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we went outside to play.  Our youngest brother Johnny 
was very young, only 3 years old when we moved to 
Downey in 1919 in November so he was not involved 
in much of our “Tomfoolery”. 

On Halloween the big boys in Cherry Creek would 
get on horses and do a lot of mischief, such as turning 
toilets over, dragging machinery around and scaring 
people to pieces.  One time one of the men over by the 
Ghering place took a gun out and shot it in the air to 
scare the Halloweeners away.  That did the job.  

One time papa let Edna 
ride one of the horses that 
pulled the harrow in the 
garden.  Papa had the reins 
and was driving the horses.  
Edna fell off the horse and 
landed in the harrows.  Papa 
was able to stop the horses 
before she was seriously 
hurt—just scratched and 
frightened.  
Edna reminded me of an-
other incident that happened 
on the farm.  We all loved to 
play ball and especially “anti 
I over”.  We girls and boys 
were playing this game where you choose up sides and 
someone throws the ball over the house for the ones on 
the other side to catch it.  Myrtle reached up to catch 
the ball as it came over the house and “Ole Watch” our 
big black dog jumped to catch it also.  In so doing his 

teeth went into Myrtle’s forehead and cut a big gash.  
That was quite an accident as we all thought he was 
one great dog. 
 
Other things I can remember were the Basket Socials 
and programs held at our schoolhouse for the public 
in the evenings.  The Basket Social was where the 
women would bring a delicious lunch in a decorated 
basket.  This basket would be auctioned off and the 
man that got it would have to eat with the lady who 
made the basket and lunch.  He wouldn’t know which 
lady brought it until he opened it up.  

Our parents attended 
church at Woodland 
Ward about 4 miles 
north and west of our 
home.  We went there 
in a big buggy pulled 
by a team of horses.  
Then in early 1914 
our papa bought the 
first car in Marsh Val-
ley.  We have a photo 
of us all sitting in the 
new Ford car.  Johnny 

wasn’t born at this time.  
He came 2 years later.  

I remember the socials and dances we all attended at 
the Woodland Church house.  The parents would take 
the whole family and put babies and small children 

Myrtle, Edna, Nellie, and Eva in June of 1993

Myrtle, Nellie, Edna, and Eva pose for a group picture at Jerome, Idaho in 1946
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on chairs and benches around the sides of the room to 
go to sleep. My sister Eva remembers how she would 
swipe baby Johnny’s bottle and how good it tasted.  
That was the “Good Ole Days”!

Our family consisted of six children, Elvin, Myrtle, 
Edna, Nellie (myself), Eva and Johnny.  Uncle Niels 
and Aunt Lule Hartvigsen had ten children, the last 
one born in Downey in 1920 after we all moved from 
the farm to town, Downey, Idaho.  This Hartvigsen 
family were all very close to our family. Elvin and 
Vernon pulled together, Myrtle, Jennie and Amelia 
were close friends, as well as Nellie and Luetta, also 
Eva and Delores.  This close friendship existed until 
each of us were married and went different directions, 
although Eva and Delores have always stayed in con-
tact with each other.  

Both families kept in contact with each other for 
many years after moving to Downey in November and 
December of 1919, so the children could attend high 
school.  We did go back to the farm to cook for men in 
the summertime.  Of course we did miss many friends 
of the Guidinger’s, Evan’s, Barnes’, Jensen’s and other 
families, as we lived in Downey several years before 
they moved to Downey also.  These Cherry Creek 
families will always be special to us all our lives. 

Edna and Myrtle used to dress up in mama’s clothes 
when she and papa were gone someplace.  Mama 
could always tell what had happened when she came 
home, as I guess they didn’t always put everything 
back just right.  They would pretend Eva and I were 
their children. 

One time while playing in the garden I picked a dry 
bean and put it in my nose.  Mama had to get it out 
with a crochet hook, that really hurt.  

Mama was a great seamstress and used to make us very 
lovely clothes, dresses, slips, coats and etc.  We had 
white stockings for best and big ribbon bows in our 
hair.  I especially remember when she made Eva and 
I some lovely “small plaid” coats with blue and pink 
collars.  We loved them.  Mama wore mostly skirts 
(long) and blouses for best.  She was a very pretty 
lady with dark blue eyes and brown luxurious hair, 
was about 5’2" tall of medium weight. Papa had blue 
eyes and dark brown hair, was about 6' and always a 
very thin man.  We loved both of them very much and 
missed them very much after they were gone. 

John (as we call him now) reminded me sometime ago 
of the Indians that used to come over the mountains on 
the west side of our farm and come down the road that 
crossed the upper creek on a bridge and on down east 
going pass our house.  They would sometimes go to 
the house and ask for bread or something they wanted.  
Mother would usually give them bread if she could.  
As little as John was he remembers how one big chief 
came down the road while we were all out playing in 
the yard and we girls all took off for the house and 
left baby Johnny.  How frightened he was trying to get 
to the house also until mama came out and got him.  
Shame on us girls. 

The mountains that surrounded our farm on the south 
and the west was always beautiful year round.  Snow 
capped in winter and early spring, green and colorful 
in spring, summer and fall.  We used to hike to the far 
southwest side of the farm on the mountain side
to pick flowers such as “curly cups”. They smelled 
so good in the early spring as the snow melted away.  
Also there were sweet smelling sego lilies, lady slip-
pers, Indian paint brushes, buttercups, daisies, prickly 
pear flowers, and wild roses, etc. during the summers.  
Beautiful bluebells and larkspurs.  We used to pick 
choke cherries and wild currants each fall to make 
delicious jelly and jams, also wild gooseberries.  

The crops our father planted on our 320 acre farm was 
alfalfa, wheat and barley — “dry farm”.  We all had a 
hand in the harvesting and cooking for the men who 
helped papa during the spring, summer and fall sea-
sons on the farm, along with our eldest brother, Elvin.  
First they used reapers and thrashers, which required 
many men to operate them efficiently and later horse 
pulled combines.

I well remember when Odd Hartvigsen’s (a cousin 
of mother’s) came up the road with his big machine 
blasting a loud sound that almost frightened us as he 
came into our property to harvest grain with a thrasher 
machine.  Also a cook-shack followed—men from 
neighboring families would come to help.  Those days 
are long gone.

If you don’t know what a cook shack is, it is a covered 
wagon with stove and table where meals are served to 
harvesters by a lady.  My mother worked on one with 
Mattie Evans for awhile, probably before marriage 
Mattie told me.
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One of the most spectacular things that ever happened 
in Cherry Creek when we lived there was during the 
summer when I was about 6 years old (1918).  There 
was a very big cyclone that struck just south and a little 
east of our place on the hill where Jacob L. Hartvigsen 
had a farm with a large barn and other buildings.  Our 
parents had gone to Downey and left Eva and myself 
(Nellie) over to George Webb’s place to play with El-
lawease.  Luetta and Delores had come there also.  All 
of a sudden there was this terrible noise and a large 
black column going straight in the air and moving.  It 
started raining and lightening also.  This cyclone took 
off the roof of J. L. Hartvigsen’s big barn and also took 
up the cook shack of Odd Hartvigsen’s and sent it and 
all contents west and down in our field south of our 
house.  Luetta and Delores ran for home and were later 
found by Jacob’s granary.  Lucky to be alive. There 

was a cloud burst on the slough where our parents 
were coming back home.  Water was to their running 
boards of the car.  They picked Eva and I up and took 
us home.  The next few days dishes and contents of 
the cook shack were found strewn all over our field.  
That was the only cyclone I ever saw. 

Eva, Mrytle, Nellie, Edna at the Grand Canyon in 1985
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My Early Childhood Memories by Edna Anna Chris-
tiansen Nelson edited and typed from notes and family 
histories by Colleen Apgood.

 My father, Moses Josephat Christiansen, was born in 
Hyrum, Utah on 21 January, 1875.  He was the son of 
Lars Christiansen and his first wife (of a polygamist 
family), Ann Sophia Christine Rasmussen.  Both were 
converts to the Latter Day Saints Church and immi-
grants to Utah from Denmark.  My grandmother lived 
in Hyrum City, and Grandfather’s second wife, Anna 
Dorthea Sorenson lived on the family farm west of 
Hyrum.  My father lived on the farm most of the time, 
as he helped with chores and farming.  He enjoyed the 
companionship and friendship with Peter Christiansen, 
a half brother from the second wife, who was born 28 
July, 1877 in Hyrum.  My father was the sixth child in 
a family of ten children who were all born in Hyrum 
to his first wife.  From the second wife, Peter was 
the eldest of four children also born in Hyrum.  Both 
families lived in the same area as they were growing 
up, and seemed to respect each other and called their 
father’s other wife “Aunt.”  During his teens and early 
twenties, my father worked on various jobs on farms, 
cattle ranches in Northern Idaho, and logging in Bear 
Lake country.  He also lived for a time in about 1895-96 
at St. Joseph, Idaho where his older brother, Enoch, had 
a homestead.  With his brothers, Jeremiah and Elias he 
helped build a home and sheds on Enoch’s land.  

