to drink it, that native sense of enduring in the right prevailed, 

and she never tasted it. 
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Her grandfather had no sympathy for her religious belief, and tried to dissuade her from 

spending her scanty money to buy the book ?The Articles of Faith,@ but she bought it 

and cherished it as long as she lived. 

 

When I began to be successful in my missionary work, I entered into a new and 

glamorous world and prided myself on leaving behind me much that I flattered my pride 

was not in keeping with what I aspired to become. The ride down Mustang Mesa, and our 

love-confessions as we sat on the fallen tree in the evening, seemed to fade out of my life. 

It was a cruel thing, and I shall always be ashamed of it and blame my shallow pride for 

which I had to come down very low. 

 

The forces contributing to this unfortunate state of affairs were as positive as the events 

that had conspired to bring us together. In the mysterious scheme of things, a missionary 

arrived in Liverpool from Cedar when I was in Liverpool visiting with my father. He had 

no idea that I was engaged to Lell, but when he learned that I was acquainted with her, he 

volunteered the information that she was engaged to his brother. 

 

I was furious. Taking this report for granted, I resolved to treat it as treachery, and deal 

with it in the most cutting words I could employ. But to make those words cut the more I 

resolved not to write a word for four or five months. I think that is one of the most 

devilish things I ever did. 

 

And she was in Cedar thinking of me, writing to me, loving me, with a love I did not 

deserve, and when my letters quit coming, she trusted and hoped and prayed as the 

constant unfaltering soul she was, often crying herself to sleep when she had gone to bed, 

and resolving in her desperation that she would drink coffee to ease the sting of her 

suspense, and then turning from it and throwing it out when she had started to put it to 

her lips. 

 

When after the four or five months of malicious delay my letter of premeditated daggers 

reached her, it was as the stab of a knife from which she could hardly recover. She never 

did recover from it, and always cried and sobbed when she thought of it. From the time I 

left home her letters were regular and her love as true as when we made our pledges on 

that memorable evening in February, and until I met that missionary from Cedar, I had no 

excuse for my indifference and neglect. I exulted in finding that excuse. 

 

All in all that time she was observing her pledges to me as very sacred matters, thinking 

of and loving no one but me, engaged to no one but me, and praying with all her soul for 

just one letter reassuring her of the things I had said as we sat on the cottonwood log in 

the starlight. 

 

But the end was not yet - with hope that defied despair she wrote me still in spite of my 

heartless messages. When I returned after a year and a half to Bluff, a broken wreck, 

estranged by sickness from the ways of my wonted self, her mother induced her, against 

her judgment to come and see me. I ache with regret when I recall the heartless 
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indifference with which I met her; it was refined cruelty. [No cruelty is refined Uncle 

Albert, maybe polished, but I still love you as did she - Lyman De Platt.] 

 

It is a stern retribution which brings these things now before the sensitive memories of an 

old man, bidding him consider the willing hands, the big heart that was devoted in love 

without alloy to him, the great soul that has gone from this mortal world to return no 

more. 

 

True to her unfaltering purpose, for she was the soul of unfailing constancy to every 

pledge and obligation she ever assumed, she brought me proof that she had not been 

engaged to anybody nor in love with anybody but me, but nothing could move me from 

the coldness and unnatural indifference that my physical disorder had brought upon me 

[poor excuse for pride]. I was being brought down very low, and it made little difference 

to me ?whether school kept or not.@ 

 

All winter I took as little notice of her as I could, and undue notice of almost any other 

girl when she was looking. And all winter with her unfaltering faith in me, faith that I did 

not deserve, she looked and hoped for me to revert to my former self. She had 

opportunity to keep company with other boys who assured her there was not sense in her 

ever expecting to be in my favor again, but she gave them no encouragement. 

 

Towards spring I became dissatisfied with my way of doing. I wondered if there was a 

way to change, for I seemed to have become entangled in precedents from which I could 

not get out. I should have explained that when I reached the mission field, my father, who 

was presiding there, expressed his pleasure that I had come free from any cumbering 

influence of an engagement, and when, feeling duty-bound to do so, I told him that I was 

engaged, he hoped it would not interfere with my mission. Later on, when I had met the 

missionary from Cedar, I told my father in substance that the engagement had petered 

out. Now after having come home, I did not feel at liberty to renew the engagement 

without my father's approval, so I wrote asking his approval and asking what he would 

think in case I decided to and could renew it. 

 

I still hold and cherish the answer he sent me, but it left me to use my own judgment. I 

think if he had known me as Lell knew me, and as I was just beginning to know myself, 

he would have told me to use my own judgment if I had any to use. I think, too, if this 

story could be told from her point of view, and the situation pictured as she saw it, it 

would leave people wondering whether she had not sent her heart out after a bilk of a 

fool. 

