






SUPPLEMENT TO HISTORY OF HANNAH HEPWORTH

by Ruth Balmforth Ellis

My first recollection of Hannah Hepworth was when I was about
three or four years old. She came with Grandpa Balmforth to see
us several times when we lived in Salt Lake City, and then when we
moved to Idaho they came to see us there. It wasn't until many
years later that I found out that Hannah Hepworth was my
Grandfather Balmforth's second wife. On one visit I remember
Grandfather had the gout and his foot was bandaged up as big as
his head. Grandmother Hannah was very solicitious about him.

After grandfather died, Grandma Hannah came to live with us
when we lived at Clark, Jefferson, Idaho.

It is in my memory that Grandmother slept with me. Our
family was large and we were crowded, but we enjoyed having her
live with us. She was short and plump with a very pleasant
personality. She stayed with us all of one summer and then left
and went back to Salt Lake. Soon after this, my Dad's brother
Joseph's wife died and Grandma came back to care for this family
for a time.

Grandma was very industrious and liked things kept neat and
clean and in their places.

She was so English and talked with the English brogue. We
often as children snickered because of the way she talked and
Grandpa would scold us by saying, "Laugh, you young pups."

It is also in my memory about Grandma Hannah's mother Mary
Hirst. After her husband died and her children were gone she came
to live with Grandma and Grandpa. I remember she was bedridden
for some time. Grandpa also married her as she was living in the
same house and this was considered proper.

I realize now Grandma must have been a very patient and
loving person to have raised her family in these conditions.
Grandma Hannah had three chi ldren before she came to AIDer ica.
Mary Ann died soon after birth in England. Amy, Ann, and Emily
came to America with her. Some two or three months after Hannah
arrived in Salt Lake, Ezra was born December 31, 1869. It was
after this that Hannah Hepworth marr ied my Grandfather June 3,
1870. This was his second marriage, as his first wife, Martha
Lumb, died in England. Ezra died February 13, 1870.

He had established a general store in Salt Lake City. His
home and the store were adjacent to each other. I remember this
store and the pickle barrel that sat in the corner. It was at
this pickle barrel I got my hands slapped when I tr ied to reach
for a pickle.

I had a great deal of respect for my grandmother, Hannah
Hepworth Balmforth. It is with fond memories that I recall these
few remembrances.
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information about her and her husband, Charles

Verna Watson Owens, a granddaughter, writes:

Grandmother was about 65 years old the last time she came to
stay with us. She arrived with her very few possessions and had
probably walked from where she last stayed---at ei ther daughter
Mary's or Libby's, a long, healthy walk.

Grandma came to care for Nellie and me. Nellie had scarlet
fever in one room, and I had chicken-pox in another. She also
helped in the feeding of Dad (Hugh Pat Watson) and Clarence (her
brother) during that time.

This seemed to be the pattern of Grandmother's life after her
husband, Charles Balmforth, died in 1904, going from one fo her
children to another, helping where she could. One time when she
stayed with us, she and my mother (Hannah) had a
misunderstanding, so Grandma decided to leave. She picked up her
belonginngs and walked to Aunt Nattie's---a walk of fourteen city
blocks (more than two miles). NOw, that's some hike, so she must
have been strong.

One of our favorite things that she liked to cook when she
was at our home was "pobbies"---bread, milk, and a Ii ttle sugar,
as I remember. This kind of cooking says to me that she was not a
pretentious person---nothing uppity.

The way my dad would tease the dear, old soul was nothing
short of dangerous. Many nights she sat at the ki tchen table,
usually after supper, idly making folds in the corner of the table
cloth, and eventually nodding off to sleep. At this point, Dad
would get a tin pie plate, work close to her, and then bang on the
pie plate several times with his hand. It would scare her half
out of her skin. She'd awaken abruptly and speak sharply, "I'll
scald you, Pat Watson!" This would come in a dialect that left no
doubt that she came from England. I'm sure she was threatening
him with the very worst kind of punishment she knew. However, Dad
loved her dearly and she was welcome any time she needed to be
with us.

I remember the day she died. She was with Aunt Libby in an
upstairs bedroom. Mother had been called during the night, and she
was there when she died. I also remember seeing grandmother and
Aunt Libby's after she was prepared for burial. I felt unafraid
(probably because I loved her) and walked up to the coffin and
brushed her forehead.

NOw a little about Grandfather, Charles Balmforth.

He probably was of a "higher" class than Grandma. Maybe not
the "gentleman" class, but "upper" class. I base this on a
description presented to me. Grandpa would very probably walk to
the Salt Lake tabernacle with Grandma on his arm. He'd be nicely
dressed in his velvet vest with his gold watch and fob very much
in evidence.

I also assume from what I've heard that he wasn't an
especially good businessman. In addi tion to all his property on
First West, he owned property in Mill Creek, some near the
University of Utah, some on Main Street between Second and Third
South, and some in El Dorado, wherever that is---somewhere west of
Salt Lake City, I understand.