As was customary in that time, homesteading was the 
usual procedure to get started in farming or ranching.  
Moses, with his brothers looked for a home site in 
the Duchesne Valley of Utah, in northern Idaho, and 
finally decided to settle in southeastern Idaho in the 
Cherry Creek area, which is about six miles southwest 
of Downey, Idaho.  He and his brothers, Jeremiah and 
Elias each made claim to one hundred and sixty acres. 
From the Jeremiah Christiansen autobiography: “In 
the spring of 1896, I heard that the Uintah Reservation 
would be opened up for homesteading.  My brother, 
Moses, and I made up our minds to go there and find 
out if we would like to homestead there.  Some excit-
ing experiences were ours on that trip.  Our mode of 
travel was a covered wagon and a pair of horses to 
pull it.  We traveled from Hyrum, through Brigham 
City, Ogden, Salt Lake City to Provo.  From there we 
went east through Strawberry Valley and the Duchesne 
Country.  We crossed many hollows and small rivers.  
The cedars stood higher that our covered wagon for 
miles and miles.  At one time we lost our horses for 
days after we had turned them loose for the night.  We 

finally found them with outlaw horses and separated 
them. Another time we ran into Indians, and we could 
not understand their language, and were scared, but 
as it turned out they were not hostile.  When we met 
them it was night and darkness was upon us, and we 
were hundreds of miles from anywhere.  We traveled 
for several days until we came to the Duchesne River.  
When we came to the banks, we received a prompting 
to examine the river before going in it.  I only got a rod 
(about 16 1/2 feet) when the horse lost ground.  I urged 
it on and swam across in the cold water.  It was the first 
days of June but in that country spring had just started.  
The snow was melting that had brought the river to its 
height.  I hunted for some time to find a better place to 
return to the other side where my brother was waiting. 
As it turned out, it was not any better.  The water was 
foaming and rushing.  I was worried the horse would 
miss the clearing, but luckily, it did not.  In some time 
we were back where we started.  The horse was ex-
hausted, and I was wet to my armholes with no change 
of clothes.  Moses and I built a fire with grasswood 
and sagebrush, and I dried the best I could.  We rested 
during the night in the covered wagon.  The next day 
we spent all day trying to find a more suitable place 
to cross the river, but in vain.  We were forced to turn 
back to our home in Hyrum.” 

About the next year, 1897, these brothers along with 
their brother, Elias, met George Salveson, who had 
homesteaded in Marsh Valley, in southeastern Idaho.  
He told them there was more land available not far from 
where he had located and invited them to come and 
check it out for themselves.  They were anxious and 
soon on their way.  His homestead was about seventy 
miles north of  Hyrum on the east side of Marsh Valley.  
He had told them the land was all claimed on that side 
of the valley, but there was plenty of land on the west 
side.  Directly under the mountain, they found the soil 
was excellent, but thought there was not enough for the 
three of them as the land was fenced.  The place was 
called “Cherry Creek” and two of them decided to file, 
staked out their claims, mapped the location and headed 
for Blackfoot, where the Land Office was located.  

Now to quote again: “We traveled to Downey, Lava 
Hot Springs, Chesterfield, along the Blackfoot River 
to Blackfoot.  At the Land Office we found out the 
land under the southwest mountains was not filed on, 
but it was fenced.  We were told if we desired, we 
were welcome to file on three adjoining homesteads, 
which, of course, we did.  When we got back to our 
homesteads, our neighbors gave us plenty of discour-
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agement and opposition. They had fenced most of our 
land for the purpose of grazing their livestock.  When 
we told them we intended to raise wheat, they were 
sure we would starve to death in our undertaking.  But 
we were not easily discouraged because we knew our 
father had successfully dry-farmed for many years in 
Hyrum.  My brother, Moses, joined my homestead on 
the south and Elias on the north.” 

For the first summer the covered wagon was to be their 
living quarters while a dugout into the mountains served 
as stable and shelter for their horses.  They worked very 
hard, having to go into the canyons located five or six 
miles west on the Malad Divide to get logs for their 
cabins.  These were Pine and Balsam tree trunks, and 
they helped each other in the building of their cabins.  
For the roofs and floors they needed sawed wood, and 
had to go fifteen miles east to a sawmill where they 
could get the green pine sawed into lumber. The price 
for sawing was half of the lumber.  The cabins were 14 
feet by 14 feet as prescribed by law for homesteaders. 
When they were finished they put in their belongings 
and called it “HOME.”  Winter arrived early that first 
year as a big snowstorm came the end of October and 
brought their activities to an end, so they piled the hay 
they had bought from their neighbor, Charley Evans, in 
the cabins and headed for Hyrum to spend the winter 
with their folks.  At home they worked for their parents 
and hauled ice for the Hyrum Plants.  

Spring came early in 1898, so they all headed back to 
Marsh Valley.  They gradually cleared more land and 
were blessed with rain in June and able to harvest “30 
bushels to the acre.”  However, the fall grain was ruined 
because of the appetite of the squirrels and rabbits. When 
they first arrived in Marsh Valley, there were disputes 
with the settlers for the water rights.  They were told 
they had “no right to use the water for themselves or 
for their animals”, but there was no problem with the 
use of the land they are filed on.  “The settlers in the 
vicinity where we were located were: The Charles 
Evans, the Edmund Webbs, the Owen Barnes, and the 
Rasmus Bloxhams.  We tried not to work on Sundays, 
and when we could, went to church in Woodland, a 
community about five miles north of our homesteads.  
Henry Wakley was bishop of the Woodland Ward.  We 
were told he had been a bodyguard of Joseph Smith.  
The people were friendly and made us welcome.  We 
got acquainted with many more families including 
many young people.  (Note:  Mrs. John Walkey told the 
writer several times the girls were always happy when 
the Danish boys showed up.  The socials and services 

were more interesting because those boys were more 
refined and wore Sunday clothes.)” 

The neighbors soon became friends, and they visited 
them whenever they were able.  Soon they were able to 
put in division fences.  (Uncle Jerry tells of an incidence 
when the wire while he was fencing broke and the whole 
length of it ran through his palm and “Made sausage out 
of it”, but he held it tightly with his right hand and ran 
to the Goehring home where Mrs. Goehring took care 
of it.  She poured carbolic acid in the wound, which 
disinfected it and also cooked it.  Then she bandaged 
it and it healed with only a small scar.  (Later on Elias 
married Polly Goehring, a daughter of this neighbor 
on 18th November, 1898 in the Logan temple.) This 
information was from the autobiography of Jeremiah 
Josiah Christiansen, as written in the “LARS HANS 
CHRISTIANSEN FAMILY” book, and was written as 
it included some history of Moses Christiansen and his 
beginnings in the Cherry Creek area.  My mother, Mary 
Hartvigsen, was a daughter of Johan Hagrup Hartvigsen 
and Maren Karoline Tomasen, both converts to the 
Mormon Church and emigrants to Utah.  My maternal 
grandfather was born in Dahle, Kvaefjord, Troms, 
Norway on 26 September, 1851.  My grandmother was 
also from Norway in Bogen, Kvaefjord, Troms on 15 
July, 1848.  They had one son, Joakim who was born 
in Norway 26 May, 1877.  My mother, Mary Caroline 
arrived 19 July, 1882 when they were living in Hyrum, 
Utah.  There were later three more children in their fam-
ily - Hyrum Jacob on 20 March 1885, John Henry on 
16 Nov., 1888, and Lester Edwin on 18 August, 1893.  
The two youngest died when they were very young.  
My Uncle Hyrum became a doctor and lived to his late 
nineties.  In 1898, Neils J. Hartvigsen homesteaded in 
the Cherry Creek area near our Uncle Elias’s land.  As 
he was a good friend of my father, he tried to interest 
him in a girlfriend.  His cousin, Mary, was visiting 
him and he introduced them.  After meeting her, they 
courted for a time, and were married on 17 June, 1903.  
Later, in July of 1909, they went to the Logan Temple 
where they were sealed for time and all eternity, and at 
that time we three older children, Elvin, Myrtle, and I 
(Edna) were sealed to them.  My mother was a pretty 
petite lady with blue eyes and dark brown hair, while 
my father was a tall good looking man over six feet tall.  
They made a very handsome couple.  To this union, 
six children were born - two sons and four daughters.  
It is interesting to note that my oldest brother, Elvin 
and myself had dark brown hair like our mother, while 
Myrtle had light brown hair, and Nellie was a redhead, 
then the two youngest Eva, and Johnnie both were 
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blondes.  Our family arrived within a few years and 
all were born in Cherry Creek, except me.  I arrived on 
26 June, 1908 while my mother was visiting relatives 
in Hyrum.  Our birthdates were as follows:

CHRISTIANSEN, Moses Josephat  
21 Jan, 1875   Died 5 Nov, 1946 
HARTVIGSEN, Mary Caroline     
19 July, 1881  Died 10 Apr, 1920 

CHRISTIANSEN, Elvin Russel          15 April 1904 
CHRISTIANSEN, Myrtle May               14 Jan 1906 
CHRISTIANSEN, Edna Anna              26 June 1908 
CHRISTIANSEN, Nellie Rex                   5 Feb 1912 
CHRISTIANSEN, Eva Ellenor                 6 Oct 1913 
CHRISTIANSEN, Johnnie Modell        30 Mar 1916
 
I was the third child of Moses and Mary Christiansen 
and the only one of their six children not born in Cherry 
Creek, as my mother was visiting in Hyrum when I ar-
rived earlier than expected.  I had an older brother, Elvin 
Russel, and an older sister, Myrtle May, then during the 
next few years Nellie Rex, Eva Ellenor, and Johnnie 
Modell arrived giving us a family of six children.  

We had a good youth life in Cherry Creek, and won-
derful parents.  They were strict and taught us to be 
truthful and honest and set an example for us to follow. 
Our farm in Cherry Creek was bordered by mountains 
on the south and west.  We belonged to the Woodland 
Ward which was about six miles north and most of 
the other settlers were also from the Hyrum area, and 
homesteaded there.  Dad had a beautiful wheat farm, hay 
field, big vegetable garden, cattle, sheep and chickens.  
We eventually had a six room home with a part base-
ment added.  The house had two bedrooms upstairs, 

and an unfinished room we all called the “dark room” 
as it had no windows and only a little door in the north 
end.  My dad kept a lot of telephones in there when he 
was “telephone man” for the area.  Mother also stored 
sacks of rag balls there until she used them to make 
rugs. Downstairs, there was a large kitchen, dining 
room, parlor, bedroom and a screened porch.  Later a 
cement basement was added to replace the dirt cellar, 
and a washroom was built over it. This had a “new 
fangled” washer operated by a belt from a motor in 
the basement.  This was an improvement from the one 
we used to operate by hand.  We all had taken our turn 
being its power supply.  We also kept the milk separator 
in the washroom besides many other things we needed 
to store.  Part of the house (I think the kitchen) was the 
folk’s original home.  Dad had built with the help of 
his brothers shortly after he made claim on the land. 
It had been built west of the creek on the hill and later 
moved down to a better location where additions were 
made as our family grew.  