 

My health improved somewhat as spring opened, and getting back in a degree to my 

former self, I decided that I had been wrong, that I loved her still, and must by all means 

win her again and make reparation for the sorrow I had caused her. I sent her a note 

asking for a date on which I could meet her. One of her sisters told her she would be a 

fool if she ever consented to make up with me, but she always knew what she wanted to 
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do, and she wanted more than anything else to have my love again as in the days before I 

went away. 

 

Her joy at my coming back, like the fool prodigal from his wanderings, and her whole-

souled forgiveness in words of tenderness and tears, excusing me and freeing me from 

blame in the part I had taken, should have brought me so fully awake that I could see the 

situation as it was and appreciate what she would mean to me. But - for I must find some 

kind of alibi - I was pretty badly shot from what I had gone through in the Old Country, 

and Doctor Harrington was telling me I could never make the grade. I was still not 

myself. I was disturbed and dissatisfied with the way my vaulting ambitions had crashed 

to earth, and I hesitated when I contemplated what marriage and a family would mean - a 

life of slavery and poverty for them instead of the schooling and the mental advancement 

on which I had set my proud heart. 

 

My father returned from Europe in July, and I wanted very much to have a heart-to-heart 

talk with him on the subject, but he was suffering with the disorder from which he was 

soon to die, and I hated to burden him with it. I did tell him that I had thought of getting 

married, and though he did not discourage it, he did not tell me what I wanted most of all 

to hear, and I waivered between love and ambition. 

 

Lell was working at a hotel in Moab, and I rode on a horse all the way to see her, taking 

five days for the trip, more than a hundred miles each way. It was brought home to me 

very forcibly that I loved her, and that love was very impelling, but something in me was 

fighting against it. As I told Wayne Redd when we were on the range, I had a pronounced 

dislike for the thought of going into debt and poverty and hard, killing work for a family 

instead of doing the big things that I had hoped and aspired to do. I seemed somehow to 

glimpse the future with its killing toil and want and burden of obligations as they have 

since come, and I lacked the nerve. 

 

While I was with Lell in Moab we had an understanding that she would come to 

Monticello to conference and I would meet her there. After that my father and I went on 

the Elk Mountain to make a fence across Butt Point, and when conference time came, he 

having been made president of the stake, had to be there, and it seemed wise for me to 

stay and keep the work going. Also he had to go north right soon for the operation from 

which he never recovered, and I was under obligation to stay with the fence. I stayed, and 

I must admit that in doing so I took a secret satisfaction in having an excuse for not 

meeting Lell. I fail to now recall my excuse, if I had any, for not sending her word. 

 

Lell rode on a horse sixty miles from Moab to Monticello to meet me, and was much 

disappointed that I was not there and no explanation, but because she was Lell, and 

because there was never to be a yellow streak in any of her life's activities, she rode her 

horse on fifty miles to Bluff, expecting by all means to find me there. When she heard 

that I was fifty miles away in the remote heart of the mountain, she felt a sickening touch 

of old heartbreak which she had suffered in waiting and longing for me while I was gone, 

and in hoping for me in vain after I returned. 
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It was not for lack of courage and faith that she did not ride on to Butt Point on the 

mountain to find me, but she had engaged to be back at her work at a certain time, and 

she rode all the 110 miles on that horse back to Moab, part of the way alone in a howling 

wilderness where nothing by the favors of Providence kept her from dangers which I 

shudder to contemplate. 

 

Oh, what, in the ?mysterious ways@ of a kind Providence was it trying to do for us in 

intensifying this heartache? She was suffering it alone now, but it was to react in later 

years on me with a compensating punishment to even the scale. I maintain that 

Providence was still acting for us in all wisdom and kindness, doing that which was to 

amplify and intensify our love that in due time it might become fixed against the ravages 

of change and disaster and sickness and death, never to waiver in its purpose again. It was 

a strange operation, but it was laying the foundation for Lell's love and constancy to be 

passed over in due time to me as far as I had capacity to receive it. It was to teach me the 

important lesson that the ambition for worldly achievement and worldly glory, is 

flickering and false, while true love and the impulse to perform the work weôre sent here 

to do, is the true impulse on which we may safely rely. 

 

We kept up our correspondence, she in all constancy and unfailing love, I in vassilating 

terms of alibis and evasions to vex and disgust any woman who was not fixed in her 

purpose as was Lell Perkins. 

 

She was fixed in her purpose not only to wait for me to come to my senses, whenever that 

should be, but to maintain her own honor and preserve her own virtue whatever the effect 

and however desperate the fight it might call for. On two occasions, while she was 

working in Moab, when brutes in the form of men tried to make her the victim of their 

fiendishness, she maintained her integrity in no uncertain terms, not only by her moral 

courage, but by her physical strength and indomitable resolution of the loftiest 

womanhood. 

 

Also, in Moab, she contracted diptheria, when she was helping in the care of some 

neglected children, and she suffered with the harmful effects of it all the rest of her life. 

