




History ot lorenzo Balmf'orth, cont.

Their health was failing slowly but they kept busy,
Dad building things for his house, for each of us. He
liked to work with cedar and sometimes would drive
out on the lava beds west of Shelley and gather
large pieces with which to build. He made end tables and
a cedar chest which his granddaughter, Helen.Fielaing
Ashcraft has in her home. I have a little ~orch swing,
built for a 10 inch doll. I also have a replica of the
wagon he used to drive before he was married. It is
about 12 inches long with high wheels and a high seat
and a horse with a harness in front. He helped me with
many of my primary projects. He made the doors for
some cupboards I put in my kitchen. He took so much
pride in his yard and garden. He thoroughly enjoyed
working in the soil.

Dad has always worked hard and he has demanded
good honest hard work from us. When I look at some
today, I know how rich this part of our heritage is. We
are not afraid of work, of making things do, of finding a
way to accomplish that which we ShOUld. Although ne was
not a church going man, he left us rich in the knowledge
that are able to contribute our share of responsibility
wherever we are. Because he taught us to work long, we
have been protected from many evils. There just was
not time to indulge. If we stayed out too late, he
made sure we got up extra early the next morning.

Dad taught us the value of work and the necessity
of it. It was at Rigby that Sid and I learned to
pick potatoes and pile hay. We were eight and ten
years old at the time. For a special treat on a Sunday
afternoon, he would borrow Uncle Charles's white top
buggy and a team and take us for a ride. He has taken
us over the ferry which used to be the only way of
crossing the Snake River at Heise. One time he brought
us in the same white top to his sister'Amy's place in
Lincoln.

We thought all of Dad's family was pretty special.
His bro~hers and sisters were all so good looking and
warm and gracious. We loved each one of them. Aunt
Mary was special, so was Aunt Hannah, and Aunt Libby,
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and Aunt Mattie. We loved to go to Uncle Jack's and we loved
Aunt Nellie.

Because his sister Hannah was just older than he, he felt
close to her. We often went to see Aunt Hannah and continued ~to

go until she died and we loved being in her oresence ..
Dad loved his family, especially his grandchildren. His

services were not felt too macn oatside his home and family. The
last few years he took care of Madge, doing the cookina and the
housework when she was not able.

Dad liked to fish although he didn't get a chance very often.
Sometimes Sid would be able to take him fishina. He also liked to
go with Seymour Balmforth, his nephew. He enjoyed campinq and beim
out in the mountains. Mary's husband, Jim, was a special favorite
with Dad.

I find Dad also liked to play baseball. I was glad to find
that out. I had wondered what he did for fun:

About ten years before he died, Dad quit drinking. (which had
blossomed into quice a habit.) He was at once soiritually sweeter,
more charitable, more understandinq, 50 much nicer to be around.
He also quit smoking and I've heard him ask on more than one occai~
sian why he wasted so much health, time and money.

Because I lived closer to him than the other children, I was
rewarded with his friendship and his concern. I felt it was a very
special relationship and special privilege to garden with him,
exchange ideas, go places with him and Madge.

He had a little red Plymouth car the last 10 years of his life
that he just loved. He felt better in that car than anywhere else.
He could feel bad, and a ride in that car relaxed him. It was stiTI
sitting in his garage the day he died. I was with him and he
asked me about the car. He thought he might get a chance to drive
it again.

He passed away on the 20 October 1969, in the Blackfoot
Bingham Memorial Hospital, very quietly, after a stay there of
nine days. We thought at first that he was gettinq better, but it
was not to be. At the time of his death, he had 31 qrandchildren
and 35 great grandchildren. He is buried beside his first wife,
Eva, in the Hillcrest Cemetary in Shelley, Idaho.


