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I have four grandchildren and eleven great grandchildren, but don't get to

see them very often. They live too far away and everybody is busy. I have seven

step-children, three of them still living, and seventeen grandchildren. \\hen it

comes to the great and great-great grandchildren, I haven't kept up with the

count. I'm sure it's quite a number. I love them all, although I never see them.

- Eye Surgery -

A number of years ago I had a cataract removed from my right eye. I now

wear a contact lens. The left eye cataract isn't ready yet, so my eyes are not

working together properly. A friend of mine with bad eyes helped me to get a

slow-speaking record player from the library, so now I get records from the

Reader's Digest and others from the library. When I'm finished with the records

I can turn the card over to send them back. I receive the Ensign ~lagazine,

"
Relief Society lessons, and others which I keep. I have a tape recorder, so I can

buy tapes such as The Book of Mormon and single tapes and other enjoyable things.

This surely helps to pass the time with good things to hear.

It is a pleasure for me to step in to visit a friend or a shut-in, with a

plate of cookies or a glass of jelly or jam and to see their faces light up. I

surely miss my friends Sister Cisco and Grandma Mary Mackay.

The time moves on ..• and my thoughts go back and forth, being by myself so

much of the time. Roy and Bev have worked long and hard and have reached their

goals. His goal was to be district manager of the Reliance Insurance Company.

Bev has her TV programs besides giving lectures on nutrition and better home

management. Both of them travel much of the time. Their children are all married.

They have a lovely home in Cincinnati.

In December of 1982, Roy called and said, "We are sending you a plane ticket

so you can spend Christmas with us." I said, "That is so far away for me to come

alone. " tly friends told me it would be nice for me to go. Sister Colleen

Pinegar, the bishop's wife, took me to the airport to see me off. I.t was a beautiful

morning, but with a cold wind blowing. I had a seat next to the window going

both ways. I could see very well as we went up and up over the city and mountains.

There was a nice couple sitting by me. As the plane left the ground, the young

wife said, I want to go back," but it was too late. This was her first plane

trip.

I had to change planes at St. Louis. We left the plane outside, walked a
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short distance and up a ramp into the airport. I had no trouble finding where

to go, but had to wait awhile before boarding the next plane. They had a tire to

fix and luggage to load before we were on our way. The time zone was different

here and we had to move our watches two hours ahead. One could see lights by

looking out where cities and farms were as we flew over them. Finally the plane

started to circle to make a landing at the airport, which was on the Kentucky side

of the Ohio River. Everyone was to stay seated with belts buckled until the

plane stopped.

Roy, Bev, Heidi, Kim (Stephen's wife), and three children, Emily, Nathan, and

Christian were there when I came up the ramp with a coat on my arm and carrying a

small case and a handbag. I was glad to see them. Stephen had a meeting to attend,

so I'd see him at home.

We were soon ready for bed. It had been a long day. It was then that I had

the misfortune to lose my contact lens when I took it out. It fell somewhere and

we couldn't find it. I had to get along without it until I got home to call my

doctor.

Roy would go to work each morning before I was up and not get home until

-after dark. Bev had her work lined up for part of each day. One morning I went

with her and Heidi to see how it was done.

A large table was set out with all the things needed to make a casserole.

Bowls and other things were brought in, the lights and music were turned on.

Beverly went to work, telling how to cut and place everything as she put it in.

It was a colorful, beautiful casserole and so nutritious. We had it for our evening

meal, and it was really good.

Roy's office was on the tenth floor of a beautiful new building. One day

Roy took me to lunch on the twentieth floor where we could look far out over the

large, beautiful valley. It was a beautiful place and the food was delicious.

The waiter was a very courteous black man.

Roy went back to work while we went on to see and do other things. The

weather was cool.

Bev's work really keeps her busy giving lectures on nutrition, family budget­

ing, homemaking, and other things. She appears on television for the Proctor and

Gamble Company.

For Christmas a beautifully decorated tree stood in one corner of the living

room, dining room, and kitchen all combined room. It was different, but interesting.
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There were heavy beams across the room painted brown where baskets of different

sizes and colors were hung, making it decorative but also useful. Everyone could

hear and see what was going on. No need to miss a thing.