In the summer we could wade in Cherry Creek after 
the snow had melted on Oxford Peak.  During this time 
we could pick chokecherries, wild gooseberries, cur-
rants and serviceberries. All kinds of wild flowers grew 
around us in the spring.  First came the yellow curly 
tops, then sego lilies, rock lilies, bluebells, larkspur,  
Johnnie-Jump-Ups, and prickly pairs. As I remember 
life on the farm was fun, but also hard work. We had 
about twenty head of horses all the time, a herd of 
milk cows, some sheep, hogs and chickens.  Most of 
our food was homegrown.  

We very seldom went to town except when necessary 
to get supplies or see a dentist.  Our dad could “cure” 
a toothache by putting a drop of carbolic acid in the 

Children walking from the Cherry  Creek School
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cavity.  Of course, it killed the tooth as well as the 
ache.  We mostly used home remedies for all illnesses, 
especially castor oil or salts as Dad figured all illnesses 
came from the stomach or bowels.  I guess it “kept us 
going” pretty well.  Most of our shopping was done 
through Sears catalog, and in the summer a salesman 
from Baron Knitting Mills came around to all the 
farmers and took orders for sweaters, socks, blankets, 
underwear and such as was needed in those days.  I 
especially remember some black wool underwear my 
dad wore over his winter garments when it was so cold 
since most of his work was outside.  

A fruit peddler from Utah would come by each fall 
with peaches, pears, and other fruit and my mother 
would buy and can lots of fruit, jams, jellies for fam-
ily use. Dad would butcher hogs in the fall and they 
would smoke the meat to preserve it for winter use, 
and we could always kill a big rooster for a special 
meal.  I remember the mutton, too, but never liked it 
because of the greasy texture.  We made our own but-
ter, as everyone did at that time, but Elvin and I never 
used butter in those days.  I remember that Elvin liked 
cream and sugar on a homemade piece of bread.  I 
never liked milk or cream so had to just drink water and 
sometimes it was pretty dirty especially in the spring.  
Our dad built a cistern so the water could settle before 
it came to a tap in the house.  Outdoor plumbing was 
the style for everyone then.  We had a huge hay barn 
with an attached shed for the cows and horses and a 
place to milk the cows.  I never learned to milk a cow 
but I could saddle a pony by standing on the manger.  
We all learned to ride a pony as we could go after the 
cows in the evening and take them to the pasture up in 
the canyon in the mornings.  We also had a tool shed, 
chicken coop, a shed to protect the buggy and farm 
machinery and finally a place to keep our car in winter.  
Cars were not used in the winter after the snow came, 
then the sleighs came out for use.  There were several 
wheat granaries on the farm too.  One was log and the 
others were metal. My mother worked very hard but 
I never heard her complain. I never heard my folks 
quarrel so our home was peaceful.  My mother had a 
hired girl to help her during the busy season as it was 
hard for any woman to do all the cooking and work for 
all the men that helped with the harvest.  

Before the combine came into use, the wheat was cut 
and stacked and a big thrasher machine operated by a 
steam engine came around and did the thrashing bring-
ing along a crew, and also a cook shack where someone 
did a lot of the cooking.  A good woman cook followed 

and did the cooking for the crew.  “Odd” Hartvigsen, 
my mother’s cousin, usually owned and operated the 
thrasher. There are several happy memories and inter-
esting incidents that come to my mind when recalling 
my “Cherry Creek Days.”  As I have said before, my 
mother sometimes had a hired girl as her helper as we 
were all too young to be of much help.  Sometimes 
it was one of her cousins from Hyrum.  Being much 
older than us, she would have dates now and then with 
the hired men.  They would come home with a box of 
chocolates sometimes and treat us, then give us girls 
the pretty boxes, which we used to store our “treasures” 
in.  I recall the time my dad decided to shave off his 
mustache.  I stood by the washstand and felt so bad as 
I had never seen him without it.  One time Elvin and 
I both had pneumonia at the same time.  I was very 
sick with a high fever for days.  It was winter and 
the only connection with a doctor was by telephone.  
When I was recuperating, my mother gave me a dish 
of stewed prunes and a slice of toast.  I even got to sit 
in the “parlor” to eat it.  Our parlor was only used on 
special occasions.  It had a player piano, and Edison 
cylinder phonograph with a large horn, two pieces 
of overstuffed velvet furniture, a square table with a 
velvet brocade picture album on it, a hand-woven rag 
rug on the floor with straw underneath for padding, 
and lacy curtains on the windows.  We thought it was 
an elegant room. 

I was still rather weak that year by the 4th of July when 
all the neighbors and relatives at Cherry Creek got to-
gether and went up the canyon in white topped buggies.  
Some were also on horseback. We would pick a nice 
grassy spot where the men could fish, then the women 
fried the fish, and the boys helped freeze homemade ice 
cream, and made lemonade from the creek stream.  The 
little kids ran races, but I wasn’t very strong so had to 
sit on a blanket and watch all the fun.  Playing house 
and dressing up in our mother’s clothes (when she was 
not home) were our favorite activities, but I guess we 
never got her clothes put away properly as she could 
always tell when we had used them.  Summers were 
fun on the farm as our cousins who had moved to town 
for their older children to attend school came back after 
school was out in the summer to live while the crops 
were planted and harvested. The storms in Cherry Creek 
were sometimes disastrous and very frightening.  One 
time we had winds with such velocity that the cook 
shack was taken up in the air and dishes, utensils and 
pans and pieces of the shack were scattered all over 
the area. We picked up tin dishes for a long time.  One 
time we had a hail and lightening storm that completely 
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wiped out the wheat crop that was being harvested.  It 
had been an exceptionally good crop.  The lightening 
would come down the chimney onto the old cook stove 
and out the oven door.  This particular time blackness 
came over and the hail washed out the creek above our 
house destroying everything in it’s path.  Our crop was 
a total loss and had to be used for feed for the cattle.  
One bright event was that the crew got busy, gathered 
up the hail and made a freezer of home made ice cream.  
That cheered everyone up a little.  

I was always so frightened when it stormed that I would 
often hide in the closet behind a 100 pound sack of sugar 
until it let up. We had several narrow escapes of our 
house almost going up in flames when the lightening 
was so violent. We went to school in District 62.  At 
first the home of Uncle Peter Christiansen was used 
as a school as he had moved to a home in Downey.  
When I started school we had a new one room build-
ing.  I attended school in Cherry Creek for my first 
four years.  
The school house was a good mile from our house.  In bad 
weather Dad would take us in the sleigh, but sometimes 
the snow was so deep that the horses could not pull it 
through the drifts. We could walk over the crusted snow 
which was higher than the fences through Uncle Jerry’s 
fields.  Sometimes they had to let school out as many 
of the students lived further from the school than we 

The school house in Downey

did.  Our school had forty-two students, eight grades, 
and only one teacher.  Many were so ignorant to them 
that they would quit midyear and they would have to 
hire another one.  Dad was chairman of the board, so 
they would have to come to him to resign, I got good 
grades and never gave the teacher any problems.  I was 
a shy girl and always afraid to answer oral questions.  
I probably could have done better if I had been a little 
more outspoken.  My cousin, Alice Hartvigsen, and 
Rhoda Evans were my favorite friends at school.  We 
used to spend a lot of time on a little green grassy spot 
near the creek where it ran through the school year 
playing “for girls only” marbles or Mumbly-peg, a 
pocket knife game.
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The following is the talk and life sketch given by Izola 
Vincent at the funeral of her mother, Myrtle Jensen 
which took place on January 27, 1994 at West Valley 
Utah.

Our  mother  Myrtle  Mary  Christiansen  Jensen  was 
born Jan. 14, 1906 in Cherry, Creek, Idaho  which  is  
about  6  miles  S/W  of  Downey.  Idaho.  Her  early  
life  was  spent  on  the farm with her parents and 
brothers and sisters.  Her first schooling was in a one 
room school house for all grades.

I recall Mother telling how during the winters when 
there was deep snow that her brother  Elvin  would  go  
first  to  make  a  foot  path  for  the  others  as  they  
went  to  school stepping  in  his  footsteps.  Mother  
loved  riding  horses,  playing baseball and basketball. 
She considered herself quite a tom boy as  a  young  girl.  
She  spoke  fondly  of  her  early  life  on  the farm  in  
Cherry  Creek  and  how  much  she  knew  her  parents  
loved  their  children. In 1919 her parents  purchased  
a  home  in  Downey  so  the  children  could  have  a  
better opportunity for an education.  Just  a  year  later  
in  1920  tragedy  struck when her  mother passed  
away from pneumonia.  Mother was  14  years  old  at  
the  time  and  the  oldest  girl  with  I  older  brother.  
She became mother  to  her  brothers  and  sisters  for  
many  years.  She  talked  about  how  she  had  her 
chores each morning  to  do  as  well  as  getting  her  
three  younger  sisters hair  combed  and  ready before  
leaving  for  school.  Mother  talked  about  how  much  
fun she  had  with  her brothers and sisters and how 
she loved school and her many friends. Mother  talked  
about how most of the things they purchased were done 
through the [Sears] Catalog,  and  how  much they  
enjoyed  looking  through  it  and dreaming of all the 
wonderful things it contained. 

