Memories of my Mother
by I andon H. Frei

I'm going to start off this morning to try to record some of my memories of
mother. I recall the very first thing when I was about three years old, (I don't
know why, this incident stands out in my memory), but it must of been one of
the happiest times in my life. Mother and I lived with Grandpa Hafen. Then
we had a bedroom in the ground floor of the home, it seems that it was in the
northwest corner, and I slept in the cnb and mother slept in the bed. Dad was
on his mission and mother was there to take ca.re of Grandpa Hafen and Uncle
Orval and Uncle Max werq,still there in the home as young men. And I
remember distinctly the water barrels that we had to fiIl out of the ditch.
There was a grape arbor in the back of the home--quite a large grape arbor-that provided shade in the summertime, and we spent a lot of time out there
under that arbor. We had one barrel on the ground that we filled with water
for household use. One barrel that was hanging from the arbor was wrapped
in burlap that we filled for drinking water during the day. We wet the burlap
around the barrel and it kept the water cool for our drinking and that we had a
dipper that hung there. It must of been a happy time, because I remember the
feeling helping Uncle Max and Uncle Orval fiIl these barrels out of the ditch
in front of the home. We had an outside toilet just a little ways down from the
house on Em Tobler side ofthe fence. And below that Grandpa Hafen had a
barn that we had to milk cows and in the winter time some of the young cattle
that he fed, he fed there in that bam. Uncle Ern Tobler had a barn just over
the fence and down in the bottom of his lot Henry Graf had a bam on the
bottom of his lot where the new post office is now. And I remember Uncle
Max taking me on a lot of the times to feed down in the barn and how Uncle
Max and Uncle Orval used to tease me as a young man. I couldn't have been
over about 3 years old. This occasion stands out in my memory, and it seems
Grandpa Hafen had either an old organ or an old piano in their home. Mother
practiced at that time on her music. She was a talented musician. I don't
remember whether she took music lessons or whether she just played by ear,
but I do remember a lot of the people coming there to practice their songs for
church. She sang along with them as she played the piano.
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I guess I'd better preserve the "Bed-bug" story for posterity. This is the story
that was told to me by dad on one of our trips out to Pananca when he went
with me to help me round up the cattle out on the pasture. It seems that dad at
that time was going with mother and Aunt Elsie was going with Uncle Lee,
and Aunt Orilla was a Woods (she lived out to Barkley, Nevada) and she had
some in here and stayed to go to school one winter. And they became great
friends, Aunt Elsie and mother and Aunt Orilla. And Aunt Orilla was
attached to Uncle Arthur at that time. And dad was peddling in a wagon and
Aunt Elise and mother decided they would ride to Modena with dad and with
his peddling as he went on to Delimore and Pioche to peddle the produce and
take the train from Modena down to stay a night or two with Aunt Orilla while
dad was finishing his peddling the fruit. At that time, Modena was a major
stop for the trains. They loaded their cattle out of there and all the materials
that came to St. George in the line of lumber and implements were unloaded
at Modena so the train stopped there and mother and aryrvay they got to
Modena (as dad tells the story), Aunt Elsie and mother took the train down to
Barkley to stay with Aunt Orilla, and dad was gone over to Alamo and Pioche
and Caliente and Pananca peddling the produce and he was gone a couple of
days of course and when he got back to Modena, the girls were waiting and
they were so happy to see dad, they had got down to Barkley and the old
Woods' home was an old log home built there in Barkley, lined with a plaster
of some sort, and I guess it was infested with bed bugs. Anyway, the girls had
quite and experience with their first experience with bed bugs and that old
home--a bed bug is a small bug that comes out at night and strikes (sucks)
blood from your body. Its sort of like a mosquito bite, but it itches and hurts a
lot and I guess they really had an experience with those bed bugs and down
there for two nights and dad says how happy they were to see him when he got
back from peddling his produce and picked them up there at Modena. I guess
they had some great experiences in those days. It took them a little better than
a day to come from Modena back down to Santa Clara with a team and
wagon.