Bruce, Heidi's husband, and children were coming by plane from Salt Lake

for the holidays. She had been there for some time helping her mother get TV

programs on tape or film. That was a happy meeting when they came off the plane.

Next morning was Christmas. Santa Claus had been there and all were happy.

'::e had a big turkey dinner with all the trimmings.

On Sunday morning we all went to church. Roy taught the Gospel Doctrine

class and really did a good job, not hesitating for words. He got pretty good

participation from the class. Sacrament Meeting followed and was conducted by

my grandson, Stephen Nye, a counselor in the bishopric. The ward choir sang two
"

numbers beautifully, led by Roy, the choir leader. Beverly and· Heidi were in the

group. They have a large ward and the meeting was well attended. I enjoyed the

meeting very much. We went to several homes to visit some of their friends and

ward members.

The time came for me to gO home. On December 29 we were up early to go to

the airport. It had rained a little during the night and the air was cool. Bev

hadn't been feeling well for several days, so I said my good-bye and many thanks

at her bedside. Roy, Heidi, and Travis went to the airport to see me leave and

say their good-byes. Roy went on the plane with me and to my seat by the window.

He spoke to the stewardess as he went off about me'needing a little help as my

eyes were not good. She told me to stay in my seat until the others had all left

the plane when we got to St. Louis where I changed planes. We were soon on our

way up over the snow-covered valleys and mountains. It was a beautiful morning.

The sun came out, making the snow look as if it were covered with bright, shining

diamonds.

A nice friendly lady sat next to me who left the plane at St. Louis, where

she lived. Vhen the plane landed, the passengers were on the move, headed for

who-knows-where. When it came my turn, the stewardess helped me down the steps to

the open where another one took me up the ramp into the airport. There she got a

wheelchair for me to ride some distance where I would board the plane. She was

very nice and friendly. She took me to the door of the plane where a young man

took over and showed me to my seat, again by the window. Here we could turn our
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watches back two hours to Mountain Standard time. Then we were up again toward

the pretty blue sky into the sunshine over the white snow-covered mountains,

almost like flying like a bird into the great beyond. Soon the stewardesses

came with sandwiches, salads, pickles, and something to drink, like Sprite or

7-Up. It didn't seem long before we came over the mountain and into the Salt

Lake airport where we soon were landing, all happy to be nearly home.

The pilot called out to say there were ice spots and the wheels woUldn't

hold, and for all of us to go back the tail way down some steps to the outside,

then back up more steps into the airport. When I entered, a nice-looking

white-haired man stepped up and asked if I was Sister Nye. Then he said, "I am

Dick Cox, second counselor in the bishopric of my ward." Sister Colleen Pinegar

"had asked him to meet me in her place. We picked up my luggage and were soon on

our way home, and he learned where I lived. I unlocked the door and stepped

inside. It was warm and everything was in order. A pile of mail was on the

table. I was glad to be home. It had been a nice vacation trip and I really

enjoyed riding on the plane, likely my last plane ride. It was near the end

of 1982.

Early Monday morning I called Dr. White, my eye doctor, to ask him to send

me a new contact lens for my right eye. lye never found the lens I lost in

Cincinnati. That wasn't the first one I had lost.

- The beginning of 198) -

New Year's Eve came and went very quietly as most nights and days do, and

1983 began. >'hen one lives alone with their thoughts, as many of us do, you

would be surprised how often your thoughts go to memories of long ago. Here is

a memory of long ago, which must have been a dream. It made an impr.ession and

stayed, and comes back to me now and again these many long years. It· happened

before I was married and was still living at home in Providence. I saw in a
:. .. . ,,-

dream, I guess it was, that we might have thepr~;1;L,~e.of s~~lng our bodies·

prepared for burial. I was out hoeingb~etsan~·;~Uii.ikwe~d~r Next,I saw'~y
"" .'-'",: "':·:··3:~~·:~;~:·. '.~;;'" . ;.~.~:~_. . '.... .

body picked up and being prepared for burial, r, was~overing :.Just above their

heads. They were talking, but I couldn't hear what was' being said. At that

point I woke up. I have wondered, and still do, if it was true.

.....