 

When my father returned to Bluff from his terrible operation in Salt Lake City, I went 

often into his room hoping to talk my affairs over with him, but he was in such agony that 

I put it off till he felt better, but instead of his getting more easy, his torture increased, 

and when he died I was still in uncertainty, the victim of my capricious ambitions. I had 

set my heart on the big things I thought I could do with a thorough education, and the 

pathway of my love, however attractive, looked like the way to drudgery, poverty and 

failure. 

 

Just what unfortunate termination our affairs would have reached, even now, as a result 

of my conflicting ambitions, it is distressing to guess, but the Providence that had been 

shaping our destiny still took a kind hand in directing events around us. I was given a 

dream. It was very remarkable. It was more than a dream, and in it I came to an altar 
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where I understood I was to perform a very important ordinance. I was cherishing certain 

ideals and well defined purposes, and I carried with me a book in which I had carefully 

written many rules and ideals which to me were very choice. I seemed to understand 

perfectly well what the book contained, yet when the dream was over I could recall only 

one item, and that was written on the cover: ?Do not leave for your mother to do for you 

after you are gone anything that you can do for yourself while you are here.@ 

 

I was cherishing this book and its important outlines of my program when I came to this 

altar, but, and I do not know just why, instead of attending at once to the important 

ordinace, I sat down by the altar and then reclined and went to sleep. As I slept a 

messenger came with authority to awaken me and take me away. When he called me to 

go with him, I protested and told him I had come there to that altar for the essential 

ordinance, and I must do that before going on. He told me the time was past, and I must 

go with him. Very much against my desire, though he used no force that I could detect, I 

had to go with him. 

 

As we moved away into surroundings new and strange, it seemed to be my very heart 

would break within me; I felt so terrible at being taken away from that important thing 

that I was to have done. I was in agony with a great lump in my throat. I felt that if I 

could sob or shed tears it would keep something from breaking, some vital organ, but I 

could do neither. 

 

I was taken to my father and he congratulated me on being through, but I could say 

nothing, I simply looked at him in torture. He said, ?Son, why don't you rejoice that there 

is no further question about the safety of what you have gained on earth?@ 

 

With a choking sob and breaking completely down with grief I answered, ?Pa, I'm not 

married.@ With that I awakened, and lay shaking with sobs for some time before I 

realized what had happened. Even then I had not talked it over with my father as I would 

so much [have wanted] to do; I had said things to him that I had not made clear, and he 

had said things I was not sure I understood. But Providence was very kind and I saw my 

father again; whether it was in a dream or some other way I do not know, but it was one 

of the most choice and unusual experiences of my life, and I talked my affairs over with 

him just as I had wanted so much to do before he went away. He gave his approval and 

his blessings on the proposition of my marriage to Lell, so that I had no further reason to 

hesitate about whether I should marry and whom I should marry. 

 

It was definitely settled so far as I was concerned, and now I was eager to ascertain 

whether her love was or could be the same after all my vassilating foolishness. I was 

eager to see her again and to assure her that the thrill of all that we had felt as we rode 

down Mustang Mesa had come to me again, and that I felt all the love that impelled me 

as we sat on the fallen cottonwood that February evening in the edge of the field. 

 

She was the same - she was always the same - the soul of constancy. I wanted to get 

married; so did she. I was destitute of means, I had no home to offer her, and nothing but 
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my invalid body with which to make the fight for the necessaries of life, but that made no 

change in her long-cherished hope, and now, after what had been impressed on me of the 

sacredness and importance of marriage, it made no difference to me. She was ready to 

follow me through poverty, disaster, flood, fire, and death. In the intensity, the anguish 

and humiliation though which our pathway led us the next thirty years, she never once 

waivered from the course of love and duty. She met the perils of motherhood and all the 

endless responsibility it entailed never once showing the white feather. 

 

Our marriage was to be solemnized in the Salt Lake Temple, 350 miles away, 140 of that 

distance to be traveled by team to the railroad at Thompson. We rode in a borrowed 

buggy, and I drove my wild buckskin, Baldy, and a stiff old gray we called Badger. My 

sister Mary went with us, and we took the better part of four days to reach Thompson. It 

was a most humble beginning, and there has never been anything at all imposing in our 

operations in the years since that time. 

 

We began keeping house in one of the rooms of my mother's log home, but I was riding 

much of the time after cattle at the L.C. Ranch, thirty miles away, and when Edward 

came with a pack outfit, Lell came with him, and we made our first independent home 

under a piñion pine with our tepee tent hung from one of its spreading limbs. And since 

she was there with me, and no need for me to be making the frequent trips to Bluff that I 

had been making before, I began with some farming and gardening operations. It was our 

ranch, for I had bought a sixth interest from Uncle Jody, whose family lived near us. 

