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Dedicated
With love 

To the wonderful family, 
Past, Present, and Future, 

of

       Barney & Marjorie South

Chances are pretty good -- you have

A little sawdust in your veins,
Music in your bones,

and most importantly, 
A testimony in your heart.
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You have a great heritage.-David (March, 1974)

A Note From the Compiler
   We are pretty lucky, I should say blessed, to be part of a wonderful family. This is a story about 

that family. It’s a love story. 
Putting it together has been like putting together a giant puzzle, tracking down the pieces, try-

ing to figure out where they fit, wondering about the ones that are missing. 
At the start, all I had was the voice of Aunt Zelma, talking about early memories on a cassette 

tape which I recorded back in 1978, while Marj was on her mission. Then I found that Marj had 
written some special stories, among them “Campmeat” and “Faith at the Sawmill.” Barry sent me a 
copy of his  early history, David made his book, accounts from Myrna, Susan, and Randy surfaced, 
and stories shared by kind cousins dropped right out of the sky. Serious, mirthful, and inspirational 
tales were plucked and placed right in the puzzle.

Puzzle pieces were found in places like the court houses in Randolph, Idaho Falls, and Rexburg; 
highway dept., libraries, historical societies, college and university archives in Utah and Idaho. 

There are the pictures from when David and Melinda went around to relatives and scanned their 
family photos, plus the pictures Marj carefully saved in that old suitcase over the years. Every once 
in a while we would get them out and look them over, then put them back. Susan tracked down 
Marj’s transcripts, etc. from Ricks College. 

Barry sent high school age Dianna with a tape recorder to Evanston to interview Ruth South and 
family. What a wealth of information! Gleaning facts from the long epistles chock full of memories 
Uncle Bernie used to send to everyone produced puzzle piece after piece. He had a memory like an 
elephant. When the Idaho Falls Temple was built, Grandpa Knapp served as the work director, and 
Grandma chronicled its construction start to finish.

 This has also been like a treasure hunt, with the discovery of golden nuggets in journals, histories 
and hundreds of letters. Truly treasured are the video and audio interviews of siblings and their 
spouses, aunts, uncles and cousins. The many phone conversations and emails have been a delight.

There is a transcript of Barney’s funeral and a tape recording of Marj’s.
There were even hidden treasures. One day Randy dropped off a big box of cassette tapes and 

said, “I’m tired of being the ‘keeper of the tapes.’ It’s your turn for a while.” I played a tape and 
heard the voices of Grandma and Grandpa Knapp with memories and testimony, recorded just a 
couple of months before they both passed away. 

Two unlabeled tapes, one with just the word “me” written in small letters, were a special surprise. 
When Marj used to drive around selling domes, she would run a tape recorder, and she told about 
her childhood and also Barney’s. That’s where I learned how she as a child was intrigued with 
Barney, hearing about the “good-looking young man at the dances in the little schoolhouse who did 
not often dance but would sit in the corner reading the dictionary.”

Another hidden treasure was Barney’s small blue notebook, which Melinda sent me. Mixed in 
among pages of figures of board feet, etc., all in Barney’s handwriting, are thoughts and ideas about 
various topics, about love, and about life.

This is a story of trials and faith, of repentance and forgiveness, hardship and testimony. And of 
love. I hope that love will spill out all over the pages.

M’Jean South Lund
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Thank you to all who have helped.

Sorry for anything I didn’t get right.
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Samuel Rich South & Hannah Corless South
  Lorenzo “Ren” Snow South - Ruth Biorn
     Glenna South Jones - Gene Jones
                Jeannie Jones Layne
                David Jones 
                Barry Jones
                Gwen Jones Covington
     Donna South Dickerson
     Dan South 
     Burton South 
     Gayle South Stuart
     Connie South Lunsford
     JoAnne South Thornock
  
Allen South (died age 17)
  
Elgie South Tate Norris  - Ade Larsen
      Elayne Tate Bybee
                Sanda Lee Bybee McCallen
      Bob Tate
      Myrtle Tate (died as infant)
      Betty Norris Tremelling
      Barbara Norris (died as infant)
  
Bernard Eugene “Barney” South - Marjorie “Marj” Knapp
      David Barney South
      Phillip Barry South
      M’Jean South Lund
      Myrna Lynn South North
      Susan South Crandall 
      Randy John South

Zelma South - Samuel Schwartz
  
Charles “Charlie” South  - Dorothy Brotherton
       Keith South
       Kenneth “Kenny” South 
  
Dorothy Elizabeth South Tidwell - Hubert Hackworth
         Shirlene [Tidwell] Hackworth (died age 22)      
         Allen [Tidwell] Hackworth
         Lois Hackworth Wright 
         Donna Hackworth Simmons
         Gerald Hackworth

Who’s Who - Souths
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Justin Willis Knapp & Mabel Fidelia Hale
 Claudia Knapp  - Arch Hess
       Eleanor Hess Sorenson
       Sharlene Hess Kelsey
       Berdett Hess  
       Cherie Hess Jonas
       Nikki Hess Bauer
       Judie Hess Cantrill

 Warren Knapp - Carol Unsworth - Beth Davidson
       Maureen Knapp
       Sharon Knapp
       Steve Knapp
       Natalie Knapp Bergevin
       Rena Knapp
       Mo-nee Knapp Harrigfeld