Mother  courted  Dad  while  he  was  attending the  
Tech in Pocatello, Idaho. When they decided to marry 
and had set the  date  her  father  drove  her  to  Salt  
Lake  and  dropped  her  off  at the  Salt  Lake  Temple  
where  she  met  Dad  and  they  were  married  July  1,  
1927 with no other family  present.  Short  of  a  year  
later  their  union  was  blessed  with  a  son,  LaMarr.  
Soon  the family  increased  when Marlene came then 
myself and Audrey followed by Ronald, Carval, Calvin  
and  then  after she  had  become  a  grandmother  of  
5  she  had her youngest son Kevin who  was  born 4  
months after  her  50th  birthday.  It  made  a  span  of  
28  years  from  her  oldest  to youngest.  She  was  a  
hard  worker  all  her  life  working  to  do  everything  

she  could  to  see  her children had  the  necessities  
and  comforts  of  life.  Seldom  did  she  complain.  
She  was  not  only a mother to  her  children  but  to  
many  throughout  her  life.  All  through  her  married  
years  there were others that lived with her  and  Dad.  
Dad’s  younger  sister  lived  with  them  for  a  long  
time as  did  many  other  family  members.  Calvin  
and  his  three  older children lived with mother and 
dad for some time,  mother  being the  care  taker  of  
the  children.  She  provided  kind,  loving care to each 
of  them,  sewing  cooking  and  doing  all  she  could  
to  make  it  easier  for  them.  She continued to  worry  
and  pray  for  them  when  they  left  to  join  a  spe-
cial  union  with  their  new Mother, who took them in 
and  loved  them  as  her  very  own.  Mother  helped  
each  of  us  to  the best of her abilities (which were 
many) to achieve our goals in life.  The many  hours  
she tireless spent in reading  for  us  or  with  us  in  
doing  homework,  the  guidance  we  received  as  we 
learned the art of sewing, cooking skills,  playing  ball  
with  us,  taking  us  shopping  (it  seemed  a constant 
weekly excursion to take one  child  at  a  time  for  new  
shoes),  and  an  ice  cream  or  soda often  followed.  
She  was  always  taking  care  of  our  daily  needs,  
not  worrying  about  her  own needs.  She  taught  us  
through  her  example  the great art of compassion 
that she had for everyone. Mother loved the  out  of  
doors  and  being  short  of  money,  she  so  often  had  
a  picnic  ready when  Dad  came  home  from  work  
and  we  would  go  to  Liberty  Park  or  the  canyons 
for dinner and a game of baseball.

Mother wanted and kept  a  clean  and  tidy  home  and  
taught  us  the  necessary  skills  to accomplish it.  I 
well remember the day I was to  clean  our  bedroom.  
Stubbornly  I  did  what  I thought to be a A+ job.  
When she came  for  inspection  she  looked  around,  
then  bent  down, ran her finger along the baseboards 
and just looked at me and then her  finger.  Yes,  I  did  
the baseboards to meet her approval.  Surprisingly  my  
own  daughters  tell  me  when  they  routinely clean 
their baseboards. 

Reading in her diary she tells of a time when she had 
taken Dad  to  work  and  brought  the car home.  Later 
that day Dad called her and ask her to bring the car 
to town and  leave  it  at  a certain place so he would 
have it to come home in as he would  be  working  a  
little  later  than usual.   She did as asked,  taking  the  
bus  home.  When  Dad  arrived  home  from  work,  
he  came on the bus, forgetting he had asked Mom  to  
bring  him  the  car  then  quickly  blamed  Mom  for 
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leaving the car in town. With money being very tight 
Mother found it  necessary  to  work  outside  the  home  
to  be able to have a few things around  the  house.  
In  1942  and  43  she  worked  most  evenings  and 
some  afternoons  at  American  Linen  running  the  
big  ironing  presses.  Then  wanting  to  be home more  
she  decided  to  take  in  boarders.  This  necessitated  
doubling  up  and  sharing bedrooms  with more than 
two brothers or sisters some of the  time.  We  had  a  
father  and  son live with us for quite a while, then a 
mother and daughter then several  sets  of  boys  at-
tending the University  of  Utah.  Having only one 
bathroom it was a constant juggling act to even  find 
a few minutes when it was free.  I frequently took my 
bath and  washed  my  hair  in  the  middle  of the night.  
Mother prepared wonderful meals for the boarders and 
I  think  that  what  little  she made with them there 
was always spent on groceries. 

Mother  was  a  wonderful  seamstress,  her  talented  
hands  always busy making darling dresses for us girls 
as well as shirts, coats, pants, little suits for the  boys  
and  the  many costumes she made for the various 
plays, activities,  Halloween,  dance  programs  and  
so  forth. She did beautiful handwork, whether it  be  
embroidery,  crochet  or  quilting.  There  are  many 
who this very day are enjoying a quilt made by her.  
Just 2  months  ago  she  finished  tying  a quilt and 
beautifully finishing the edge.  Mother  loved  bowl-
ing  and  bowled  in  a  league  for many years even at 
the age of 82.  Mom and  Dad  belonged  to  a  study  
group  for  more  than  50 years.  Most of which have 
now  passed  away.  She  loved  to  travel  and  she  
and  Dad  went  on vacations every year where Mother 
collected souvenir plates which  she  displayed  around  
her-family room and elsewhere in her  home.  Mother  
loved  her  sisters  dearly  and  for  many  years they 
took a vacation together, usually traveling to Califor-
nia  where  the  youngest  sister lived.  At first Mother 
drove the car, then they used  the train  and  graduated  
to  air  travel. Even this last year they all gathered 
together in Idaho and Salt  Lake  and  enjoyed  each  
other. Mother was a Visiting Teacher for over 50 years 
and was a Visiting Teacher Supervisor at  the time of  
her  death.  She  was  a  member  of  the  Daughters  
of  Utah  Pioneers  and  loved  the meetings.  Mother 
also taught  Primary  when  we  were  little  and  later  
worked  in  the  Relief Society mostly, with  the  Home-
making,  always  being  a  leader  when  it  came  to  
sewing  and quilting.  

Mother made the best chocolate cake  ever.  We  all  

looked  forward  to  a  piece  when  she baked one.  Also 
one  of  the  meals  I  remember  a  lot  was  when  she  
would  serve pigs  in blankets with Liptons chicken 
noodle soup with potatoes added.  I always made it 
the same way and one of our daughters ask me why I 
always put potatoes in the soup and I told  her  because  
my  mother  did.  She  then asked her grandmother 
why she did it and Mom  told  her  is  was  because  
the  soup  was  too salty and the potatoes absorbed 
some of it.  Also I  remember how our children loved 
going to  grandma’s  when  they  lived  on  11th  East. 
They thought she lived in a castle and thought it was 
so much fun to  slide  down  the  cloths chute, one of 
two stories and land in the pile of cloths.  They also 
loved sitting under the quilts being done and playing 
house or princess.  It was fun for them to have an  Uncle  
that  was  so close to their age.  They often called him 
their little Uncle. 

Mother being  a  choice  daughter  of  our  Heavenly  
Father  accepted  the  challenge  and responsibility 
she knew would be hers while serving her probation  
in  mortality.  Mother  was a special lady, a champion 
among women.  I believe that during her life with 
each gift of  love she gave she was mixing the mortar 
and cementing the  stairway  that  lead  her  back  to  
her Heavenly Father.  I know with no doubt that she 
was met  with  open  arms  by  her  Mother  who for 
so many years she longed to see and by many family 
members there waiting for her. 

Those we hold most dear never truly leave us.  They 
live on in the  kindness  they  showed, the comfort they 
shared and the love they brought into our lives. 

We will all miss mother and her many talents.  But they 
will all live on with  us  and  her posterity.
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The following is a transcript of a video tape interview 
of Edna Nelson that was done on December 19, 1989.  
Bert Nelson, her grandson conducted the interview.

Bert:  Start from the beginning, where were you 
born?
Edna:  I was born in Hyrum, Utah on June 26, 1908.  
I just lived there for a little while until my mother was 
strong enough to take me home, because they lived on 
the farm in Cherry Creek.  She was just down there 
visiting when I was born.  I came a little quick.  I was 
born in my grandmother’s rock house down there.  I 
have never seen the place, it was burned down years 
ago, so I never did get to see it.  But then we lived up 
in Cherry Creek out south of Downey on a farm and 
my mother’s name was Mary Hartvigsen and by dad’s 
name was Moses Christiansen.  I was the third child of 
the family.  Myrtle was two years older and Elvin was 
about two years older than Myrtle, I was the third one.  
We lived up there on the farm. When we were little, 
when I was only about a year old, my parents went to 
the temple in Logan.  They had never been sealed in 
the temple and they stayed in Hyrum and visited.  My 
grandmother, I don’t know how they did that in those 
days, she had a sofa pillow with our picture on it, us 
three kids.  I remember it on her sofa there and I have 
thought about that because they are doing that kind of 
work nowadays a lot.  A photograph of us on that...in 
color, on a sofa pillow.   Well, anyway, most of my life 
was spent on the farm until I was 12 years old, 11 1/2 
or 12, and we had...oh, we had a few conveniences.  
Dad tried to fix up things so we had a washer with a 
motor on it so my mother wouldn’t have it so hard.  In 
the earlier part, oh we had one of these hand washers 
you had to push back and forth.  We had to churn but-
ter and my dad had cows to milk, so we just had our 
own milk, cream and butter and of course he raised 
animals...he had quite a head of horses...about 16 head. 
It took about that many to run a combine in those days. 
Get out and run the combine.
Bert:  Did you help out a lot with the chores and what 
not..around the?
Edna:  No.  We helped in the house but I didn’t go out 
and do any barn work.  I never learned to milk a cow.  I 
was scared to death of a cow.  I learned to ride a pony.  
We had saddle horses so we could ride and we played 
together and got along.  Only thing, Elvin was the big 
tease. And he would make us kids bawl so much and 
then we’d get paddled for it.  
Bert:  Well, what was one of the...can you remember 
any of the things...
Edna:  Oh, I don’t know what he was teasing us about, 