 

More than being on our ranch, and in our own domicile, tepee though it was, we were in 

our world, our solitude, she and I, partaking freely of the joy of the first man and woman 

in the garden which God had given them. The same God had made this garden for us, but 

unlike Eden, it was already fully stocked with throrns and thistles, briers and rocks and 

serpents that rattled their tails at us instead of offering any forbidden fruit. 

 

In spite of our neighbors, the world was ours, for into our Garden of Eden there were no 

intruders. She rode with me after the cattle, and together we explored wondrous places of 

primeval remoteness, places that had little charm for me if I went there alone, but with 

her they were enchanted. It was the rapturous fulfillment of my dream as we lowered our 

lips to the water at Mustang Spring four years before. I looked at her and often thought, 

?How much the wife is dearer than the bride,@ what more blessed or how desirable gift 

could God have given me than this soul to complete my life, which, though I had not 

known it, was empty and desolate. But the years were to teach me how much the mother 

is dearer than the wife, for the essential of life is the promise of posterity, and ?the 

noblest work of woman is to bare the souls of men.@ 

 

We graduated from our tepee under the piñón to a more comodious residence made by 

stretching a canvas from the side of a leaning rock. It too was a holy place for it was our 

own. I was king and she was queen, love reigned there, and it was home. It would still be 

a delightful place if I could have her there with me. 
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From our home under the rock we were promoted after a while to the ownership of an old 

tent, ten by twelve feet in size, and when I got boards to board it up and, wondrous 

luxury, to put a floor in it, we pitched it among the rocks on the hillside, and with the old 

canvass and some boards and poles we made a kind of front annex which we used for a 

kitchen. The pack rats carried in all the filth they could find and stored it in our cupboard 

and in our dishes, but we loved and felt proud of our new home. 

 

And then, because we had a few interests there, and I had to go again into the Lake 

country for more of the cattle which I was gathering out, she volunteered to stay at the 

ranch and take care of our interests till I came back. Her staying there was to meet 

hardship and want from which anything but true love would have run away. 

 

We had wondered, and had begun to despair of our cherished hopes of parenthood, which 

was a bitter thought. After I had gone away it became known to her that our great hopes 

were to be realized, we were to have a child. She was eager at once that I should know it, 

and since she knew of some boys that were soon to leave Bluff and meet my outfit 

somewhere towards the Lake, she made a most strenuous effort to carry a letter out to the 

road near Alkali where the mail carrier could take it on and it could be sent to me. 

 

Her precious letter was delivered to me as I followed the herd up Castle Wash. I read it 

over and over with her dear image in my mind, trying to realize who she really was and 

what she meant to me. Yet my most generous emotions and imaginations as I rode behind 

that bawling herd were hardly a prelude to the revelation that awaited me. 

 

I worked on my mother's new stone house in the summer of 1903, and in the fall when it 

was finished we moved into one of the rooms for the winter. We were looking for and 

preparing for the great event, but so far as I was concerned, I knew about as little as a 

child or the gravity that awaited us. Before its stern realities were over, Lell was to be 

transfigured before me. 

 

Dear old Aunt Jody Wood with all her long experience in bringing babies into the world 

was working with all her might and skill, and praying with every breath. My own mother, 

Lell's mother, Aunt Mary Jones and everybody connected with it had lost hope - 

everybody but Lell. And in her agony and her invincible resolution she spoke sharply to 

them, contradicting their expressions of despair, and telling them to proceed. 

 

I had never seen such courage before - invincible, daring to face death itself with never a 

whimper or weakness. After long, long hours of anguish in which she was the bravest of 

all the company, behold she was a mother! Glory be to God and His Christ! Well might 

the inspired poet say, ?A mother is a mother still, the holiest thing alive!@ 

 

She was sacred in my eyes - her pale face and profusion of brown hair on the white 

pillow - she was as an angel from heaven. In the days and weeks that she was coming 

back from the edge of the grave and getting her strength again, I began to know what are 

the splendid loves and intuitions of motherhood, the glorious expressions of what had 
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been latent in her soul. It was the sacred feelings and emotions of this wondrous soul that 

I had been trifling with as a fool that makes bold to interfere where angels would fear to 

touch. I wanted to give her every assurance of word and deed that she had won; and she 

kept on winning every year while she stayed with me. 

 

We went back in the spring with our baby to the L.C. Ranch. Among the rocks and trees 

between those echoing cliffs, along the willow-fringed creek, and in the lonesome cry of 

the flocks of cedar birds that flew over our heads, there dwelt a king of enchantment that 

made the ranch a dream-world to me. And Lell was the secret of the charm, which fact 

was brought forcibly home to me when she made trips to Bluff and I was there without 

her. When she went, some inexplainable attraction of the landscape went with her, and if 

I were riding in the hills I hated to come back to camp, where her absence was 

particularly distressing. 

 

From that time forth she with her babies, her love, her resourceful plans and never-fading 

hope for better things, was the big feature of my life. The idols of education and fanciful 

achievement that I had worshipped so devotely, preferring them even to her, had lost their 

lure; she had eclipsed them till they seemed offensive in comparison. She was teaching 

me the big way, the prime purpose of life which can be taught by only a true woman, 

with the generous offer of her life. 