Marjorie “Marj” Knapp - Bernard Eugene “Barney” South
      David Barney South
      Phillip Barry South
      M’Jean South Lund
      Myrna Lynn South North
      Susan South Crandall
      Randy John South

Thelma Knapp - Elmer Snowball
      Shirley Ann Snowball Grimmett
      Dan Snowball
      Dee Snowball

 Anna Knapp - Paul Walker 
       Saundra Lee Walker 
       Billy Walker 
       Robert Walker 
       Larry Walker 
       Dennis Walker 

Al Knapp - Lois Call
       Anne Knapp Coleman 
       Kaye Knapp Hales 
       Douglas Knapp 
       Karla Knapp Oswald 
       Allen Knapp

Bernie Knapp - Louise Andrus
       Lisa Kimberly Knapp
       Willis Knapp
       Justin Knapp
       Shaun Knapp
       Joseph Knapp
       Ruth Knapp Calabro 
       Jess Knapp 
       Kathy Knapp Thorpe
       Tim Knapp

Who’s Who - Knapps
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Bernard Eugene “Barney” South & 
Mary Marjorie “Marj” Knapp
David Barney South (Feb 20, 1939)  -  Judy Lynne Bates - (Oct 10, 1940)
          Robin Sarah South Bitter  (Aug 9, 1960) - Lance Bitter
          Julie South - Dec 3, 1961 (died as infant)           
          Jenny Lynne South Semenza (Nov 1, 1962)
          Nanette South Clark (Apr 23, 1966) - Gary Clark (Apr 3, 1955)
          David Barney South, Jr. (May 7, 1968) - Jennifer Lee Warren (Sep 7, 1969)
          Melinda South - Jun 24, 1970
          Rebecca Jo South-Slota (Jun 18, 1973) Joseph Benjamin Slota (Oct 6, 1982)
          Jessica South Goodwin (Sep 10, 1975) - Douglas Todd Goodwin (Jun 28, 1971)
          Michael Jay South (Jul 22, 1979) - Tess Catherine Tovar (Feb 23, 1981) 
          Jamie Lynne South-Shaw (May 13, 1981) - William Shaw

Phillip Barry South (May 14, 1941) - Elinor Moss (Apr 11, 1941)
          Jason Phillip South (Aug 2, 1970) - Jennifer Elizabeth DaBell (Dec 25, 1969)
          Daniel Barry South (Mar 9, 1972) - Margo Eileen Wilcox (Feb 15, 1975)
          Rachel South Thompson (Oct 7, 1973) - Lance James Thompson (Oct 19, 1970)
          Dianna South Poston (Jan 16, 1976) - Jason Michael Poston (Jun 21, 1975)
          Rodney Wade South (Jul 11, 1981) - Kylene Simmons (Apr 9, 1980)

M’Jean South Lund (July 1, 1944) - Gary Blair Lund (Jun 11, 1947)
          Rosalie Lund Macmillan (Aug 26, 1975 - David Spencer Leith Macmillan (May 9, 1975)
          Tessya Michelle Lund (Jan 10, 1977)
          Jonathan Gary Lund (Nov 4, 1978) - Jennifer Lee Heap (Jul 27, 1975)
          Jeanette Lund Viehweg (Apr 4, 1980) - Mark William Viehweg (May 28, 1970)
          Lexye Suzanne Lund Thiele (Sep 1, 1981) - Nicholas Bryan Thiele (Mar 29, 1981)
          Barney Alan Lund (Jul 3, 1983) - Mary Francis (Feb 6, 1985)
          Molly Nanette Lund Cash (Dec 24, 1985) - Devin Blake Cash (Dec 31, 1982)

Myrna Lynn South North (Mar 12, 1947) - Vaughn Wilber North (Jan 7, 1945)
 
Susan South Crandall (Sep 7, 1952) - Jeffrey Lee Crandall (Dec 23, 1945)
          Matthew Jeffrey Crandall (Jan 16, 1983-Mar 16, 2000)
          Sean Foster Crandall (Mar 16, 1985)
          Joshua Lee Crandall (Apr 30, 1987) - Tatiana Renee Brenchley (Aug 6, 1989)
          Daniel Scott Crandall (Oct 30, 1989) -Kristen Walker (Apr 2, 1990)
          Allison Marie Crandall Nunez (Oct 31, 1993) - Jordan Nunez (Oct 13, 1992)

Randy John South  (Sep 18, 1952) - Karen Jean Dickson (Dec 21, 1955)
          Andrew John South (Jul 4, 1978) - Courtenay Anne Carter (Aug 22, 1979)
          Derek Thomas South (Oct 26, 1979) - Sarah Elizabeth Moser (Apr 18, 1983)
          Joshua Eric South (Oct 2, 1980) - Francis Noel Parson (May 19, 1983)
          Nathan Samuel South (Jun 12, 1982) - Emily Marie Barnes (Dec 20, 1981)
          Amanda South (Oct 29, 1984) - Ty Chandler Hall (Feb 8, 1980)
          Jonathan William South (Oct 17, 1987) - Lindsey Nelson (Apr 5, 1991)
          Katherine South Walker (Oct 7, 1990) - Scott Tyler Walker (Dec 10, 1987)
          Steven South (Aug 31, 1993)
          Benjamin Hale South (Sep 15, 1995) - Melissa Huff (Feb 13, 1995)