but he would just torment us enough so we would bawl 
and make our dad mad and he’d paddle us and our 
mother...oh, you know, she just cooked everything.  We 
had the thrashers there and my mother always had a 
hired girl in the summer.  They would bring up one of 
her cousins or somebody from down in Hyrum.  That 
was the way the girls did in those days.  They would 
go out and do housekeeping work because girls weren’t 
trained to do anything else. Her cousins and relatives...
one of them would come up and we always had in the 
summer, a hired girl.  My mother couldn’t do all that 
work and she wasn’t...she was a frail lady.  And to 
cook all those meals for the thrashers, and everything, 
it was really a job.
Bert:  What are thrashers?
Edna:  They’d cut the wheat.  We had a big wheat 
farm and they’d cut the wheat and put it in a stack and 
then a great big thrasher machine with a big...great big 
engine on it...used to scare me to death..it belonged 
to Art Hartvigsen.  He would go around and do com-
mercial work and come up in our place and he would 
get that big belt on there and get that thrasher going 
and they would throw the wheat in there.  It was run 
by this big machine. 
Bert:  And it would...what...separate?
Edna:  Separate the wheat and somebody had to be 
there.  It took quite a crew.  Somebody would throw 
the wheat...the straw into be thrashed.  It was a big 
machine that it run. Looked like a big thrasher.  And 
they would throw it in there and somebody had to be 
there...they had a place where it would come out of a 
spout and then they would sack it and usually sew the 
top of the sacks.  If they had more than they could get 
sacked, well, they would haul it up and put it in the 
granary.  They had a big steel bin and several granaries 
on the farm and we had a big barn on our farm.
Bert:  How big was the farm, can you 
remember?
Edna:  Oh, it was 360 acres of wheat that we would 
put in every other year.  They had the summer fallow 
up and put part of it in at a time.  In those days they 
didn’t have the commercial fertilizer and stuff to build 
the soil so they had to lay it over.  So they would plant 
half of the farm one year and half the next.  But he 
always had to have help and we got combine that was 
pulled by horses, so we didn’t have to have this big 
machine come in.  That way it would do all the work 
and our farm...part of it was quite sidling and hilly and 
that was kind of hard to get around.  But us kids had 
plenty to do around.  We...girls in those days played 
house and played dolls.  We had our dolls and when 
my brother, John, was a little baby we took him and 
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dressed him up and put him in the doll buggy and we 
would...or else we would dress up a cat and put it in 
the doll buggy.  We were all housekeepers.  But we 
helped our mother, we washed dishes.  We had some 
aprons made out of oil cloth we would have to put on 
over our dress.  That was my dad’s idea.  We would 
get that on and stand on a chair and they would get 
the hot water in the pan.  They had to heat it over on 
the stove, you know, and bring the tea kettle over and 
pour it in the big dish pan for us to wash the dishes.  I 
can’t remember if we ever rinsed them or not.  But we 
washed them and we had to use that awful homemade 
soap, made out of lye and lard and stuff. 
Bert:  You used to make that?
Edna:  Yeah.  Our mother always had to make a big 
batch of that soap every summer.  They would cook it 
outside. They would have an old tub outside and then 
put some rocks down there and build a fire in it and 
cook that and we would go out and help stir it.  Oh, 
they’d mix lye and scraps of grease from butchering 
pigs.  They would mix that together and that made our 
soap.  We didn’t use it for hand soap, but I guess we 
had some other kind, but we used that and oh, let’s 
see...we would...
Bert:  What were some of the things you would do for 
entertainment when you were on the farm?
Edna:  Well, we mostly made our own entertainment, 
like those games..like kick the can...  like mumbly 
peg.  I don’t know if anybody knows how to play that 
in these days. I have taught some of it to some of my 
grand-kids.  You play it with a pocket knife and...you 
tip it over into the grass and you get so many points.  
A lot of kids don’t know how to play that.  But I have 
taught some of the grand-kids how to play it.  You have 
to do it to show you how.  
Bert:  What about playing ball.  Tell me how you 
would get...
Edna:  We would get a ball...we had to make our own 
ball out of wool socks when they were old and couldn’t 
be mended any more, why would take and wind them.  
Start out with a little ball, an old piece of paper in the 
middle or something and then just keep winding until 
we got a ball about the size of a baseball.  One thing 
about it, if it hit you it didn’t hurt very bad.  Myrtle, 
she was a real good ball player and the boys around 
the neighborhood that lived out there on the farm, they 
would come there...I didn’t play it so much, I watched.  
They would come over there to play ball with Elvin 
and Myrtle. Myrtle, she was a regular tom boy and she 
could really play just as well as those boys.  And we 
had a dog, a black dog named Watch.  And it was born 
about the same time as Elvin was.  It was born in an 

old badger hole, my dad said.  And it just came....he 
found it and brought it home and we called it Watch.  It 
was just...it would play ball with the kids and it would 
jump to catch the ball and one day it caught it’s tooth in 
Myrtle’s forehead and cut her so she always got hurt.  
Then we had...you know...we got to sleigh ride a lot 
and all living up there.  Dad made us some sleighs out 
of some old wood and put a piece of steel underneath 
for a runner and all and we could go way up on the 
hillside and come down and once dad took and tied...
fastened about three sleighs together and we went way 
up in the field a couple of miles and we came down 
riding that.  He lost most of us on the way, it was going 
so fast.  But we...you know...in those days people made 
their own entertainment, their own things.  They didn’t 
have a real school house up there, but my Uncle Peter 
moved to town and so they took his house and took 
some of the partitions out and made a big nice school 
room because they had about 40 kids up there. That’s 
where they had school.  They had the school desks and 
things, books and blackboards.  They fixed it up. That 
was the first school I know of that was up there. 
Bert:  How old were you?
Edna:  I didn’t go to it because I wasn’t old enough 
yet.  This was before I was old enough. I went over 
and visited school, Myrtle took me over once.  But 
when I started school they had a new school house and 
it was down on the creek and about a mile from our 
house, and we had 42 kids in there...all eight grades...
one teacher.  Most of the teachers they had were from 
back east somewhere...or in Kansas and in that area 
and not...
Bert:  Why is that?
Edna:  I don’t know why.  There was one teacher that 
we had that was from Utah, Floyd Hyde, he was kind 
of a distant relative somehow there and they had him 
in there for a teacher and he was sitting there with his 
feet up on the desk reading a story to us once, and 
the county superintendent walked in and my dad was 
chairman of the board, and she went to him and made 
him fire Floyd Hyde. Then we had other teachers there 
that couldn’t handle the kids.  You can’t imagine how 
big the boys were, those that were in the eighth grade.  
To me they were just men. When I started school in 
that new school house that was my first grade and we 
just...it was just really rough kids, you just had to watch 
out.  Of course I had our brother...we had our brother 
that they didn’t bother us girls.  Some of the girls they 
got..yanked their aprons or something...tear their apron.  
Everybody wore an apron over the top of their dress, 
because you only had one school dress.  You had to 
wear the same dress all year... all school year and you 
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just had an apron on it.  We would take our lunch in 
a dinner bucket.  Elvin says he will never forget that 
I always had syrup on my bread and by the time we 
would get ready to eat it, it was all soaked up.  We had 
a big potbelly stove in school room. In the winter when 
we would get there we would be ringing wet and we 
wore leggings over our socks and we had boots on we 
would have to take them off and we would have to hang 
them all over the school room to get them dry so we 
could have them to go home, because they were just 
covered with snow...we wallered through the snow all 
the way to get there.  There wasn’t a road, not unless 
somebody come down in a sleigh.  Once in a while 
some of them that lived farther away would come in 
a sleigh and we would meet them about half way and 
they would let us ride with them.  But if the winter 
was real cold...we had a real cold spell and then a thaw 
and a freeze, we could walk on top of the snow and we 
could cut through from our house and go through my 
Uncle Jerry’s land and come down to the schoolhouse.  
So that’s the way the school was there, when we lived 
up there and then it got so the bigger boys had to go to 
college [she meant high school] so the people started to 
move into Downey so that their kids could get into high 
school. Elvin went down one year before we moved 
and stayed with my Uncle Pete...that’s my dad’s half 
brother... and stayed with him and went to high school.  
But they couldn’t go to high school until after the farm 
crops were in so they didn’t start school...they didn’t 
get to go a full year.  They had to leave in the spring and 
go back and help on the farm.  But they got credit for 
a year in school.  They weren’t like they are now, you 
have to have so many hours of this and that.  When we 
moved to Downey, the second year that Elvin was in 
high school and had...we moved in about November the 
5th, we moved down there and I was in the fifth grade 
and ...while I lived on the farm, I meant to tell you...I 
got pneumonia real bad and I had forgotten about.  I 
guess I almost died it was so bad.  It was pleurisy 
pneumonia and I didn’t know anything for days and 
days, just out...such a high fever.  In those days the 
doctor couldn’t get out there and we couldn’t get to a 
doctor, and they would just talk to him on the phone 
and what they...their remedy was mustard plasters and 
castor oil.  I guess I got plenty of them, but I don’t 
remember much of it because I was out of my head so 
much.  I remember I got to sleep in my mother’s bed 
downstairs instead of upstairs in the bedroom.  I guess 
I was clear to the fourth of July, I couldn’t even walk 
without help, I was so weak.  We went up the canyon.  
Everybody there in the community up there would go 
up the canyon and have a...the men would go fishing 