 

It became more and more of a wonder that she should give her love and life's devotion to 

me, trusting me unfalteringly to make the grade and to do the big thing which was owing 

as compensation for the trust she reposed in me, for the heartaches she had suffered for 

my sake. 

 

Oh, I think of it all now as a happy dream - the beaming face, the willing hands - and she 

had gone away to the wondrous unknown to await my coming, trusting still, as she 

trusted here that my final report will be acceptable, acceptable for me and for her; trusting 

that our cherished dreams may not fail at last of their fulfillment. 

 

We went in the spring of 1905 to [be] the first settlers at what was to be Blanding on 

White Mesa. We pitched our tent on the wild sagebrush prairie, the wide solitude, just she 

and I and our baby and Lell's little sister [Irene] who came along to help us. We hoped 

that people would come there to settle, but more than that we had each other, we had our 

love and our understanding even if no one else came. It was the splendid venture of 

which some far-seeing destiny gave me a wondrous glimpse at Mustang years before. 

 

Just we two and the little folks, without roads, without neighbors. It was a primitive and 

natural world all around us, for, beyond our humble little room and the narrow area 

around it from which we had grubbed the sagebrush, the primordial wilderness stretched 

away in all directions. In the little space which we had redeemed and in which we had 

made our beginning, vibrated some intangible but positive assurance of kingdoms and 

glories ahead, an assurance which became ever clearer as we met the years with their 

changes. 
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We live in types and figures of things to come; the great event is often foreshadowed by 

happenings of seemingly small importance, yet there is in them the solemn prediction of 

great things in the future. Our beginning on White Mesa was the forecast of another 

beginning we shall make; it was the sweet foretaste of splendid realities in a world of 

enduring permanence. Our being there alone with no social tempest to distract our 

attention laid the essential foundation for perfect understanding and joyous 

companionship. With my mind focused on her as about the only other person in my 

universe I could begin to see how infinitely much more she was to me than the 

allurements for which I had been miserably hesitating. I saw her meeting changes and 

difficulties, but they never showed her to disadvantage. 

 

In our beginnings on White Mesa, as in other important and difficult situations later on, I 

found that her intuitions were keener and more accurate than mine. She foresaw dangers 

ahead, and by some wonderful instinct she knew what I could not discern. 

 

When Dane was killed, for all that we had been trying for weeks to fortify against some 

impending disaster, the tragedy burst upon us like a crash from a clear sky. I was coming 

afoot from the field in the evening, and Sara met me among the cedars at the corner and 

said Dane had been very badly hurt. I could sense that a major tragedy had overtaken us 

and I hurried through the cow pasture and up the lane, picturing the anguish and panic I 

would find in our home. Sara said her mother had picked Dane up at the granery and 

carried him in her arms up the hill to the house, an exertion which might have left her 

prostrated with exhaustion. I thought, too, she would be wild with grief. 

 

When she met me at the door her face was pale with terror, but her features showed firm 

resolution and perfect control. Her left sleeve and her dress below it were splattered with 

blood where Dane's poor bedraggled scalp had dangled against her as she carried him. 

She took me to where she had laid him on the bed, and told me what she knew of the way 

it happened. She was not in any wild panic, she spoke clearly and evenly, though there 

was no mistake about the anguish she suffered. My very heart is moved as I recall how 

she bent over the bed with her blood-spattered dress, her mother love reaching with 

tenderness to caress the dear form of our mangled and unconscious little Dane. 

 

It is what we go through with men and women that makes them dear to us; it is what we 

see them endure; it is the unfaltering faith and courage and truth that we find in their 

hearts that binds us to them, makes us to feel their pain. It is that which inspires our 

choking emotions as we see them vanishing from our mortal sight; it is that which swells 

in deep longings in our throats as we try to contemplate them in their strange-far-away. 

 

* * * * * * * * * * * *  

 

This is August 28th, 1940; it is forty-two years ago today since Lell and I made that 

unforgetable ride down Mustang Mesa. These years have gone like a summer day - and 

she has gone - my father and mother have gone. Mead and Sara and Dane have come and 
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gone. Oh, the years, they teach me the painful sweets of love which I would never know 

but by living and suffering. 

 

* * * * * * * * * * * * *  

 

In some primeval court an immortal arrangement, made for a wise and glorious purpose, 

provided that Lell should take the part of Joseph to her mother's family. She agreed to the 

labors and tribulatons it would impose upon her, when she came into the world it had 

slipped her memory, and the various conditions she had agreed to meet came to her quite 

in the guise of accidents which just happened to be that way. And yet it came about 

unfailingly that whenever one of her mother's children was in trouble she happend to be 

there, or made it her business to get there as soon as possible, to minister to their comfort, 

nurse them back to health if they were to live, or to soothe their pain and smooth their 

pillows if they were to die. 