A large bushy, rough pine tree was close to the middle of camp 
and was referred to as the “Big Tree.” It had survived much abuse 
from young woodsmen hacking and sawing on it. It served many 
purposes including a meeting place, something to climb in, shade, 
and a place to swing on a rope. I guess mostly it was just part of 
camp, like the old well, the sawdust pile, or the big puddle. -Barry

The “Big Tree” in the center of Camp
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Two Centuries
Two Countries

I like to tell people that I grew up 
in two centuries and two countries. 
That’s because our family spent Me-
morial Day to nearly Christmas of 
every year in the mountains of Island 
Park and the remaining months in Ida-
ho Falls. Our entire family moved twice 
a year. -David
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The Old Log Cabin
It seemed it was a tradition that we moved from Island Park in a 
snowstorm and we moved to Island Park in a rain storm. -Barry

Built in about 1922 by the Targhee Tie Company, the old log cabin, in its pic-
turesque setting among a few pine trees, was about 150 feet from the railroad 
tracks at Island Park Siding. Had it been able to talk, it would have quite a 

tale to tell, of historical happenings of the era and of the various folks who took a 
turn living there. !e last person the cabin could claim as a new resident was little 
Susan South, who came along in September, 1952. 

David: Our Island Park home and sawmill sat four miles east of Pond’s 
Lodge, about forty miles north of Ashton and just ten miles from Yellowstone’s 
west boundary. Going there meant taking a step back in time. Ashton, our closest 
town, had a doctor but no hospital during my childhood. But by the time I got to 
high school, Ashton had built a small hospital.

Post Office
Pond’s Lodge had a post o"ce so we did get the Idaho Falls Post Register. At 

#rst, our post o"ce received mail three days a week; later it began arriving #ve 
days a week. Cold and snow came early to Island Park, and a$er the last train 
came through, our village was pretty well cut o%.

But by the 1940s, roads between Pond’s Lodge and Ashton were plowed, so 
you only had to maneuver the four miles between our sawmill and Pond’s; then 
you could drive to Ashton. I remember that road as very winding and treacher-
ous. Later they built a much straighter, nicer one. 

Targhee Tie Headquarters
Barry: Island Park Siding had been the headquarters, in years past, of the 

Targhee Tie Company. !is company hired men to cut and hack ties and haul 
them to the railroad siding where they were loaded into the train cars. During 
the peak years of the Tie Company’s operation there was a school and a church at 
the village and as many as one hundred and #$y people lived there in the winter. 

“Camp,” as I knew it, consisted of about a dozen old buildings le$ from the Tie 
Company village and a few new buildings built since the sawmill was built. Along 
with the cabins were a few barns, storage buildings, chicken coops, outhouses and 
other facilities of a small village. 

Moving in Spring 
David: Barney converted the Federal into somewhat of a moving van. He 

Chapter 72
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added makeshi$ sides, a wooden rack, to hold furniture. A$er loading all our 
possessions, we hit the road. Once during such a move to Island Park, we entered 
the large, open area called !e Flat. We were part way across it when we saw three 
or four elk. My dad stopped the truck, jumped into the back of it, dug out his ri&e 
and shot one. !at elk became an important part of that season’s food for others 
and for us. 

Barry: One of the #rst things I remember about Island Park—we were mov-
ing—all the stu% was on the back of the truck, and we had come to the little &at. 
!at little &at is almost grown over now; you don’t see it too much. I remember 
Barney blasting away there on that little &at. He had spotted an animal, and he 
was trying to save some money on food. I can’t even remember if it was a deer or 
elk or what it was. I can’t even remember if we got one. But I can remember him 
shooting.

Our dad had a program worked out that we would stay up there until the 
snows got deep enough that it pretty well closed the roads up. He was quite wor-
ried than when we moved out of there that people would come in and vandalize 
the sawmill. So we tried to stay there until the snow got fairly deep.

Moving in winter
Usually by the #rst of November we had all of the lumber moved out and just 

had to load our horses and household items and leave. We always tried to stay 
until the beginning of a heavy storm that would close the road to the mill so we 
would not have to worry about our belongings being stolen. Since we tried to wait 
for a heavy storm, we did not dare wait for it to pass because we would have been 
snowed in. We had our things packed and ready and we would load our furniture 
on one truck and the horses on another and take o%. 

It seemed as though it was tradition that we moved from Island Park in a 
snowstorm and we would move to Island Park in a rain storm.

David South
with football
West Side of 
Cabin
“Our house was a 
three-room cabin — 
the largest one in the 
camp.” (David)

“The house was 
built of  hand cut 
round logs that were 
notched and miter 
locked at the corners 
to make a sturdy little 
cabin.
I was glad that our 
house used to belong 
to the boss of  the Tie 
Company for it was 
the only one in camp 
with two doors.” 
(Barry)



712 Targhee Ties

Forest Home
The old log cabin was the #rst 

forest home of David, Barry, 
M’Jean, Myrna, and Susan. 

!ey each spent baby days jour-
neying in the homemade crib from 
bedroom, living room, kitchen, out 
in the yard, and back again. !ey 
spent baby nights under mosquito 
netting.