and the women and kids would make homemade ice 
cream and the mothers would have it ready and they 
would churn the ice cream and they would have a fish 
dinner and there was four or five families that would 
meet on the creek.  It was called Neilson’s crossing.  
It went up to Neils Hartvig’s place.  The men would 
drag in plenty of fish and we went up there in a buggy 
and I remember that they lifted me out of the buggy 
and laid me on a blanket on the ground and here I was 
7 or 8 years old, I guess, and I was still too weak to 
play up there.  They were playing all kinds of games 
and races but I couldn’t get in on that.  But anyway, 
after we moved to town we moved in November, as 
I told you and it took us while to get used to going. 
When we moved down there, I don’t know if they all 
got sick or not, but I did.  Every time I would go from 
the farm down to Downey, down town, I would get a 
sore throat and would get sick.  So I was home sick 
for a week or something before I could start school.  
So when I got in school...I met a lot of the kids...I 
was kind of a backwards girl and everybody looked 
different to me down there.  Some of my friends had 
already moved, so that helped out and we went there 
to school.  Then in April after we had moved, then my 
mother died.  She got pneumonia and died and there 
were all six of us kids.
Bert:  Tell me a little bit about your mother.  Let’s 
back track a little bit.  What kind of a person was she 
from what you remember?
Edna:  Oh she was not too large a person.  She was 
only about 5’2".  She had blue eyes and brown hair and 
she was a real hard worker.  She could sew anything.  
She had an old sewing machine, a Singer sewing ma-
chine.  She could sew and she could cook things, but 
she had to have help at times when you had to much 
to do because her health had been kind of bad.  That 
was kind of hard work for her.  So we just ...after..when 
we moved to town.  She wanted to move to town so 
bad for so long..she coaxed dad to move to town...let’s 
move to town.  Everybody else is going, let’s us move.  
But dad just couldn’t get around to doing it.  Finally he 
decided he would have to because the kids were soon 
going to be in high school, you know, the older ones.  
So when he went to town and he bought this house from 
the banker, Kopeck, his name was and he bought it for 
$3,000.00 and it was about a 6 or 7 room house and 
it’s the first time we had ever had a house with a bath 
tub and running water and all of these conveniences 
in, and there were quite a few lots there because there 
was a big barn on it and there was a garage and there 
was a garden spot and a raspberry patch.
Bert:  What did you think of all these modern con-
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veniences?
Edna:  Well, I really like them.  I remember at Christ-
mas my dad gave my mother an electric iron, but she 
didn’t use it because we were using the stove to heat 
water and on anyway all the time and to help heat the 
house.  We had a furnace in the house.  So she was 
economical and she just wanted to use her old flat 
iron that they had, that you would put on there and she 
hadn’t ever used it before she died.  It was still in the 
box.  She was just being careful, not running up any 
electricity if she didn’t have to. 
Bert:  How hard was that on the family, when your 
mother died?
Edna:  Well, I know it was hard on all of us, but we...
and awful hard on dad.  Dad was only in his forties 
when our mother died and she was 38.  So you see, that 
would be awful hard on us.  Of course we had some 
aunts and uncles around there that kind of brought 
things home.  Dad got housekeepers right away, had 
somebody...our mother’s half sister was there from 
Ogden and she stayed for three or four months, because 
she took the place of our mother. I remember when he 
took her to the train, we all followed her up there, cry-
ing you know, because she was leaving us and trying 
to get dad to marry her and she was engaged to marry 
a guy down in Ogden.  So we had to let her go and 
then we had different other housekeepers.  There was 
Kerri Evans, she was a divorced woman from out at 
the farm, that lived out there.
Bert:  Now, was she more of a housekeeper or did she 
mother you a little bit?
Edna:  Oh, she had to do the cooking and everything, 
see we weren’t very big.  I was only...I was just 11 
and Myrtle was about 13 and Elvin was 15, in high 
school.  
Bert:  But I mean, was she like a mother to you, or 
anything like that?
Edna:  Oh, not really.  She had an awful temper and 
her daughter Rhoda was my age and she had to come 
there and live too. And her son Carl.  And I don’t know 
where we ever slept, all of us, that many.  And if she 
would get mad at Rhoda, she didn’t do it to us, she 
would take the broom at her and hammer and hammer 
with that broom.  Dad fired her, she didn’t stay too long.  
I can’t remember some of the other housekeepers that 
came there, then my ... then LaVina Rose came there.  
LaVina Murray.  She had been a Rose and she was 
married and had a boy and she came there and stayed 
and then a few years later she and dad got married and 
that didn’t work very good.  She wasn’t really a mother.  
We learned a lot from her.  She was a good housekeeper 
and she was a good seamstress.  She taught me a lot 

about sewing.  I loved to sew and I used to..in the 
summer when school was out...I would make Myrtle 
and Eva and myself, I would make us two dresses for 
school, petticoat and panties and everything for school 
to start in the fall.  And that would be put in the trunk 
in the basement until school started, in the fall.   So I 
learned a lot and she directed me and helped me on all 
that. And it was just kind of a natural talent for me to 
sew.  So I could get to do that and.
Bert:  Let’s talk about when you went to high 
school?
Edna:  Well, I enjoyed high school.  I made all my 
own clothes that I wore to high school, and I took all 
the sewing and cooking classes that they would let 
me take in high school, because that’s what I liked.  
They was good to let me take the sewing class for the 
whole four years. I learned a lot of things in the cook-
ing classes that I wouldn’t of learned there.  I had a lot 
of good friends. We had quite a crowd of us, of boys 
and girls that chased around together and came to the 
dances together, went to the movies together, but we 
didn’t date.  We was just in high school.  What else...I 
went to every school dance that they had.  Besides 
the dances down in Hyde’s Hall. Downtown they had 
a dance every Saturday night in Hyde’s Hall.  It was 
up above the first store that was ever built in town for 
a store.  It’s still there.  By this time, some times we 
were getting a date once in a while to go over to dance.  
Sometimes we would just go to the dance and get a 
date to go home with.  Somebody to walk us home, 
we didn’t have cars. 
Bert:  Tell me about, can you remember your first 
date. 
Edna:  Oh, when I graduated from eighth grade there 
was a boy named Alcott Sessions and he walked me 
home from the eighth grade exercises and he gave me 
a hanky and a little bottle of perfume.  He was in my 
class but that’s all I knew about him.  He was just a 
friend in our class. I never went with him or anything.  
We were just eighth graders, but I thought that was 
kind of cute of him...
Bert:  When was your first date when a guy...
Edna:  Took me out on a date?
Bert:  Yeah, just all alone, it wasn’t with the gang or 
anything, it was just you and him.  Can you remem-
ber?
Edna:  I can’t remember that kind of a date.  We al-
ways went in groups.  We didn’t very often, because 
you know we had to walk.  We didn’t have any boy-
friends that had a car. When I started going with...how 
I met Dad, I was to a...my cousin Dora, that was my 
stepmother’s niece, she had a date with the a guy from 
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Arimo, this Clifford Evans that Dad was talking about, 
and she said that he had a friend and she wondered if I 
would be his blind date.  So, I said I would.  I had to go 
to the dance. We didn’t go to the dance with anybody.  
He came and I met him at the dance.  He didn’t come 
and get me or anything.  We met at the dance and they 
said, oh this dance is kind of boring.  Let’s go down 
to Swan Lake and it was in the dead of winter.  Let’s 
go down to Swan Lake to the dance.  They were hav-
ing a dance down there.  And that was about, golly, 
how far from Downey to Swan Lake. Anyway he had 
this car...I can’t remember what it was that Dad was 
telling about...and we went and got in that and there 
was just one seat so I had to sit on his lap and Dora 
in the middle and this guy crowded over there and 
we got stuck.  So many times they just had old tires 
and no chains on them.  Well they had some kind of 
chains anyway and they would keep breaking and they 
would have to keep stopping and wiring them up.  We 
finally got down there and the dance was out.  There 
was a store down there, the Thomas Mercantile...it’s 
still there.  They stopped there, went in there and they 
got the guy to help wire their chains together good 
enough to get back home. Oh, the snow was a foot 
deep or so, no  snowplows or anything in those days 
and we finally got back home and I don’t know, Dad 
said it was about 2:00, which it probably was.  That’s 
my first date...when I went with a guy, I didn’t kiss him 
and he didn’t kiss me.
Bert:  What were your impressions of Grandpa on 
that first date. 
Edna:	 Oh, I liked him.  I had seen him up at Arimo to 
conference once and I didn’t ever meet him or anything, 
but all the girls were crowded around him talking to 
him out there, when conference was out. 
Bert:  Sounds like he was quite a playboy or some-
thing. 
Edna:  And he was dressed, I’ll tell you.  He had these 
lace up boots to here and his pretty pants on, and a 
cap. Always had a cap on, and I thought, gee, I would 
sure like to meet him.  That was the first time I had 
ever seen him until he come and he was my date, well 
it was great. 
Bert:  How did he act on that first date?  Was he real 
shy?
Edna:  Well, he was kind of shy and so was I.  I had 
to sit on his lap and that was awful.  I had never sat on 
a guy’s lap before.  Sat on his lap and he had a girl he 
was going with in Arimo and had...and we went out a 
few times.  He would come in his uncle’s car and come 
up to Downey and pick me up and take me to Arimo 
to dances once in a while and then he would come up.  

