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     I was born in Star Valley, Wyoming. Four of us children were born in Star Valley, Wyoming.  When my Dad was younger he had two ranches and a freight line over there in Star Valley.  He hauled cheese from the cheese factory down through the valley and all through Bear Lake and all through there.  When we had the first depression he lost everything, including the two ranches and the freight line.  

 

     And your Grandmother was a “rich” women, Grandma Webster.  She lost everything too except that motel she had on Bear Lake, it’s the only thing she kept.  She had to go back to work.  

 

     When we lost everything we had to move, they kicked us out.  We moved to Ririe Idaho where Dad worked on a farm. I had two brothers, Donald and Junior, who were born in Idaho Falls, which made six children.  After the last two children were born making a total of eight, we moved to Idaho Falls and stayed in town.

 

     Dad worked for Roger Brothers Seed House for 30 years and so did one of my brother’s Albert.  My mother left my dad and eight of us children; two of them were so young that we couldn’t get them into school.  My sister Margaret took two of them and we found out where my mother was so she took them to her.  My mother was in Rock Springs, Wyoming.

 

     Margaret stayed with my mother for one year and I don’t know what happened, she came back home and worked for a lady up in Saint Anthony Idaho, she stayed with her.  That just left me to raise my brother’s I was just nine years old, Mrs. Kelso was always after my Dad to take us kids away from him so we moved from Idaho Falls up to Butte Montana.   We had some relations up there.  Sam Self and his family was up there, that was my Dad’s Sister’s husband.  My Dad’s sister died when she was younger, she left five children for Sam to raise.  

 

     It was really nice I went to school there in the third grade, we stayed about eight months.  Then they were after Dad again, maybe they didn’t clothe us right or do something I did not know what it was.  Dad moved us to Lavon Montana and the only people there are the Mexican people that worked on the railroad.  That was the only way you had of getting in and out of there was by rail, and there was only one ranch the Hand Ranch.  My brother went to work for Mr. Hand and I went to work in the commissary only being nine years old and also took care of my brothers.  We lived in a cabin up on a hill, and that place was so bad with rattlesnakes you could hear them under the house at night rattling.  

     So I had to be real careful and make my brothers walk down the middle of the road so they wouldn’t get bit.  We were there for about four months, but in the mean time while we were there the Big Hole river flooded and washed out the railroad trestle.  

     We were stranded there, no way of getting in or out.  So they hurried up and put in a make shift railroad trestle they could get supplies.  So when they got it done they put me on a train to Melrose Montana, which was the town closest to it to buy supplies.  They made a list I went to Melrose got the supplies they loaded the supplies in and everything and took me back.  We stayed there till school started, because they didn’t have a school there and Dad had to get us into school, so we moved to Rigby Idaho.  I was in the fourth grade up there, so when I got out of school we moved back to town here.  I have lived at the current address for 42 years.

 

     Anyway they passed me up there in Rigby from the forth to the sixth grade, because they said I knew everything they was doing in the fourth grade, so much further advanced in Montana than they are here in Idaho.  So, I came back and went to the old Riverside School here, I didn’t live with my Dad completely through the full year I stayed with Mrs. Nelson, the boys and I stayed with her.  

 

     Eventually Dad bought a place, just a small place on Gladstone Street and we moved there.  It was so rough with us kids because he didn’t have the money. They didn’t make much money there but a dollar was a dollar.  He had a hard time an awful hard time we stayed there and we eventually moved up here on the golf course.  Your Grandfather put the first nine holes in on the golf course.  We didn’t have any water up here only the ditch water, well the creek, that’s the only water we had.  Our drinking water we had to go down, well the place is still standing over here, it was a farm, and it was all farmland.  We would go down and the boys would pack the water in those galvanized cans about that high, pack two or three of them up here so we could have water.  

 

     We used ditch water to bathe in or creek water or what ever you want to call it.  By that time I was fourteen years old when we first moved up here.  The guys that made that golf course were the rich guys in town, you know the doctors and lawyers and butchers and everything else, and you know they were the businessmen.   When the city took it over, by then, my Dad was old enough to draw his retirement.  He bought a place on Garfield Street when we got out of there; I lived down there for thirteen years.  My Dad, that’s where he was when he died.  So he left the property to me, well he gave me the property.  Signed it over to me, neither one of the houses are standing.   They are all business now down there on Garfield Street there’s nothing left there.  