Barry: !e #rst house that 
I remember living in there was 
a 3-room round log house that 
had been built by some people 
who worked for the Targhee Tie 
Company. And there were several 
houses in that camp that had been 
built and used by the tie company, 
and a$er so many years they quit 
hacking ties out of the forest, so 
the tie company le$. 

!ey abandoned the cabins. 
And the South Family moved into 
those cabins. I was glad that our 
house used to belong to the boss 
of the Tie Company for it was 
the only one in camp with two 
doors—a front door and a back 
door.

David: Our house was a 
three-room cabin — the larg-
est one in the camp — but only 
slightly bigger than the others. 
We had a 12’ x 12’ living room, 
a-smaller-than-that bedroom 
where the family slept, and a tiny 

kitchen #lled by a small cabinet, a 
table, chairs and an ancient, wood-burning cook stove.

Barry: !e 3 rooms--kitchen, big room, and bedroom, together probably to-
taled about 700 square feet. !e house was built of hand cut round logs that were 
notched and miter locked at the corners to make a sturdy little cabin. 

Porches - Leaky Roof 
!e house had a nice covered porch at the front door and a small cover over 

the back door.  !e roof was built with a double layer of rough lumber that had tar 
paper between the layers of lumber. !e roof was supported with a few ridge logs. 

David: !e Targhee Tie Company had built with little thought for perma-

Barry, M’Jean, 
David (on roof)

“Perky”
Kitchen door and 

back porch. 
Dinner bell hangs 

from far left corner 
of  roof  (barely visible)

along with the 
bathtub.

       Snowshoes, 
crosscut saw, etc. 

on the outside wall. 
(right)
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nence. Builders had stacked logs atop each other until the wall height plus the 
gable ends were reached. To form the roof, they had laid long poles between the 
gables. !en they had covered the poles with wide boards that ran perpendicular 
to the poles, from the eaves to the top pole, called the ridgepole. Finally, they had 
tar papered the boards and covered the tar paper with a second layer of boards.

M’Jean: !e roof of the old cabin leaked in many places, and during a heavy 
rainstorm kettles and pans had to be placed in strategic spots in all three rooms 
to catch the drips. During the rainy month of June, that was a very frequent oc-
currence.

No Insulation – Cracks in Chinking
Barry: !ere was no insulation anywhere in the cabin. !e cracks between 

the logs were chinked with mortar which refused to stick very well. !is chinking 
was done on the outside and inside, and there were always pieces of chinking 
falling away from the logs. !at meant there were always a lot of air leaks through 
the walls. We never had a problem in getting fresh air.

 M’Jean: !e mosquitoes found every leak.

David: !e wind blew through the house, in spite of the chinking — a mix-
ture of lime, sand and cement used to #ll cracks between the logs. Bugs and mice 
had the run of the place. 

M’Jean: Marj used to say the spaces between the logs were so big you could 
throw a cat through the cracks.

 Short Doors - Bumped Heads
David: !e sawmill at the Siding was located on National Forest land. 

In those days if you were buying timber from the National Forest, they never 
charged a lease, and we of course quali#ed. 

And as you can imagine if you didn’t own the land, and you had to build your 
buildings, you didn’t build expensive buildings--no concrete foundations.

!e buildings were made out right on the ground, and over the years the bot-
tom log would rot, and the building would slowly settle down into the rotted area. 
Every spring we had the project of going around and cutting the doors o% a little 
bit so they would still open and close.

David South, Bert & 
Susie Miller
The sheepherder couple 
stopped by to visit when 
they were in the area.

Far left: washmachine
Center: bunkhouse
Right: north side of  the 
cabin near the back door
Note: tools, etc hanging on 
outside wall

“The cracks between the logs 
were chinked with mortar 
which refused to stick very 
well.” (Barry)
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M’Jean: As the doorways became shorter, the taller guys who resided in 
camp learned to duck when they came in. But it was a fairly frequent occurrence 
that an unsuspecting visitor would bump his head on the door frame. (Although 
we tried to remember to mention a caution.) !at might be followed by some 
muttered words we children were not allowed to repeat.  

Calcimine Coated Walls
Barry: !e inside #nish of the cabin was a heavy paper tacked on the logs 

and then painted with calcimine for a sti% white #nish. (I think it was a mix of 
lime and water brushed on.) Each year a fresh coat of calcimine was applied to 
renew the #nish on the walls. 

Linoleum
M’Jean: !e &oor was covered with linoleum, several layers. !e gravel con-

stantly tracked in on work boots or spilled out of pockets and pant cu%s was hard 
on the linoleum. Each time new linoleum had been put down, it was laid right on 
top of the last layer.

No Plumbing
Barry: !e house had no electricity nor indoor plumbing. An outhouse 

among a few nearby trees substituted for indoor plumbing.

David: !ere was no running water; there was no bathroom; there were no 
lights; everything had to be done in the light of a lantern or, if you had to go to the 
bathroom, you had to take a 50-yard hike out to the little outhouse--away from 
the home for obvious reasons.

Well Water
Barry: Our water source was a well that had been dug about halfway be-

tween the house and the railroad track. !e water was drawn by hand using a 
rope, pulley and well bucket.

David: We had to go out there and lower a pail into the well and pull it up 
with a rope strung over a pulley. !en we’d pour the water into other buckets and 
carry them home, a distance of #$y to a hundred yards. I tell people, if you want-
ed running water, you had to run with the bucket.