I recall the Saturday night bath that we had in the home about the next thing
that I remember when we were young boys. It seemed like Saturday night was
the only time that we had to bathe during the week. And mother would put a

number 3 tub in the front room, we had a wood stove with a water jug on the
side that would heat the water, and we used a tea kettie; and we would fill the
#3 tub with water, and we'd take turns runnin' the boys through that tub.
Mother would take the tea kettle and get some water out of the water jug and
warm the water up from one boy to the other. It seemed like Howard, Shelby,
and Vic and I all bathed in the same water with just a little water poured in to
heat up. Those Salurday night baths, I'm sure, was in preparation for Sunday
the next day. And I remember times in the old church building, mother was
playing the piano for the church, and I'm not sure about the sequences here,
but dad was the Bishop. And mother was the organist and I remember that
most of the people that perf,ormed in church at that time came down to our
home to practice their songs with mother. Especially Amanda Graf spent a lot
of time with mother practicing when she had to sing in church and mother
was good with Amanda and spent a lot of time with her and helped her. She
was sort of handicapped, but she had a beautiful singing voice. I remember
the many times that people came there and practiced their songs for church. I
don't recall when we got the piano, but I know it was an early time in my life
because I can't ever remember mother not singing and practicing with that
piano in our home. It seemed like that was her main point of recreation. We
didn't have TV or anythingatthat time, and I know mother spent a lot of
time practicing the piano.

I'm sure all the boys recall how mother had to hide the pies and the

cakes that
she baked and the candy from us boys because we all seemed to inherit a
"sweet-tooth", either from the Frei side or the Hafen side. In addition to that,
mother was one of the most thrifty women that I know of. There wasn't
anything that went to waste around our home. Everything was either canned
or preserved or given away to somebody that needed it. I recall how I hated to
pick the peas. We had a garden out in the back of the house where Vic
gardens a little now, and dad always had a good garden. One of the early
items was the peas in the spnng and I used to recall how I used to have to help
mother pick those peas, but I'm sure that I acquired the taste that I have for
peas now from the wonderful peas that mother prepared at that time with her
butter and her milk.

To tell you a little about the lot there where we lived; we had an outside toilet
at that tirae down next to the Ether Stucki lot. And just below that , we had
our pig pen. And it was my duty and even some of the other boys as they
recalled, to take the waste from the house and take care ofthose pigs down at
the pig pen. A little later (I know this won't be in sequence), but a liule later,
I recall going in the rabbit business and building rabbit pens down in the very
bottom of the lot. And I got up to where I had about 150 rabbits and they got
such a nuisance that mother had to take care of them part of the time because I
neglected them. They got to be such a nuisance that they finally talked me out
ofthe rabbit business. But I had those rabbit pens down there for about two
years down in the bottom of the lot. I'm sure all the boys remember how
much fruit mother used to cbn to take care of this family and how well
flavored it was. I kid Wanda this very day that she never was as good a cook
as mother in some of the things that she makes. Don't compare with the way
mother used to prepare food for us boys.

I'll

record this instance in my life, I'm sure it isn't in order as things
happened, but I --it's one that I will never forget. Lou Lund was the mailman
that stopped there at the post office when mother would sort the mail out of
the bag and Lou would wait for her to sort the Santa Clara mail and put her
letters in and he would be on his way. Sometimes it would be 15 to 30
minutes before mother could get the mail sack sorted and take our mail out
and put the mail in that went on with Mr. Lund. Evidently one day, he
dropped a pack of Lucky Stripes out in front as he was waiting for mother to
sort the mail and lucky me, I picked em up and I decided I'd try smoking' and
I couldn't have been over about 14 years old. So I retired out to the old toilet
in the back of the lot and took some matches with me and went down there
and lit up one of those cigarettes. And evidently the odor of the smoke drifted
up to the house and mother sort of realized what was happening, and she
came to the toilet, and there I was a puffin' away on the smokes, and she
opened the door and caught me. And I recall that she grabbed me by the lobe
of the ear and marched me up to the house where she explained the situation
to dad and retrieved the rest of cigarettes that were in the pack. And I'll never
forget the scotch blessing that I got from the folks about the ills and evils of
cigarette smoking. And it was later in my life when I did take up smoking and

I attribute it to the company I kept in high school in St. George that one of the
boys there that was on the ball team used tobacco, and I thought it was smart
to start smoking so at about 19, I took up smoking--part-time smoking,
anlv/ay, before I went into it full time.
The next incident I remember is as a young man, I had to have my tonsils out.
I don't recall how old I was, but I must have beenjust ayoung boy, because I
remember the trip to St. George in an old white top buggy. Grandpa Jake Frei
had a buggy at that time, quite a sporty buggy, and it had a seat in the front
and a small bed in the back. And I recall leaving Santa Clara early in the
moming with a bed made i.n the back of the buggy and mother and dad in the
front taking me over to St."George to have my tonsils out. And it seemed like
we had to leave quite early and it was quite cool, I don't recall the time of the
year, but seemed like it was quite cool on that trip to St. George. And we
arrived over to the old McGregor clinic where they performed the surgery,
taking out the tonsils. At that time, they used ether to put you out while they
did the surgery, and I recall waking up on the way home and looking up at
mother and dad as they sat in the front seat in driving the wagon back and
how sick the jogging and the roughness of that bugry made me as I lay in the
back. And after we got home, how very sick I was and the love mother
showed me how she stayed with me and covered me and helped me get over
that tonsil operation. As I say, I don't know how old I was, but it was before
there were any automobiles, because I remember distinctly the old dirt road
that we had to take to go to St. George, the road led down what is now the old
Arrowhead trail right through where Dean Terry has his home, and across the
dry wash right there and through over in to St. George and it was about an
hour -hour and a half-to two hour trip at that time to go to St. George. I
don't recall for sure how many days it took me to get over those tonsils but I
remember how very sick I was for several days and how much time mother
had to spend with me to get me over that tonsillectomy.