Lots of times he came on the train and he would have 
to go home on the train.  There were enough passenger 
trains going there would be one in the evening then one 
about one o’clock at night and he could catch that and 
go home.  So this girl..he had her ring or something 
and he put it on my finger, let me wear that ring.  And 
she heard about it and she wrote me a letter and wanted 
that ring immediately.  I didn’t know whose it was.  I 
had never heard of it.  Anyway she...I mailed it to her.  
I didn’t want her ring to wear.  I don’t know she mar-
ried a school teacher somewhere, Dad says.  We went 
together until he left school in the spring, when school 
was out, but I didn’t see too much of him after he went 
to Weston.  They were having a dance down there, and 
he wrote and  ... or called me or wrote, I don’t know, 
and asked me if I could come down to that dance.  And 
I asked Dad and he said sure, you can go down there.  
But he never said how I was going to get there.  So 
it come time for that dance and Dad had gone off to 
the farm and he didn’t give me any money and when 
I went to the post office that day, why, we had some 
Utah Power & Light stock Dad had bought for us with 
some money that my mother would have inherited from 
someone and he bought us kids stock with it.  And 
there was my $1.75 interest, and so I cashed that and 
I went got ready and I was happy.  I went down on the 
train and I went to the dance down there and Norman’s 
mother didn’t think I ought to stay over at there house, 
they didn’t have it nice enough and all this and that.  
She didn’t want me to come over there.  I went to the 
house and met her and then we went to the dance. So 
he got me a room up in a hotel, an old hotel there in 
Weston.  Only hotel they ever had.  And I stayed up the 
house kind of scared to be up there alone in there.  I 
stayed up there and then next day he took me home on 
the train.  We went back on the train, then I didn’t see 
him too much until he when he started teaching down 
in Swan Lake, see he went from there to teaching in 
Swan Lake and I went to Salt Lake because I was go-
ing to go to school. Packed my trunk and I was going 
to stay at Myrtle’s and go to school.  I hadn’t even got 
registered to go to school or anything...I was going 
to go to that LDS Business College,  we just got to 
writing back and forth and decided to get married.  So 
we didn’t tell anybody and he came down there from 
Swan Lake down to Salt Lake on the train and it was 
a Saturday when there wasn’t school, you know, and 
we went down to the courthouse and got married.  We 
went and bought a ring and paid $15.00 for it and we 
must of got a license somewhere.  I can’t remember that 
part.  But we went to the courthouse, so it must now of 
been a Saturday, anyway.  Then we went to Myrtle’s 
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house and stayed that night and then we went back on 
the train to Swan Lake and shocked everybody that we 
were married and they went up to Downey...my friends 
had a shower for me at our house.  LaVina let them 
have a shower and I think she even made me a quilt 
and the girls gave me some gifts.  Then in those days 
they always wanted to shivery you, you know.  They 
would take the guy one direction and the girl another 
and make them try to get home. 
Bert:  What do you mean, just take them out in the 
country somewhere?
Edna:	 Well, yeah.  And they took.  The guys took 
dad or some of them, there was quite a crowd of them 
and they took him to Swan Lake and left him.  They 
took me up north of town, oh somebody by the name 
Dewey’s place up there and they were going to let me 
out, and I said I don’t have anyway to get back.  I just 
begged at them so they took me back to Downey. You 
can’t leave me here.  And so they took me back to town.  
That’s the way they always did. 
Bert:  That was just a thing they did at that time?
Edna:  Oh, yes.  It was called a shivery.  
Bert:  Sound’s like punishment to me.
Edna:  Yeah.  It was like initiation.
Bert:  So did Grandpa ever propose to you or any-
thing or was it just through letters and that?
Edna:  Oh, we just got talking through letters mostly.  
He didn’t get on his bended knees.  We had talked 
about getting married before he went to Swan Lake 
and then when Dad wanted me to go to Salt Lake and 
go to school, why then I didn’t say much, I didn’t 
tell anybody.  I didn’t even tell Dad until after I was 
married.
Bert:  Well, what did your dad thing of all this.  My 
gosh it must have been kind of a surprise for him. 
Edna:  Well, I guess it was a surprise for him.  When 
I told him he came down to Swan Lake and met Nor-
man’s mother, you know.  And he was...you just did all 
right, that’s a wonderful family and you’ve just got a 
good mother now. And just thought the world of Aunt 
Annie, you know.  So then Dad taught school there 
and then Colleen was born the next year in Weston...or 
no, I went back to Salt Lake when Colleen was born.  
Stayed with Myrtle and at the hospital there.  Myrtle 
couldn’t go with me.  She was going to have a baby 
of her own in a few months.  So we stayed down there 
until I could come home and come back up...so big, 
and all this and that and the other, and got to have rings 
and things.  I didn’t care about any of that.  I just had 
him and then I got my little girl and she was just like 
my doll, you know.  I made her the cutest dresses and 
embroidered them and fixed them and then I did have 

trouble when Norma come though. 
Bert:  Now, you were telling me about that one time.  
What was it, was it from the delivery you said he 
wasn’t clean or...
Edna:  Well, he forced the birth.  He forced ...I never 
remember her being born.  He gave me a shot of some 
kind and when he come I was scrubbing the kitchen 
floor.  We had called him and told him that I had some 
labor pains and he came right up and he didn’t wait 
to check...
Bert:  You were scrubbing the floor when you were 
in labor pains?
Edna:  I was scrubbing the kitchen floor when he 
came.  And he had me get washed up and get right to 
bed and gave me shots and I always brag to the other 
girls who haven’t had there’s nothing to it...nothing.  
It’s easy you know, no pain, nothing.  But he give me 
something and when Norma was born...when I came 
to he was putting his coat on to go home...to to...and 
Dad had just given him the check for $30.00, that’s 
what they charged, and he was ready to leave.
Bert:  So, what were you saying how important that 
you work things out.  You have been married, what, 
63 years now?
Edna:  62 I think.
Bert:  62.  
Edna:  62 or 63, I have to look it up .
Bert:  You were talking a little while ago how 
important it was to work it out, why don’t you talk a 
little bit about that?
Edna:  Well, I think another thing too, I haven’t men-
tioned that we both worked in the church.  We never 
turned a job down, we worked in the church when we 
could.  I worked in the Primary and I’ve worked in the 
Sunday School, and I have been on the Stake Sunday 
School Board in Aberdeen and I have been in the Relief 
Society for many, many years as a visiting teacher and 
I have been in the presidency of the Relief Society in 
Parma and I’ve...we’ve always worked in the church 
and I think that this is one thing that has helped pull us 
through and always think of each other, the things we 
have learned in this.  I think having the priesthood in 
our home has been wonderful and we have accepted 
and it saved my life many times.  The priest, because 
I have had a lot of good blessings, and I think that 
we have always thought of each other and tried to be 
kind to each and never tried to bawl each other out or 
anything like that, just tried to be kind and say nice 
things to each other.
Bert:  You told me, Grandpa never told you a bad 
word to you...
Edna:  Grandpa has never said a bad word to me.  He 
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has never bawled me out, he has never criticized me.  
If I don’t get things done just right, that I don’t thinks 
right like burn the bread or burning the roast, he says 
that’s just the way I like it.   He’s always done that.  
He’s never criticized me for anything like that.  And 
I have tried to be good like that with him and I think 
that helps an awful lot in a...and I hope that my kids 
to treat their husbands and wives kind and good. And I 
think a lot of them do in the family.  I don’t think they 
have problems.  Some of them have but they haven’t 
...we’ve tried to help them but hope that they do the 
right things.  You don’t want to leave this world and 
regret this and regret that.  I wish I had done this, I 
wish I had done that.  Try and do those things when 
they’re here. Because one of us or the other is going to 
go first and we don’t want to be thinking that way.  We 
have just got to think of the good things that happened, 
not of the sad things, just the good things we tried to 
do for each other.  I don’t know of anything else.  Got 
my family out, I just hope they all stay faithful in the 
church. That church is the big thing back of all of it.
Bert:  What about your testimony of the church?
Edna:  Well, I have a testimony of the church, I know 
it’s true and I’ve always known and I have had a lot 
of reasons to because I have had a lot of sickness and 
help and I know it is through the church and the power 
of the priesthood and that we believe in the church 
and always have since I was old enough to work in 
the church and learn about it.  I didn’t have one when 
I was little girl, anything like that, because we didn’t 
go to church too much then. We lived too far away and 
couldn’t go to church, but I did go when we were in 
Downey, we went to church.  We did have very good 
examples set for us, because my dad didn’t go and 
I don’t think my stepmother went much. But when 
my father and mother were alive, why they went all 
the time and took us kids, when they could, but you 
couldn’t go in the winter.  You just had to go in the 
summer, because it was too far, to get in a sleigh go 
that far.  I don’t know, it just seems like a testimony 
grows in you, in your family, you know, the way live 
and the jobs that you do and the things we have learned 
in Relief Society and Sacrament Meeting and all these 
things I think, helps build your testimony.  I know this 
church is true, I just know, I know I am alive, that it is 
and I hope that all my family does.
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The following is a collection of stories written by John 
Christiansen concerning John's brother-in-law,
 Norman Nelson.  These stories were written in March 
of 1995.

As I was growing up in Downey, Idaho in the 1920's I 
was the youngest of a family of six children.  Some of 
us were born in Cherry Creek on our parents (Moses, 
and Mary Hartvigsen) homestead located seven miles 
southwest of Downey, Idaho.  They had homesteaded 
there in 1897.

In the fall of 1919 the family moved into Downey on 
north main street with modern bathrooms, hot and cold 
running water, electricity, and lights.  Our mother fell 
through an open stairway and injured herself -- dy-
ing a few days later leaving our Dad (Mose) with six 
Children.  Elvin was 16 and I was 4 years old with four 
sisters between us.  Our dad remarried a widow from 
Wellsville, Utah with a son age 6 in 1922.  In 1924 our 
half sister Merle was born.  Our step mother did not like 
us children and dad and her had problems throughout 
his life.  Dad died on November 5, 1946 and our step 
mother died two weeks later.

Elvin and Myrtle both married and left home in 1927.  
I was told that my sister, Edna had met a wonderful guy 
-- his name was Norman Nelson.  I think they met at a 
dance.  I believe Norman was teaching school at Ron 
in a small school west of Arimo, Idaho.  After Edna 
and Norman were married I soon visited them at their 
various homes as Norman taught school at various 
schools.  His home had been in Weston - 4 miles west 
of Preston, Idaho where he was living with his "mother" 
[mother to Norman was his aunt, Annie Olsen since 
his mother died when he was a baby].