Three Room Layout
Homemade furniture and goods from the catalog store made up 3 rooms.

Barry: !e kitchen had some cabinets, a medicine chest, a table with bench-
es, and a storage chest. !e “big room” had a wood heater, a rocking chair, a sofa 
[usually called the daveno], and a desk that Dad used for his o"ce. !e bedroom 
had two double beds and a closet. 

Kitchen
!e kitchen door on the east side was the one everyone used. On the wall to 

the le$ of the door were coat hooks, with some storage underneath. To the right 
of the door was the washstand, large enough for two water buckets and the wash 
basin. !e medicine cabinet hung on the wall above it. 

Barry: A dipper was le$ in the bucket for drinking and other water needs. A 
wash basin beside the water buckets on the wash stand was the place for washing 
hands, shaving, combing hair, etc. In the fall of the year, quite o$en you’d come 
out to those water buckets, and there might be a quarter or half inch of ice on the 
water buckets.

Medicine cabinet 
made by Barney

“Quite often there might 
be a quarter or half  

inch of  ice on the water 
buckets.” (Barry)
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Majestic Stove - Flour bin - Woodbox
Barry: !e kitchen had a “Majestic” brand iron cook 

stove with an attached water reservoir that burned a lot 
of #rewood. On a warm day it made it really hot in there 
when our mother Marj was cooking. On a cold day it was 

nice to have a #re in the two rooms, cause we had a little 
heater in the back room and we could stoke that up 

and could stay warm with it.

!e Majestic cook stove took up 
the entire northeast corner of the room 

opposite where the cabinet stood on the 
northwest corner. Sandwiched between the 

cabinet and stove were the &our bin and the 
wood box. 

A 100-pound bag of &our was dumped 
into the big wooden &our bin pretty regu-

larly, as Marj did plenty of baking to keep up with the family and crew. 
!e aroma of homemade bread would #ll the house, and from the 
Majestic’s large oven would come her wonderful bread, eight loaves 
at a time. 

Gun Over the Door
Over the door, the handiest spot for a gun, but still out of the reach of children, 

hung Barney’s .300 Savage. Fortunately it was ready to #re the day Bernie got up 
from the table at the noon meal, walked out onto the back porch, and 
spotting a bear o% in the woods a little ways, carefully backed 
up into the house.

Barry: He yelled,“!ere is a bear at the garbage hole.” Dad grabbed 
his .300 savage from over the door, where it always hung, and shot the bear from 
the back porch.

View of the Stockyards
Opposite the door was a long, low window right over the table. It allowed for a 

good view of the railroad tracks, stockyards, and the Flat beyond. On summer days, 
through its panes streamed rays of the hot a$ernoon sun, lowering slowly in the 
western sky until it sank behind the timberline amid a beautiful sunset.

!e other kitchen window looked out towards the forested area on the north, 
wooded side of camp. !e cabinet under the window was the handiest place to 
wash dishes, just a few steps from the stove, where Marj would cart the dishpan 
when the dishwater began getting cold. 

Table & Barney’s Benches
Centered in the room was the big round kitchen table, surrounded with the 

wooden benches Barney built, designed to slide right under the table when not in 
use. !e table was covered with an oil cloth with a colorful &oral  pattern. Close to 
the table, on the south end of the kitchen, was the high dish cupboard, adjoining 
the doorway to the living room. 

Al Knapp
Fish for Marj to fry 
on the Majestic stove 
(behind, right)
Next to the stove is the 
woodbox.

Majestic stove 
with reservoir

Wooden Bench 
Made by Barney

Barney’s .300 Savage
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Living Room
Just inside the living room, in the northwest corner, 

was the small stove with the tall chimney used for heating. The 
ceiling overhead was severely scorched, as occasionally 
&ying sparks had ignited. Fire in that corner had been 
extinguished on an estimated 21 occasions.

 When Barney was ten, his family had lost every-
thing in the #re which burned their ranch house to the 
ground. !e sawmill in Island Park burned in 1937. 
Everyone was wary of #res.

It seemed the living room was always quite dark, 
no matter what time of day it was, even though there 
were two windows. !e biggest window, the one on 
the west, was shaded by the large covered porch, 
where the #rewood was stored. !e cabin was prac-
tically surrounded by pine trees, which provided 
even more shade. 

Daveno
Under the west window, where formerly Grandpa South had played the or-

gan, (which had long since been retired to the warehouse), was the daveno. For 
many years it served double duty, as a sofa in daytime and a pull-out bed at night. 
Marj’s brothers Al and Bernie, Grandpa South, and various guests had slept on it. 
By the time there were 5 kids in the family, David and Barry had progressed from 
the bedroom to the living room, and they slept on the daveno bed.

Secretary Desk
Against the opposite, east wall, was the tall secretary desk. !e front panel 

lowered into a writing 
table, held by a chain. 
!ere were several lit-
tle pidgeon-holes and 
drawers. 

Front Door
!e front door 

was on the far end of 
the room and opened 
onto the big porch 
where the #rewood 
was stacked. 

 
Little Wardrobe

In the corner 
stood the little tall 
wardrobe which Bar-
ney built. 

“We had a little 
heater in the 

back room and on a cold 
day we could stoke that 
up and could stay warm 
with it.” (Barry)

Hannah’s Secretary Desk
“Dad used the desk as his office.” 