     There are a few houses on the upper end but not where we were, that’s when I moved up here.

 

     Of course in the meantime that’s when I had all my kids too.  I lost my boy, when he was five years old, the oldest boy Eddie he was five when he died.  It was rough and I thought I wasn’t going to have any more and I didn’t have another till I was twenty-six and I had seven of them.  That goes to show you now, to do your own thinking, but they are all good kids every one of them.  But from the time they were old enough, my oldest boy who lives here, Doug, he was only nine years old when he went over to the stockyards and worked.  My children have always worked.  I am so proud of them.  None have ever been in trouble. 

     Roger went out on a farm, and there wasn’t anything that boy, when he got through, couldn’t drive, he was only twelve years old.  Then he came in went to work for Stoddard Ford.  Then my other boy he worked down at the cafe with me at Lebaron’s, I worked there for twenty-five years.  Judy was only fourteen when she went down there to work to, and Carol stayed home here with the kids, done the cooking and seen that they got off to school along with going to school herself.  My three oldest boys joined the Air Force when they graduated from high school.  Steven made it a career, staying in for twenty-four years.

 

    We opened our own restaurant by highway 20.  It’s a gas station, a convenience store, a restaurant, and everything now.  But what happened, they built a big lake there to test their boats, well they did think not about it, but that water seeped into everything and ruined everything in this restaurant even our soft drinks that was full of dirt.  So we closed that one up and there was one out here “Bairs” that was out on the old north highway and we went in there and opened it up.  This one here right next to the Elk Lodge used to be a restaurant in there and I was one of the first cooks in there so I been around along time.  That’s why I don’t do any cooking.  

 

    Well, I told the kids last year, every year I made between thirty to thirty six pies at Christmas time.  I have made them pies ever since I was nine years old, told them last year, enjoy, because I’m not making them any more.  Because my hands are real bad, my neck is wore out so it affects my hands.  I can’t even thread a needle. I have to have my daughter do it for me.  

 

    But I don’t know, we didn’t have much of a life.  We didn’t really; we had no mother to do anything for us or anything and my dad done the best he could.  Dad worked on the railroad before he married my Mother; well I think he started real young.  I don’t know too much about his Dad, I don’t think his Dad stayed at the house very much.  But I know my Great Grandfather, Simon Baker he came from Nauvoo Illinois you know that, you read that book.  But, he came across the plains to Salt Lake City with five wives.  So you can see why we are all scattered all over the United States.  

 

     My Dad said “I was born thirty years too late, one was all I could stand.” He never did marry after him and my mother divorced.  My Dad wasn’t much of a talker; he just wasn’t much of a talker.  I found a lot of things out through my mother and through my Grandma Webster.  

 

     We used to go down every summer to Grandma Webster’s and spend two or three weeks with her, that’s where I learned how to cook.  She was one of the greatest cooks that ever was.  Oh yeah, Grandma Webster was a wonderful cook.  And everyday while I was there, my Great Grandmother, Grandma Clegg had a little tiny metal cup with a lid on it.   She would have me go up to the saloon and get that full of beer for her.  She lived to be right close to one hundred years old before she died.  The picture I got of her, she’s old.  I couldn’t have been more that five years old, I would take that tiny thing full of beer back to her and that’s all she drank.  I think that’s why she lived so long.  What a wonderful lady she was.   Her husband and her came from England.  He worked in the mines.  I never did know him since he passed away before I went to Rock Springs.

 

       I never did learn were the Clegg’s came from in England, my Grandmother Webster was not much of a talker, see she was married three times, Grandma Webster was.  Fred Ford, Patrick Taggart, & Samuel Webster. She first was married to Fred Ford. Then she was married to my mother’s Dad, Patrick Taggart, that’s where the Irish and the Indian comes from through the Taggart side.  The Taggart’s are from Star Valley Wyoming, there’s a whole bunch of them over there.  The Taggart’s were half Irish and half Indian, that’s why your Grandmother looks so much like an Indian.  