 

Her motherly solicitude and watchful care over them began when she was little more than 

a baby herself. She shouldered responsibility of caring for her little sisters as soon as her 

chubby hands could do for them anything they could not do for themselves. For years it 

was quite impossible to find her without one of her little sisters in her arms, and so far as 

I can tell, she was about as solicitous for their welfare as for her own children in later 

years. She watched over them through weary and sleepless nights, and seldom got away 

from her concern for their welfare. 

 

When her sister Sade was very near to death's door and passed through a terrifying 

ordeal, Lell was there to direct and assist, and give her services as one especially 

appointed. When Beatrice had a severe sick spell, Lell was right there as a matter of 

course. 

 

She did not realize she was going to Salt Lake to be the only one of her family with her 

brother Leonard while he suffered and died. She thought she was going to be with Casse 

in Bingham while Casse placed her life on the altar of motherhood, just as she was with 

her sisters and daughters in these perilous moments. Yet in Bingham Lell was near and 

ready for the time when it should come that her brother facing the stern realities, alone 

would want her to come. At his first call she went to him, and she stayed till he had 

fought it out to the last. And then, courageous purpose and wisdom, for the sake of what 

an autopsy might do for the good of some other sufferers, she consented for the doctors to 

make a post mortem examination of the body. Still further, for the sake of the increased 

power she might herself have to do good, she watched the dreadful performance. 

 

When her sister Alberta Bailey was threatened with pneumonia, Lell left Blanding at 

once. In the weeks that followed, though she came home on short visited, she stayed 

more and more closely with Alberta in Monticello, and when they took Alberta to a 

hospital in Cortez, Lell went with them, blizzards and wind and frost notwithstanding. In 

Cortez she kept faithful vigil till death closed the scene. 
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She was, of course, with me when I was operated on in Cortez, both when I was there 

having a bad appendix removed, and later when I was having a cancer out of my 

shoulder. She stood over me or sat by my bed with sympathy that wished it could bear the 

pain for me. 

 

With the children in their tonsilitis operations and every other ordeal they had to go 

through, she was unfailingly there. From that heart-rending crisis when Casse was born 

through the other fourteen occasions when she placed her life lovingly and gamely on the 

altar, her courage put mine to shame. 

 

When Guen was born, it looked like the last sacred tribute on the diadem of motherhood. 

She was overworked and worn out; we had been in sickness and tribulation, the whole 

family of us down at once with measels. She was of course right in the thickest of it all in 

February, and Guen was to be born in April. She was reduced to the point of exhaustion 

where anything but the firmest kind of resolution would have surrendered in despair. I 

was preparing to undergo a major operation, and was unable to render the assistance 

otherwise due from me, yet she carried on gamely, more concerned for my life than for 

her own. 

 

When Guen was born, a pitiable little under-nourished form, more dead than alive, I 

considered her doubtful prospects of life, and Lell with her powers spent almost beyond 

the point of recovery, and I wanted to cry as children cry when they pour out their grief 

and tears. My tears were ready again to fall as I recall it. 

 

But I had to leave her and go back to my school, and when school was out two weeks 

later she had not an idea but to go with me to Cortez, taking the little girl along lest some 

evil should befall her. She nursed little Guen through perilous days and nights when 

double pneumonia appeared to be beyond all control. After the operation I lost my job in 

school and had to be away from home, and Lell traveled back and forth with the little girl 

to the Moab hospital, sometimes arranging in the small hours of the night for 

transportation, and starting off on the road with doubtful prospects of beating death to the 

goal. 

 

It was an ordeal to break the constitution and the heart of an iron woman, but she plodded 

unfaggingly forward, though these things were eating like a cancer into her very vitals. In 

her determined efforts to bolster her failing body and carry on still, she studied her 

troubles and went from one doctor to another with little benefits. 

 

And after all she had suffered of exhaustion and pain, she had to begin with operations. I 

feel a positive sting of reproach right now as I recall that the first of these, a tonsil 

operation, she had to go through with not one of the family near. After all she had done 

for others, she had to go alone to the hospital, go through the ordeal and come away 

without one of us near her. I accompanied her to Moab for some dreadful things that 

made me shudder, but she met them with clenched teeth and never a murmur. 
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The wonderful assignment of duty that called her to the bedside of her sisters and 

Leonard, began calling to her to come to distant California to Vilate who had lain there 

helpless in a sanitarium a long time. I was forced unwillingly to recognize that it was her 

peculiar destiny that was calling her, but how, in our circumstances she was ever to get to 

California eight hundred or more miles away, I could not imagine. But it called more and 

more and, as I learned later, Vilate was praying with all her might for Lell to come - not 

for any one in general from the family, but for Lell. 