(Barry)

Marj, Myrna, David, 
Barry, M’Jean

In the living room of  the old log 
cabin, the boys sport new 

longjohns in shipment from the  
catalog store.
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M’Jean: !e top part had two doors which opened up, and there were hang-
ers on a rod for little girls’ dresses. In the three drawers underneath were our 
clothes—mine in the top drawer, Myrna’s in the middle, and I even recall back 
when the bottom drawer held diapers, when Myrna was a baby. 

David’s and Barry’s clothes were stored in a chest of drawers Barney 
made from the cabinet of an old phonograph. Barry’s name is scrawled in 
large letters in childish writing on the bottom drawer.

Under the south window was the wind-up phonograph, and there was a 
rocking chair with a red seat made of something akin to vinyl, and a couple 
of chairs to match it. 

Bedroom
A curtain hung across the narrow doorway from the living room to the 

bedroom. !e room had two windows and was just large enough for two 
double beds with not much maneuver room in between. !e boys’ bed was 
under the window that looked out onto the back porch. Next to their bed, 
sticking out from the wall, was a tall wooden wardrobe, the cabin’s sole closet. 

Barney and Marj had the bed next to the window on the east wall. !ere 
was just enough space between their bed and the curtained doorway for a 
youth bed, crib-like with short side rails, just big enough for both M’Jean and 
Myrna. When not in use it folded up against the wall. 

M’Jean: I can remember having to take naps in that bed. Sometimes I would 
be lying there, hearing the train whistle, not feeling sleepy, and wishing I didn’t 
have to take a nap. 

Nighttime the bed was again folded down from the wall. My side of the bed 
was so close to the bed of my parents that I could have almost reached out and 
touched it—which I was tempted to do at times when kept awake by some loud 
snoring. 

The Pot
One more essential in that room: On the &oor near the doorway was the pot--

quite convenient during the night, especially considering taking little kids outdoors 
in snowy weather. Emptying the pot in the outhouse 
was a daily task—not the favorite one.

M’Jean: Eventually, David and Barry began sleeping 
on the daveno bed in the living room, and Myrna and 
I slept in their old double bed. At night we’d play with a 
&ashlight, which would turn our hands red; then we’d stick 
a hand out above the light and gradually bring it closer, 
watching the shadow of the giant hand on the ceiling until 
it “grabbed” us.

By morning light we would lie in bed and look overhead 
for “pictures” in the rain-stained, sagging calcimimed card-
board ceiling, as one spies images in clouds.

Bassinet
Near the “Master Bed,” space was made for a bassinet, but 

that’s a later chapter. 

Little Wardrobe built 
by Barney
“There was a rod for hang-
ing little girls’ dresses. I 
remember when the bottom 
drawer held diapers, when 
Myrna was a baby.” (M’Jean)

“The Pot”
Quite convenient in 
the middle of  the 
night

Chest of 
Drawers 

Barney made 
from old  phono-

graph cabinet
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Versatile Kitchen
!e kitchen was versatile, becoming at times a barber 

shop, a schoolroom, or a doctor’s o"ce.  Much of the wash-
ing and all of the ironing were done in the kitchen. In a round 
metal pan set on the kitchen table babies had their daily baths, 
and on Saturday nights, everyone had a turn in the long gal-
vanized tub in front of the stove.

Tying Flies
Sometimes Barney would get out his tackle box, set up 

his vice on the kitchen table, and tie &ies for his next #shing 
trip. 

Waxing Skis
When snowy weather came along, he waxed wooden skis 

in the kitchen, #rst melting para"n on the hot stove.
School Room

At the kitchen table Marj had taught her younger broth-
er, Bernie, to read, and later on, taught her own children to 

read before they ever entered school.
Doctoring

Most of the doctoring took place in the 
kitchen. Over the wash stand was the medicine 
cabinet, from which came bandaids, merthiolate, 
iodine, the nasty canker sore remedy and the 
despised castor oil, served up with a spoonful of 
sugar.

Self Surgery
Marj told about a time when Barney had a 

deep cut on his hand which had healed over but 
was infected down inside. He knew he had to re-
open the wound to disinfect it. She described the 
torturous scene when he cut open his own hand 
with his knife. He li$ed a lid o% the stove, and al-
ternately, he would hold the blade over the &ame, 
cut, then hop around in pain, repeat, until he had 
the deep wound open so it could be treated.

!e kitchen table was sometimes a real or 
pretend operating table.

M’Jean: My #rst turn in the doctor’s o"ce 
in Ashton was when I was 5. It was common for 
children to have infected tonsils removed, which 
usually required a stay in the hospital. As the clos-
est hospital was in St. Anthony, the doctor’s o"ce 
in Ashton would have to do. Marj prepared me for 
the ordeal by having me “practice.” I would climb 
up on the kitchen table and lie still while she put a 
teacup over my nose and mouth. 

Baby Bath on the kitchen table

David, Barry, M’Jean
Wooden skis were waxed in the kichen.
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When we arrived at the doctor’s o"ce, due to the practicing at home, my 
cooperativeness was stellar. I climbed right up onto the operating table as if I had 
done this before. !e doctor and nurse were amazed that I did not put up a #ght 
when they gave me the ether.

!ere were other trips to the doctor in Ashton to treat little Myrna’s 
sinus infection. (!e le$over paraphernalia made for fun gadgets to play 
with.) Not to mention the various times when stitches were needed when 
logging accidents occurred.