I have visited Norman and Edna lots of times in their 
lifetime.  Norman was a very congenial guy and had 
a pleasant personality.  Once while they were living 
in Weston he said he had a good looking girl that he 
wanted me to meet.  I was in High School in Downey.  
I was scared of girls at this time in my life, so I just 
said "maybe" - end of romance.

As time went by I remember when Norman's boy, 
Keith got spinal meningitis and he asked Elvin and I 
to come to the Preston hospital to give blood.  Later 
on through the years Norman would come up help us 
in the summer with the grain harvest.  Norman at first 
would be the sacker on the combine, and later hauled 

the grain to the elevator.  Elvin would be the tractor 
driver and I was the platform operator.  I remember 
one particular time we were cutting grain in Cherry 
Creek on the Owen Barnes place.  We had a fifty bushel 
crop and although the combine went slowly Norman 
was tying sacks as fast as he could.  As he got one 
tied another would be filled and so he was one busy 
guy.  Elvin thought he would have some fun so he just 
kept going a little faster and faster, faster -- Norman 
did not have time to tie the sacks of grain, so he just 
kept standing them upright.  He hollered at me to tell 
Elvin to slow down but he couldn't hear or was just 
going to have some fun.  I left my seat and started to 
help Norman, but soon we had no room for the untied 
grain sacks and spilled grain, it was ankle deep on the 
sacking platform.  We were both hollering at Elvin 
to slow down and finally he did.  By then Norman's 
temper had gone sky high and he was so mad at Elvin 
that would not even speak to him.  He was ready to 
hit Elvin over the head with a hammer.  Elvin said he 
was just having some fun and helped us clean up the 
mess.  Then we all had a good laugh.  We always went 
in the Barnes house for dinner, which was served by 
three old maids, but they sure could cook.  After a 
real big meal then they brought out the cake and pies 
and homemade ice cream.  Norman and I would go 
out on the lawn afterwards and lay down for over an 
hour to get over our stress.  When we would come in 
for dinner the "maids" would have a tub of cold water 
and insisted we dunk our heads in it to get rid of the 
grain chaff.  I remember Norman would shudder with 
the ice cold water on his head.  We would all laugh 
our heads off.

Many years when we were harvesting at our McCam-
mon ranch we always stayed up at the cabin.  Norman 
didn't care to cook much, so the rest of us did the 
cooking.  There were some pack rats up in the attic and 
dad told Norman and I to climb up in the attic and get 
rid of their nests.  We found many things in their nests 
--spoons and forks, matches, cigarette buttes (not ours) 
chewing tobacco (one hired man chewed) pennies, 
dimes, and  nickels, paper, and chewing gum.  The rats 
at night would come out on a rafter where there was a 
hole in the ceiling we would send them to heaven with 
a blast from the 97 shot gun.  It would wake up those 
sound asleep.  Norman would just say, "You darn guys!  
No one can sleep around here."  

Another incident about Norman.  Norman and I had 
been at the cabin alone when dad rode up.  He noticed 
some 3 range cows in the wheat acres on what we 
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called the Long Piece 80 acres and a mile long.  I had 
my .22 rifle and I had been shooting at ground squir-
rels.  Dad said to shoot over that way and see if you 
can scare those cows and make them leave the field.  
Well, it was about a half a mile to them so I just shot 
a rainbow and the middle cow reared up and her hind 
legs and fell backwards and just laid there.  The other 
two men stood in disbelief -- a .22 at that range -- it 
must have had a heart attack.  Dad turned to Norman 
and said, "That darn kid killed one of them."  Norman 
just said, "Well I guess we better go butcher it out and 
use the meat."  Dad said, "No, just leave it there the 
cattle men will just think she bloated."  Norman said 
that some beef would taste pretty darn good since all 
we got around here is sages hens and trout.  The sage 
hens were so tough you can't put your fork in the gravy 
-- Ha! Ha!

One fall dad said if we get done cutting wheat by 
September that he would take us fishing, so we would 
worked hard and fast and finished by September 1.  
The next day dad put on fishing gear in the car and 
way we went.  Dad, Norman, Ross (stepbrother) and 
myself.  We ended up in Meyers Cove on Camas Creek 
(a tributary to the Salmon River).  Just as we got there 
and started to make camp and some boys walked into 
camp packing a 38 pound salmon.  They were from 
Malad and had speared the salmon and it had gone 
down into a tree root.  They dove into the cold water 
and finally got it out.  This really excited Norman, so 
we planned on spearing some salmon, however the next 
day we went down Camas Creek to catch some trout.  
Norman did not fish as he hadn't a fishing licence and 
fishing was not his cup of tea.  Norman and I went 
along the creek and noticed many dead salmon along 
the blanks, they had come up the salmon river and up 
the river back to the place they were born to spawn and 
then die.  We counted over 40 that day that had died and 
lay along the banks.  Norman and I were going along 
the creek and I got ahead of him and stopped to wait 
for him.  The creek made a big S turn and all at once I 
heard Norman screaming and make some other noises 
not usual in his speech.  I could hear limbs break and 
more noises and all of a sudden came Norman out of the 
bush and made a short cut across the S bend the creek.  
He kept grabbing at his clothing and acting like a wild 
man.  I was laughing -- it wasn't a laughing matter to 
him.  He had knocked down a large hornet nest and they 
were really mad after him. He finally splashed water 
on him and the hornets left.  Ha! Ha! Ha!  For an hour 
he would grab his pants -- stings I think.

That night we had blue grouse for supper.  Dad was 
frying the grouse (out of season) and in walked in a for-
est game warden.  Dad had seen him coming and told 
the rest of us to just remain calm and he would think 
it was a tame chicken.  Grouse cooking can be smelled 
a mile away.  Anyway, dad had just kept on talking to 
the game warden turning the grouse over and over in 
the frying pan.  Norman kept looking at dad.    Soon 
the warden left and we knew that he knew the kind of 
"chicken" in the pan, but didn't say anything about it.  
After the warden left we laugh and laughed.  Norman 
just couldn't believe what he had done.

Night came and we got on our old clothes and shoes 
and fixed the gas lantern to reflect the light ahead of our 
spears (made of pitch forks) and started up the creek.  
Soon we saw a large salmon wavering back and forth 
in the water which was up to our knees.  I made the 
first throw with my spear and made a glancing blow 
-- then all ??? let go.  The salmon first turned around 
and went between my legs.  I dropped down trying to 
pin him.  Then he threw me aside and then Norman 
had him between his legs and then he threw Norman 
off.  Both of us thought we were going to drown, there 
was so much splashing, etc. going on the salmon in its 
desperation jumped out on the bank where dad was.  
Dad had a gas lantern and had to find a place to put it 
down before he could try to catch the salmon, but he 
was long in finding a place to put the lantern down and 
Mr. Salmon leaped back into the water.  We expected 
to get wet to our waist, but Norman and I were soaking 
wet and had to go back to camp.  The next night we 
went again we speared several salmon.  Norman got 
one of these fish.

I always liked Norman.  He was a gentleman at all 
times and had a very good personality.  
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Family Treasures
The following  history was written by Norman Nelson 
in 1990 for the book, The Legacy of Norman Nels 
Nelson.  Norman died on April 11, 1993.

BRIEF STORY OF NORMAN NELSON, GRAND-
SON OF CHRISTIAN OLSEN

I was born July 19, 1904, at Weston, Idaho, at my 
Grandfather Olsen’s home. My mother was Amelia Ol-
sen Nelson and father was Nels R. Nelson.  My mother 
died 3 months after I was 
born.  She had asked her 
sister, Annie, to take her 
children and raise them 
before she died.  I also 
had a sister, Ella, who 
was 2 years older than 
me.  She died of dipthe-
ria when she was 6 years 
old.  This was real sad 
for Aunt Annie, now our 
mom, as she loved her 
so much.

Mother (mom) got mar-
ried to John Palmer and 
we moved to Vernal, 
Utah, where he had a 
ranch.  The marriage did 
not work out, so we came back to Weston.  She took 
care of her father [Christian Olsen] until he died and 
Mother inherited the Olsen home.

I now had finished my grade school and high school 
in Weston.  We had a hard time making ends meet 
but Mom was a good manager.  We raised chickens, 
pigs and had a cow for our milk and butter.  I got jobs 
whenever I could. I even worked on the railroad while 

in high school.

I went to Albion Normal School and got a teaching 
certificate.  I worked at the school to earn my board 
and room.  My first teaching position was in Robin, a 
small community west of Arimo.  My Uncle Wilford 
also taught there.  

I met my wife, Edna Christiansen, to be, on a blind 
date at the Downey High School, at a dance.  We dated 

until Fall and got mar-
ried in November in Salt 
Lake.  In 1940, we took 
our 4 children and got our 
endowments in the Salt 
Lake Temple.

The next year I started 
teaching in Weston for 
5 years.  The depres-
sion came along so some 
teachers were cut, so we 
left and taught in Glen-
dale, above Preston, and 
several other schools in 
the area.  In 1941, we 
moved to Gooding, while 
there I was President of 

the M.I.A for several years 
and also Bishop for a time.  I also taught in Parma, and 
Aberdeen before moving to Blackfoot where I worked 
for the [Idaho] State Employment Agency until I retired.  
Edna and I have been active in church work all our life 
and raised two daughters and four sons.  We are very 
proud of them.  They have gotten good educations and 
are all married in the temple, have nice homes and 
good positions. We also have 19 grandchildren and 16 
great-grandchildren.

Norman and his wife Edna were married over 65 years

Norman Nelson was buried at 
the Weston, Idaho Cemetery


