
















stories about Grandma and Grandpa Miller in Bountiful. They were having quite a hard
time. Grandpa was quite a good cook, but there was no work ofthat kind in this area.
After they came to Hyrum ofcourse, they had to do like the rest of the people. They had
to produce what they used for themselves.

While they were still in Bountiful, they told the story ofgoing to the Ramptons one day
for dinner. These Ramptons were the progenitors of Calvin Rampton, our former
governor. The Ramptons had cooked a good meal. Grandma sat down to eat with them
but when she looked at the table and remembered what they had in their own home, she
cried. She said, "I can't eat, I've got to go home and eat small potatoes too little to peel
with Miller." She usually called him Miller. So she said that they gave her a piece of dough
that they had ready to bake. She said that they wrapped it in one of my mothers diapers. I
don't know how this was accomplished. But she went home and found Grandpa Miller
eating his small potatoes and she said, "Oh, wait a minute, let me fix you something
good." And so she made him scones out ofthis dough that was ready to bake. They had a
feast of scones and little potatoes.

Another story that she told was when she gave my mother, just a little child sitting on
the floor not even able to walk, a slice ofbread. And she sat and crumbed it on the floor
and Grandpa Miller said, "Oh, the dear little thing, she doesn't know that that's the last
slice we've got!" And he walked out of the house. Grandma wondered ifpeople were right
in saying that he was a summer Mormon, and he would go when the times got rough. She
wondered ifhe really would go and not come back. But he came back, and they spent a
little more than fifty happy years together. To them were born 5 sons, Uncles Louis,
Fredrick, Albert, Samuel, and James. They always called my mother their sister.
Grandfather was quite a man. He had had so much experience with immorality, sin and
things of that kind on the steam boat that he was very anxious that especially his step
daughter grow up right. Mother told me that he said if anyone took advantage of her he'd
shoot the ----. He just wouldn't stand for it. And then she'd tell that one time he got
Grandmother up from the dinner table to show how he'd seen the young folks dance. They
were doing the Plain Quadrill, and some of the boys actually put their arms around the
waists ofthe girl. He thought that was more than should be done. But I think that his
determination that the standards of chastity should be kept has been something that has
kind of echoed down through the ages.

My mother went by the name ofMiller as long as she lived in the Miller household,
during her growing up years, until her marriage. Of course she was married by the name of
Standley.

One of the things I remember of Grandma Miller was when I went down to her home
and made lemon pies for their 50th wedding anniversary. I don't remember how long it
was after that that Grandfather died, December 5,1909. I was 17 years old at that time.
My Grandfather had died about a year before, and I remember going with mother down to
see Grandmother. She was well but she said, "I have given myself one year after father
died, and a year is almost up." She was pretty lonely and discouraged, and before the year
was completely up Grandma was gone, November 13, 1910. We all loved Grandmother
Miller, she was a wonderful person.



Note: Quotes marked 1 were taken from an article entitled "Saga of the Handcart
Pioneers" by Fred Harvey from True West magazine, October 1959.

Quotes marked 2 were taken from an article entitled "Rescue on the Sweetwater"
by LeRoy R. and Ann W. Hafen. (Excerpts from their book "Handcarts to Zion", Arthur
H. Clark Company, Glendale, California, Publishers.

All of the articles were ones collected by Sarah Ann Allen out of papers and
magazines because ofthe special interest they held to this history.