Three Meals
!e kitchen also had to operate as a kitchen, and three times a day 

Marj rang the dinner bell to call family and crew to the table. 
Fake butter 

One time there was an item included in the groceries which seemed 
a real oddity to the kids: margarine. In a clear cellophane bag was a pound of white 
squishy stu% with a red dot in the center. By kneading the bag, the red colored dot 
was spread evenly throughout the stu% inside until it was a uniform yellow color 
which appeared like butter. No one liked it. 

Lights -Lanterns
Barry: For lights in the evening we would light our gas lanterns that used 

unleaded or white gas--pumped them up with pressure, lit the mantle, and they 
were reasonably bright when there was a lot of pressure in there. We had two of 
them and they were sometimes temperamental. !e pressure tank at the bottom 
held the highly volatile white gas. A small hand air pump was used to pressure 
the gas tank. 

Risky Task
Lighting the light was always a risky task. We never knew when it would shoot 

&ames of raw gas or light normally. Many times the wood house could easily have 
been lit up along with the light if the operator was not pretty careful.

As the pressure drained o% they would get dim, and then somebody would 
have to go pump them up again. It was quite common to have two lights, but on 
most evenings only one light was lit.

!e brightness of the light depended on the amount of pressure in the tank. 
As the light grew dim it was a waiting game to see who would get the pump and 
“pump up the light.”

M’Jean: !e mantles, once installed and lit, were fragile, and were frequently 
torpedoed by moths and millers attracted to the light. A small hole in the mantle 
allowed a little &ame to shoot out. A big hole meant time to replace the mantle. It 
was fun to watch as a new, gauzy mantle was tied in place, lit, then would krinkle 
up to its destined small size and glow.

Centerpiece - Kitchen Table
Barry: !e centerpiece of the house was the kitchen table, and lots of the 

activities centered around the kitchen a$er dark. !e light was usually on the 
kitchen table where the family read or played games in the evening. Every once 
in a while there would be something going on at the kitchen table, and somebody 
would be doing something back in the other room, and they would need a light, 
so they would come in and grab the lantern and take o% with it, and that would 
leave the kitchen table dark until the lantern came back.

Gas Lanterns owned 
by South Family
The smaller lantern was
 yellow; the larger one was 
silver. If  only one lantern 
was lit, it was usually the 
yellow one. (left)

“Lighting the light was al-
ways a risky task. We never 
knew when it might shoot 
flames of  raw gas” (Barry)
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Sears & Roebuck
Shopping in Island Park was done out of 

the Sears and Roebuck catalog.

David: Several times each summer, trav-
eling salesmen came through, with news of 
the world beyond our mountains. !ey sold 
items such as clothing, lotions and general 
merchandise, chosen by looking through 
catalogs and at samples, then shipped in by 
parcel post.

M’Jean: One time Marj ordered some 
wool blankets from a mail order company, 
and a$er waiting for weeks and receiving 
no blankets, she complained to them that it 
was taking so long. She got a reply that said 
something to the e%ect that her order was 
in the works and being attended to. Her re-
sponse was “Do you mean you are growing 
lambs for the wool?”

!rough one salesman Marj signed on as a repre-
sentative of his company to sell stockings. Whether or 
not she made any sales, she probably received a discount 
rate for her own orders. !e sales kit came in a tiny suit-
case full of stocking samples and included a miniature 
egg-shaped sewing kit.

M’Jean: Myrna and I would pore over the catalogs, 
looking at the dolls and all the accessories. I was especially intrigued with 

the little bubble blowing pipes; to this day, I have never set eyes on one. 
!e storybook dolls were lovely to look at, the brides being our favor-
ites.

I was ba'ed by pictures of babies inside of playpens and toddlers 
peering through latticed gates. Having never seen such, I could not #gure 

out why these children were “in jail.”

Myrna: My dresses were ordered from Sears Roebuck to start school. One 
was red and white striped or print. !e other had a blue skirt and maybe kind of 
a white top. It was so exciting when you got a box from Sears Roebuck, mostly if 
you were getting anything.

When the boys’ longjohns arrived, Barry put his on, and fancying himself 
to look like a baseball player, he donned a cap and picked up the newly arrived 
axe handle. Taking a batter’s stance, he said, “Someone take my picture.”  

Of course, the old catalog would eventually end up in the outhouse to 
serve “other use” in time of emergency. 

Barry “At Bat”
Donning the newly arrived longjohns from Sears, and  

picking up the new axe handle, he took a batter’s stance 
and said “Someone take my picture.”

Marj’s little suitcase full of  hosiery samples. 
Inside was the tiny egg-shaped sewing kit. 
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Memories in that Old House
Guns Went Off in the House

Barry: One of my favorite pastimes was playing with guns. One time a fellow 
came up, and he had a gun there, and this may go back to when I was maybe 4 or 5 
years old. !ey’d been out shooting guns, and they brought this gun in and leaned 
it up against the wall in a corner, and the adults were all at the table visiting, and I 
was over there examining that gun, and I was pulling on the trigger and couldn’t 
get anything to happen. 

So I went and got a little stick and put it through the trigger guard to where 
I could push down on it with both hands, and I pushed down on that thing, and 
the gun went o%. !at really got some attention. Not only a loud noise, it was a 
high-powered ri&e, and it caused quite an uproar.