I'd better fill in the details of my birth. As dad has told me, the details
and the suffering that mother went through to bring me into the world. Dad
was hired as a school teacher in Howell, Utah. And mother and dad moved
there in fall of 1916. Mother was pregnant with me and expected me to come
I

guess

into the world sometime during the winter. Dad took up his school teaching
chores in a small school there in Howell. And where he taught all the grades,
there was only j ust a lew students. On the morning of January the I 8th, it
started snowing in Howell and one of the worst snowstorms they had
experienced in years. And it snowed all day and in the early afternoon, they
decided to close the school down and the kids went home and dad came back
to the apartment they were renting there in Howell. And mother started with
labor pains--according to dad's account--early afternoon of January the I 8th.
And I guess the pains were severe, and it was her first child and they were a
young couple and away from home, and I can imagine the anxiety that they
had. Dad said it continued to snow and by dark that night, the fence tops were
completely covered. He estiinated there was a good 4 or 5 feet of snow . And
mother was having a difficult time with the labor pains, and they were coming
faster and more severe, and so they sent the people that they rented from there
into town about 10 miles away for a doctor. It seemed like that dad said the
doctor arrived about2 o'clock in the afternoon--in the morning of January the
19th. And mother and dad both were beside theirself because the pains were
so severe and she was having a difficult time. As I recall the story that he told
me, that finally about 2 o'clock in the aftemoon, January the 19th, 1916, I was
born into the world. I can imagine all the suffering and anxiety mother went
through being in labor from the aftemoon of the I 8th until the afternoon of the
19th. So I thought I'd better record this account ofmy birth as dad has told
me before I forget anymore of the details.
Dad and mother both were immaculate dressers. Dad was always neat and
mother was the same way. I remember how she like to ride horses and the
riding habits she had-how she bought this nice riding hat that she wore it
when she rode the horses. How beautiful and nice she looked in it. And that
I'm sure we get our thriftiness is from mother. She liked to buy things, but
she always waited for them to come on sale or where she could get a bargain
buy on them and she was thrifty that way and I'm sure that's carrying forth-I
notice with myself and with Vic and I'm sure with Howard, we practically
always wait for a sale before we buy the things that we want and whether I'm
sure we got that trait and habit from mother--it's carried forth into this day.
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I can't remember the details very clearly of when Howard was bom. I
remember the occasion when he was bom, he was bom in the home that we
live in now and all the boys, well all the family was bom in that home. At that
time, the doctor generally came to the home instead of the mother going to the
doctor. And there was a lot of midwife work that when on in those days.
Sometimes the baby was here before the doctor arrived. But as each one of
the boys came, it seems to me, but not very vivid my memory, but it seems to
me that they were all born there in the home that we have now. The home
was remodeled about the time that we had power and water come into town.
Before that, we had to carry all the water and mother washed the clothes by
hand. And I remember the old scrubbing boards outside about where the
garuge is now, under the slied where the garage is now that we had the
washroom, the scrubbing boards that she used to do the laundry with. When
the power and water came in, the house was remodeled and where the
bathroom is now, was mother's washroom. It was handy there for the post
office and she had done her washing, as I remember it there about in the
hallway where she went down to the post office from the bathroom. Also, at
that time, the back bedroom was built onto the house and before, it just
consisted of one bedroom, we call dad's bedroom and the washroom where
the bathroom is now and the one small bedroom that Vic and Gwendolp
utilize now. The other addition was built on to the house at about the time
that water and power came into Santa Clara. I remember that before that wall
was closed off where the fireplace is, we had an old pot-bellied stove that we
used for heat. And that was the only heat we had in the house, was that stove
it was just, as I remember, to the right of the fireplace, there was an archway
with a curtain that went into the new bedroom that we'd built on. And soon,
shortly after Wanda and I were married, we lived with dad and mother for
several months and utilized that back bedroom and the archway between it.
And I remember the pleasant nights and visits we had in the evening around
the old stove with the family. I think that Howard and Vic and Shelby were
all gone at that time, married and moved out of the home, but I remember the
time that Wanda and I spent there. How Wanda used to do mother's hair and
how nice she looked when she'd have her hair done.