 

      I’ve got a Daughter that looks a lot like an Indian, Carol when she was born at the hospital why they called her the little papoose.  She had hair clear down her back, I have never seen a baby that had as much hair as she had.  She had coal black hair and if she’d let it go like she should had done it would be grey and black both.  

 

     I have a red headed Great Granddaughter, she said “Grandma, where does the red hair come from.”  I said well it must have been from the Irish, because I said your Grandmother, I had red hair it’s just about the color of hers now. Every year mine gets darker I don’t know why, I don’t have very much gray just right in here. 

 

    When I spent time with Grandma Webster, Grandpa Webster was dead that was her last husband.  I never got to see any of Grandma Webster’s husbands.  

 

     One reason your Dad never talked to his father is that he wasn’t raised with us kids that’s the reason.  We never saw your Dad because we moved around so much.  Your Dad and Junior rode up here on bikes and they stayed with me down there on Garfield Street.  

     They rode clear from Salt Lake City up here to Idaho Falls.  You know Fred Weber was mean to them boys, your Dad, you know the scar that he had, he pushed him down the stairs; that what happened.  Anyway they stayed up here and your Dad stayed with Albert and worked on the farm and Junior we took him back to Salt Lake so he could finish his school.  

 

     My Dad was not a talking person here very seldom talked to any of us kids.  I make up for lost time though; my Dad was not a person to talk if he had anything to say he would say it and that’s it. We were raised around somebody that didn’t talk much, I never known of him to put his arm around any of us kids.  He wasn’t an affectionate person at all, he was good to us and seen to it that we had food and our clothes were not very many.  But, we had enough to cover up and that’s about it.  He must of thought quite a bit of us because he kept moving around to keep us together.  He was not a talkative person but, because I think he was on his own for so many years, I think that was one reason why.   You know he only married once, he said, “once was enough.”

 

     When we were kids, the boys fell and got hurt they always came to me because I was there to love them and help them they never went to their Dad.  And Albert was a great deal the same way, he didn’t talk much.  He was mean to them younger boys until he found out I had a good arm and could sling anything I had in my hand.  He mellowed out after he found out he couldn’t be a bully to them.   So I got my mind out, it didn’t matter what I had in my hand, if he was after them boys.  You know in them days we didn’t have electric irons or anything, we had them flat irons that you put on the stove to heat to iron your clothes.  So one day he was after one of the boys and I had one of them irons in my hand and I threw it at him.  He went through the door just as that iron hit the door, I was very protective of my brothers, very much so because they didn’t have anybody else.  Nobody bullied them because they had old red head.  But my Dad he didn’t get after him or anything, no.

 

     I don’t remember my Dad ever putting his arm around my brothers or me, he wasn’t an affectionate man.  Maybe that’s why my mother left him; well she had one child after another I guess she got tired of having kids.  Well, she didn’t marry anyone any better when she married old Fred; he was mean to your Dad and Junior.  

 

     When Fred came up here one time he went out and had a few drinks with my husband it was either Christmas or New Years, I think it was New Years.  He fell and cracked his head, and you know he changed completely he even joined the church.  You know he was Catholic, but he joined the LDS Church for he died.  And he changed completely when he fell, maybe I should have got something and hit him in the head before that. Then he wouldn’t have been so mean to your Dad and Junior, but they would come up and spend the summer with us. They were always welcome up here the two of them.  

 

     I said, “Dad always thought a lot of you.”  And Aunt Lil said, “Well we got along famously, a couple of ding dongs.”  I felt so sorry for those boys, he was mean to them, I think that’s why Junior went into the service and stayed in there so long and Don too.  The minute they got out of school they both went in, but my boys done the same thing though all three of them went into the Air Force.

But, my fourth boy couldn’t get in because his knees were so bad.  Poor kid, I felt sorry for him he wanted to go so bad.  Now, I got a whole bunch of Great Grand Kids that’s going to be ready to go in the service.  One of them I don’t know you would have to get him by the head of the hair and drag him in if he goes.