 

Lell had faith that in some way it would be possible for her to go; that being in the 

program as she firmly believed it was, an avenue would open. What was more, she 

believed that I was to go with her, and she inveigled me into a promise that I would go 

with her if she could find a way. I felt safe in making the promise, for even yet I had not 

learned how invincible her will, how unfailing her intuitions. 

 

Providence is amply able to execute all its purposes, and when I had bound myself to 

accept a way if it appeared: very much to my surprise and almost to my disappointment, a 

way appeared for both of us to go. Together we went to California - for us to have missed 

that trip would have been a major loss of immortal values. 

 

It was in the program not only that Lell should do for Vilate the services she had done for 

Alberta and Leonard, but I was to be along to appreciate the magnitude of that service, 

and to be converted to the further part she was to take in it, in spite of the terrible penalty 

it was to impose upon her. 

 

After we had returned to Utah, it was proposed that Lell go back to Palmdale and bring 

Vilate to San Juan in Utah. I could not go with her, she would have to go alone, and bring 

her sick sister all the way without anyone else's help. What would it mean for a woman 

reduced in health, as Lell was, and having a bad heart, to have the care all that way of a 

woman bedfast and helpless, even if she herself did not contract the dread tuberculosis 

with which Vilate way dying? 

 

I told her that trip would or might cost her her life. ?What if it does?@ she answered 

without flinching, ?I may not have much life left anyway. What is my life for? Is it the 

dearest thing in the world? Will it be any comfort to me to keep it a little longer by 

leaving Vilate to die there among strangers after all these eight long years she has 

waited?@ 

 

If I had not been myself to Palmdale and seen Vilate, and thus become more clearly 

acquainted than ever before with the reality and magnitude of Lell's mission and the 

splendid quality of her love, I would have objected. If I had not known that Vilate was 

praying for her to come, and that plans were in operation for bigger things than my 

mortal mind could conceive, I would have stood firmly in the way of her walking off into 

the maze of death that it appeared to me to be. But as I looked at her and contemplated 

the magnamnity of her heart, I reflected ?Greater love hath no man than this that he lay 
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down his life for his friend.@ So I sent her away with my blessings, though my heart 

ached as I thought of her making her long and dangerous journey alone. 

 

On her arrival again at Palmdale, Vilate told her in tears of gratitude how she had been 

praying that she would return, though such a thing seemed improbable, impossible. The 

evidence of a divine purpose in it all was too plain to mistake. Yet after Lell had brought 

Vilate back to Moab, and later to Monticello, it was plainly evident that this latest 

contribution of love was more than she could ever survive. It was just as I had feared, and 

after the excitement of Vilate's death, it was clear that it would be only a matter of time 

till Lell would follow her. 

 

Already she had discovered by living and doctoring in Salt Lake that the climate there 

was better for her, and since it gave some hope of improving, and the doctors were there, 

she spent the greater part of her time there while I hung for our living to the post office in 

Blanding. I wrote her a post card every day, besides the letter once or more often a week. 

 

I am thankful I expressed more appreciation to her for the part she was taking, than I can 

write here or anywhere else. I told her many time over how eager I was to conpensate to 

her for the heartaches I had caused her, how I valued her for her love, her good sense, her 

faith, her resourcefulness, her superiority as a woman and a Saint. 

 

As her prospects of life became less promising and we could see the end coming - 

coming, in spite of all we could do - we clung more and more to the intangible fabric of 

that other life, so near and yet so distant beyond the dark gulf, so real and yet so difficult 

to realize. We fortified ourselves with these assurances, we cherished every clue and 

clung to every source of hope, and they assumed wonderful realities as the end drew near. 

I hate to recall the story of her long suffering, and how she fought bravely the last years 

of her life for the rugged health she once enjoyed, trying every doctor and every 

treatment promising relief. She was away from me much of the last four years of her life, 

but instead of weaning me from her and innuring me to living alone, it served only like 

the ?absence which makes the heart grow fonder.@ 

 

I came twice in the last year to Salt Lake on urgent notice that she was in grave danger 

and might not live to see me, and when I came the second time in November, 1938, 

though she rallied somewhat from impending death, I could not find it in my soul to 

disregard her wish that I stay a while longer, and then a while longer again, instead of 

returning to the south as I had planned to do. It threw a cordon around me and held me 

whether or no. 

 

She wished me to send for the children, she wanted to see them again before she went, 

and they all came but Mark, who was in Great Britain on a mission. While she awaited 

the arrival of the children lying in a stupor so near to death that the doctor said she could 

not live till morning, she seemed to have some supernatural understanding of conditions, 

and she told us at midnight that they had arrived, even before we were able to detect it. 

 



 265 

In a sacred hush with tears and sobs we stood in a big family group around her bed while 

she talked slowly and in a low and impressive tone, addressing herself to each one of us 

individually, and then to all of us in general. The clearness of her understanding and the 

wisdom of the advice she gave to each one was very remarkable. Not one of us could 

refrain from tears, but she spoke in perfect composure, and said things we can never 

forget. 