Mother was a great rook player. She enjoyed playing rook and she belonged

to a club that met every month to play rook. They met in each others homes
and somc of the members were Vernon Worthen and his wife, Ken Cannon
and his wife, Uncle Lee and Aunt Elsie, and Art Paxman. There was quite a
group of them, and they entertained once a month and mother really enjoyed
those occasions playing rook, and she became a great rook player.

I remember how hard it was for her to send three of her sons to fight in the
Armed Services for our country. And how she looked forward to the letters
when they came from them. How she let us all in on the information on how
the boys were doing. Shelby and Howard were in Europe and Vic was in the
marines in the South Paciflc. And what a great worry it was for her for the
safety of her three boys. And I remember how sad she was when I received
my call to go to Fort Douglas in Salt Lake for my physical and how she
thought it was impossible for the Armed Services to call up all four of her
boys. I remember the physical in Salt Lake City and waiting for the call which
never did happen. Loretta was about ayear ard a half old and we were living
down to Grandpa Frei's old home at the time, and I remember the anxious
trips that mother made when it looked like I was going to be drafted into the
Armed Services.
Wanda was always a favorite of mother's because Wanda waved her hair and
took care of her hair and was really good to her. And I know all of the little
arguments and disagreements we had mother always took Wanda's side in
those little arguments until we got things straightened out. But Wanda spent a
lot of time with mother, especially after she was sick with her heart attack.
And I remember well her first heart attack how sick she was and how close to
death she came, and the doctor advised her to slow down and take it easy. But
mother just couldn't keep from working, she had to keep on going.

I recall the winter of '38 when the big snow came here in Santa Clara and it
snowed 18" here on the level here in Santa Clara and it tumed off real cold. It
got 15 below zero, and the daytime high's were 5 below. It stranded the cattle
and all the people in the livestock business were concemed about the cattle.
They spotted about 20 head ofcattle over on the south hills in back ofFeron
Leavitt's stack yard and out toward Stucki spring. If you could see them from

up on the bench where the road drops down offthere, we could see that they
were stranded out there in that snow. And there was a group of us decided
we'd try to break a trail into them and get those cattle out and bring them
home so that they could feed em. And it was terribly cold that moming that
we decided to go, and I remember there was E.R. Frei, Jr., and it seemed like
Uncie Rex was here, and I went with them. Then we wrapped our feet and
dressed warrn, as wann as we could dress, and put on healy socks and shoes
and we wrapped our feet in burlap sacks so that we could keep--protect us
from the cold and we took our horses and took tums breaking trail, trying to
break a trail into those cattle so we could get them out, feed them, and take
car of them. We weren't sqgcessful in getting over to them. The snow was
crusted the horses would break through, and they soon gave out on us. We
didn't even make it over to the cows and we tumed around and came back and
I remember distinctly that afternoon, sitting around the old stove there in
home and taking the burlap off my feet. And my feet were slightly frozen.
And how concerned mother was with the frost bite. My feet, how we put
them in cold water to try to thaw them out and she knew just about what to do.
It was lucky, I guess, that my feet weren't frozen any worse than they were.
They peeled some, in fact, some of the skin came new. But I remember how
mother treated my feet while we were still living there. And that's about the
last experience I remember when Wanda and lived with Grandpa and
Grandma. And a little later we moved down to the old home with Grandpa
Jake and Grandma Lena Frei, and it had two rooms in their home.

I

I don't recall much about Dorothy's birth, when she came, kind of blank in
my mind, but I remember when Phyllis was born. Mother was 42 years old.
And when Phyllis arrived, she came down with a sickness they called, "Milk
Leg". I don't know exactly what it is or why they call it "Milk Leg", but I
remember mother was awfully sick for about six months with that Milk Leg
and what a struggle she had bringing Phyllis into the world and how much
time Wanda spent up there with her and how good dad was with her dunng
that time when she suffered that Milk Leg when Phyllis was born.
I remember the high school dances, how mother rationed out the money to us
boys during our high school years. I don't remember what she allocated to

Vic and Shelby and Howard, but I know that we had a student body card and
when we wanted to go the dances, my allotment was anywhere from 25 to 35
cents to go to those dances. But we had great times. We usuaily went as a
group here from Santa Clara and one ofus would borrow a car or our folks
would take us over and come and get us. So it really wasn't like taking your
date out for a night on the town. We did have great times. And I remember
how I always wanted more money, but it was usually 25 or 35 cents.
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