








miles down Sioux St. Marie River across Lake Huron into the Georgian Bay.
From there they drove to Niagara Falls and crossed into New York. They
toured the Eastman Kodak plant at Rochester, New York and from there they
went to Palmyra. They witnessed the Hill Cumorah pageant. They also saw
the home of the Prophet Joseph Smith, the Sacred Grove, Carthage Jail,
then on to Kirtland, Ohio and viewed the Kirtland Temple. Then to the
historic City of Nauvoo, Illinois and from there the return home across
Iowa, Nebraska, Wyoming and back home in Idaho. Their return trip covered
the same route as near as possible, that his (Dad's) Mother walked as a
young girl.

Now, as if he did not have enough to do, he decided to build a new home
down on the creek at the northwest corner of his property.

December 22, 1959 was a happy day to remember for Dad and Mother. They
celebrated their golden wedding with cake, gifts and the whole bit. It
was a sacred happy time for them. Children and grandchildren were all
there to show their love and respect.

Dad and Mother spent many a happy hour together, planning, building and
painting. My Mother loved this sort of work and was always contented when
fixing her home. Mother fell ill during the summer of 1961 and was taken
to Logan, Utah for gall bladder surgery. Dad was called upon to meet the
hardest challenge in his life. Mother passed back into the presence of
her Heavenly Father September 12, 1961, and Dad was left to face the years
ahead without her.

Sad, yes, but our knowledge of the hereafter and the fact that" death is
only a temporary separation makes things a little easier. Dad spends his
winters in California with LaVerne and Bonnie and his summers in
Georgetown. He travels by car or jet. Somewhat different from the horse
and buggy days. He has spent a good deal of the summer of 1966 with us.
What a joy to see our 15 and 13 year old sons, their Father, and
Grandfather bent over some project or other.

"Success is measured in terms of preparedness for eternity."

This is my Father July, 1966

Another footnote. My brother Richard died suddenly of a cerebral
hemorrhage February 5, 1961. He left two children, Richard and Sherrie.
Their Mother, Irene, had died of a heart attack several years before.

Dad has lived with us since 1966. This is good, as our children and
grandchildren have had a chance to really know their grandpa.

February 5, 1980 - Dad says the years from 1966 have been uneventful but I
feel these stories are worth recording. Yesterday Dad said, "You know
what, I'. hungry." They were music to my ears, as he has been quite ill
since Christmas with flue and pneumonia.
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Back in the days when cars had tops that would fold down (not convertibles
as we know them now, but the whole car) we were on our way home from
conference in Montpelier when a car challenged Dad to a race. He never
missed a challenge, but this time ignored it because Grandpa Hayes was
riding with us. As the other car passed, Grandpa Hayes said, "Joseph, are
you going to let them get away with that?" This was all Dad needed. I
can still see Grandpa Hayes kneeling on the back seat waving as we passed
that car. His long gray beard was sort of waving too.

Mother and Dad used to scuffle, but Dad usually got the best of it, as
Mother was tiny. The only way she could handle Dad was to get to his ribs
and he was helpless.

One time Mom threw a beach ball at Dad, he ducked and it went through the
window. "Jo, it's your fault. You shouldn't have ducked."

Another time when my sister Marilyn was a baby (before indoor plumbing)
Dad started up the stairs. "Jo, get the baby or she will fall." Dad
didn't, baby did, down the stairs into the pot at the foot of the stairs.
Mother was angry to put it mildly. Dad left the house in a hurry. I
don't remember, but I have an idea he stayed away long enough for Mother
to cool off and for us all to clean up the mess.

October 4, 1981

The end of a perfect day. It's 10:30 p.m. now and everyone has gone home
but Roland and Marge. Dad is in his bedroom, tired, but happy and one can
see by the list of names we had a houseful. Dad signed his name tonight
October 4, 1981

June 26, 1985

So much has happened since October 4, 1981. I cried when I saw Dad's
beautiful signature.

One year ago yesterday Dad was reunited with his sweetheart after nearly a
quarter of a century away from her. He was with Mary and Jim, as I was at
lucretia's, recovering from major surgery. Vaun and lou took me down to
see Dad on June 24. I was in a wheelchair, but grateful to be alive. Dad
knew me and said, "Well, for gosh sakes." Jerry was there and after we
left, Dad asked for the missionaries. The next day about noon Mary called
and told us he had gone to sleep. I'll always be grateful he was where he
was so loved, when I was unable to care for him. There were only three
days that he was unable to get out of bed. He would have been one hundred
years old had he lived till his birthday.
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