 

We expected her to die as soon as she had finished her message, especially since the 

doctor had said it was impossible for her to live. But her message though it had been 

spoken in words, was not yet amplified and made forceful as it was yet to be made by 

what she was to do in the six months she was still to live. The purposes of Providence are 

more easily comprehended when viewed in retrospect. 

 

We wondered that she lived, and the doctor ventured no explanation. We hoped she 

might regain a reasonable degree of health again, but it looked quite impossible that she 

could be free from distress and able to get around with any comfort. Towards spring she 

was able to take a few steps. 

 

During the last five or six years of her life she had become intensely interested in 

genealogy and had made a great effort to gather records of her people. She figured it was 

an obligation resting on her, and she hoped to live long enought to carry it to a point from 

which others would take it up, and carry on what she had begun. 

 

[August 28, 1997: On this 99th anniversary of Uncle Albert and Aunt Lell's ride down 

Mustang Mesa, I have called Aunt Ellen and talked to her, and have typed all of the 

intervening material from that notice in Uncle Albert's writings. And I feel very close to 

Aunt Lell at this point even though I never knew her in life. The spirit of her commitment 

to genealogy spans the time between then and now, and convinces me of the continuity of 

life and purposes, joint purposes within and between the generations. Her sister, Aunt 

Gladys, bridged that gap for me between them, and showed me to what I had been born. 

 

This day marks the end of building an office on the back of our home, to be dedicated 

and consecrated to this glorious work. All the books, maps, films, fiche, and other 

materials are cataloged, in place, for the final run, however long it may be. The 

dedication of this holy spot is not too distant in the future, on October 24, 1997. More 

than anything else I must prepare myself for the occasion. And I want everything to be 

just right so that those who come to be with us, whether seen or unseen, will feel the 

sacredness of this place, and the great work that will be accomplished here, as the records 

and efforts of seven generations of ancestors' work for those who went before them 

comes together in a final, consecrated format, ready to be changed into a terrestrial state 

and carried into a Millennial era where it will be further refined and made Celestial. In 

this place many new works will be created, temple work will be prepared, histories 

compiled, documents preserved for eternities, and the lives of many great and noble 

people studied and summarized through the grace of God and through the power of the 

Spirit which this writing requires. ?And I command all men that they shall write the 
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things which I shall reveal unto them. And out of the books I will judge the world, every 

man according to his works, according to that which is written.@ (2nd Nephi 29:11) I 

invite those from the Spirit World to witness this writing and to accept our welcome into 

this special place whenever they feel the desire or need. And we covenant that we will 

never despoil it with unrighteousness. Lyman D. Platt 

 

As I prepare this final draft of the first volume of documents, we are now firmly in our 

other home and archive in New Harmony, where the fruition of lifeôs long desires to 

preserve the familyôs long history are being realized, as this fourth volume of the Platt 

Family Records Center is being edited and printed on this 18
th
 day of October 2008. The 

original records, photographs, books, etc. are steadily being prepared for turning over to 

the Southern Utah Universityôs Special Collections. Copies are being made as noted 

earlier for saving at other places. Lyman D. Platt] 

 

* * * * * * * * * * * *  

The years have taught me that it is only with our more mature thought that we can 

appreciate the greater values. In our shallowness we are wild with desire for things that 

are of doubtful and fleeting worth. The prize of faith and virtue and honor look like drab 

and common place things, but later we learn to prize them above the glittering mass of 

trivialities. If our understanding is ever matured, we will love God and desire above all 

else to merit his favor. 

 

In spirte of all the wholesome ideals held up before me in my childhood, and in spite of 

all the positive inspiration that was drawing me patiently towards my proper destiny, I 

cherished in my young manhood some most extravagant fancies. The sight of a beautiful 

girl sent me wild - the very ground on which she walked became enchanted. If along with 

her beauty she had education and culture, music or art, she was nothing short of 

wonderful. I was so easily captivated by this combination of allurement, that when I 

began to meet women and girls with the magic power to speak pure English, to talk from 

experience about world-famous places and persons, able to discuss matters of ancient and 

modern history, able to produce bewitching music and specimens of fine art; the girls 

from back in the sagebrush seemed very tame and common place. 

 

Lell could neither speak nor write correct English, and she knew little or nothing about 

history, art and literature. She spoke and wrote in artless sincerity of purpose; but me - I 

was piling up the agony with a perfect diarrhea of words like a great swelling bubble 

soon to burst with the hot air of its own egotism. Oh the piteous folly of assuming to 

know so much, and getting all puffed up in pride! 

 

When Lell's honest letters came to me in England, I had the meanness to see in them the 

errors in spelling, the mistakes in language, the faults in form and diction, and the general 

evidence that her main schooling had been on the dairy, in the care of the sick and 

dependent, and the toil and drudgery that had tied her down from infancy. 

 