     All my family joined the LDS Church, my kid’s were blessed into the church and were baptized when they were old enough, every one of them.  We don’t go to church a lot, yet I know practically everyone in the church that goes over our ward, because I have lived here for so many years.  I don’t know, I think people, if you live right, why what the heck.  When I was kid I went to every church in town to see which one I liked the best.  I didn’t like the Holly Rollers they scared me to death, but I went to the Catholic, the Presbyterian, and all of them.  

     Well I didn’t have nothing else to do, as kids, we didn’t have no money to do anything, that was when I found time to do it because I had to cook for them and everything.  You take a nine year old kid now and put them to cooking and washing clothes over a wash board see how long they’d last, they wouldn’t even know the first thing about it.  That’s how old I was when my Mother left my Dad, I found the church for the rest of the boys.  They went to church but I don’t know, I figured when they got older, if they wanted to stay in, and do with what they wanted, it was up to them.  

 

     You can only go so far, my Dad never went to church, nope and all his people were Mormons.  They all settled there in Utah when they drove them out of Nauvoo.  My Dad was born in Mendon, Utah down in Cache Valley, Dad never went to church, I never known of him ever going to church. That’s why we had his funeral services at the mortuary.  I am going to be cremated, I have had my insurance for thirty years, I just drew it out and paid for my funeral services and everything so my kids won’t have to do it. 

     My one daughter Judy, she and her kid don’t have the money, if anything happened.  So there is one space on my lot I have just for her.  Because I am going to be buried on the foot of my boy’s grave he died in 1939, she’s the only one I worry about.  You know; the rest of them their married and doing real good and everything.  I buried my two brother’s Lyman and Lawrence neither one had a nickels worth of insurance.  I buried them; Lyman was cremated and put at the foot of Lawrence’s grave.  

 

     The only thing that I have requested the boys to do is to make a thing and put on it Baker and Hadley so people could find.  I bought the lot when my boy died in 1939.  I had to bury my mother-in-law, but my kids are not going to have to bury me, I’m not going to do it. I’ll get everything set up and everything’s is ready to go.  Mr. Coltrin on First Street I told him you can’t even spend your money till I die.  They put my Dad on these other people’s ground right next to mine, they thought they put him on mine but they didn’t so they gave these other people some more ground. 

 

     Our burial lot is out here in Rose Hill Cemetery in Idaho Falls.  I don’t want flowers or anything, my son can do the concrete work, He did it for my brother-in-law and his wife he made a beautiful one for them.  I think it’s smart to do something like that because people don’t know where to look.  

 

    I said “You were raised with some pretty good survival skills weren’t you.”  Aunt Lil said “Well pretty good, sometimes I thought I would go absolutely nuts trying to figure out each month how I was going to pay for this and that and everything else.  When we come up here Ed was sick all the time

I worked twelve to fourteen hours a day along with raising kids, I have worked since I was nine year old going to school and everything.  So I had to get stupid and decide to get married and started raising more kids.  

 

     I just graduated out of the eighth grade, back then most people were lucky to get through the eighth grade because when you go through two depressions it does something to you.  And I have lived through two of them, my boy was born in 1934 we were in a depression then.  It was rough you couldn’t even buy a job till Roosevelt got in and started the WPA, but they only made thirty dollars a month I would like to see people live on thirty dollars a month now.

 

     I used to go out and clean houses for fifty cents a day, and when I started at Lebaron’s I made a dollar an hour.  That’s what I made, a dollar an hour and we didn’t get no help we raised our own kids.  We never did get any help, it’s not like now people can go get help.  Back then there was no place to go, you couldn’t get help.  

 

     Out of the eight of us, there is only me and Lee left.  Lee was 83 yrs old on December 13th.  You know he’s the only one that’s got a birthday in December, as big as my family is; he’s the only one.  I have them all wrote down because I can’t remember well so I have to write them down.  My birthday is July 4th, I was born in 1915 so I’m heading for 88 yrs old. My son tells me “As damned ornery as you are mother, you will probably live longer than I will.”  I said, “I’m not ornery” he said, “Yes you are.” just to get my goat.

 

    I never had a doll or anything like that until my daughter gave me one, since then just see how many I’ve got.    

 

    But I don’t know, we didn’t have much of a life, not much to tell.

 

     I have 24 grandchildren, 36 great-grandchildren, and 7 great great grandchildren.  I feel like am blessed.