M’Jean:  Was that in the house?
Barry:  It was in the house.
M’Jean:  So it went through the roof?
Barry:  I think the bullet lodged up into one of the walls it was leaning up 

against.
Another time--we had an old lever action 25-20 that was really a lot of fun 

to work that lever action. Sometimes I would load it up and lever the bullets out 
just for the fun of levering the action. I was doing that one day, and it accidentally 
went o% and shot a hole up through the roof.

Honesty Lessons - Candy Bar, Dimes
Barry: Remember again we lived out in the sticks. No electricity. It was a big 

event to get to go to Ponds Lodge. !e whole family in the old logging truck 2-3 
times a month going to the store. Just seeing the neon lights was pretty exciting. 
Barney and Marj knew the Pond family very well. !e relationship had complete 
trust and the kids were free to roam the store. One day I stole a candy bar. I just 
slipped it into my pocket. When we got home and I let it be seen my mother 
picked up on it immediately. Where did that come from?  I confessed. !e candy 
bar was con#scated. 

!e next time we went to Ponds I had to personally go to Charlie Pond and 
tell him I had stolen the bar and return it to him. What a grand old man he was. 
He was kind and understanding. I think it disappointed my parents a little that 
he was not more stern. Anyway, I got the message. !at was the last candy bar 
that I ever stole.

Dimes
One incident that happened in that old house—I’ll never forget it. As I say, 

we were in a common bedroom there. Barney and Marj had their dresser over 
by their bed, and their things were on that dresser, and one day a stack of dimes 
showed up on that dresser. 

What kid is there that doesn’t know what coins are for? A nickel would buy a 
bottle of malt tablets, a candy bar, or a bottle of pop. Five dimes would buy a box 
of .22 shells.

Do you remember anything about that, M’Jean?

Temptation
Well that was sure a tempting stack of dimes, so they disappeared—into my 

pocket. And there were a few friends in camp about my age that I used to pal 
around with a little, cause there was nobody else there to pal around with. And I 
was feeling pretty generous, and I passed out some of those dimes. 

Well, when it was discovered that the dimes were gone, the parents said, 



722 Targhee Ties

“Where’s the dimes?” And it 
didn’t take long to #nd the guilty 
party, and they said, “Okay, 
you’re not supposed to be tak-
ing those dimes like that. We’re 
going to make a deal with you. 
We want all those dimes back. 
And for every dime you don’t 
get back, you get one swat with a 
stick on the behind.”

And I had a day to worry 
about that and try to get the 
dimes back. And I had to get 
them from my friends. I had a 
few of them. My friends had the 
rest of them. I wound up short 
quite a few dimes, and I had that 
to worry about all day long. So 
I got paid pretty well for those 
missing dimes.

M’Jean:  I think Marj told 
me she let you earn a few dimes 
through the day, because she 
was feeling bad for you.

Barry:  !at could be.
M’Jean: She said you were 

still short some.

Radio
David: In about 1950, we 

did get a portable radio, but 
we weren’t allowed to listen to 
it much because that got costly. 
Unlike today’s radios, ours were 
extremely large and required 
lots of power and expensive bat-
teries. 

Watching for Clearance Lights
Barry: We had lots of experiences in that old house. I remember quite o$en 

our dad, Barney, would deliver lumber a$er it was cut out on the sawmill. He 
would deliver it anywhere in Island Park area or clear into the valley. He would 
load up the Federal truck and take o% on a trip that would take a long time.

From our window we could see over the railroad tracks, past the stock yards, 
across the Flat, and watch the dirt road that led to the highway.

 
I remember a lot of long evenings as Marj and the kids sat at the table, read-

ing or playing a game or something by the light of the gas lantern, but we were 
looking out across the &at a$er dark waiting to see the lights of the old Federal to 
come out of the trees and on to the Flat. !e truck had some lights up on the cab, 
and when we’d see those cab lights coming across the Flat, we knew that Dad was 
home, and that was always a good feeling.

Barry, David, M’Jean
Leaning against the trusty 

Federal. “The truck had 
some lights up on the cab, 

and when we’d see those 
cab lights coming across 

the Flat, we knew that 
Dad was home, and that 

was always a good feeling.” 
(Barry)
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OriginalS:
Benches
Washstand & buckets
Medicine cabinet
Chest of  drawers (made 
from phongraph cabinet)
Wardrobe 
Hannah’s secretary desk
Pot

SIMILAR to Originals:
Table, cabinet
Majestic kitchen stove
Daveno, stove, rocker, chairs 
Phonograph
Beds, crib, dresser
Stand-alone closet
Woodpile 

Back Porch

Front Porch

The Old Log Cabin
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Timber!
I read the risk associated with various occupations, and logging was up there 

about number one or two, and I was kinda proud of that. - Barry

From the time Barney was young he had worked with animals, especially hors-
es, he had worked in the timber, he knew how to get the most out of a saw, he 
was a carpenter, he was a mechanic, he knew a steam engine inside and out, 

and he later became well acquainted with a diesel engine. 
Barney was also a phenomenal teacher. He passed on to his children much of 

the knowledge he had gained by his experience and allowed them similar experi-
ences. In teaching them to work, he gave them responsibility and freedom. As long 
as they followed a few simple rules, they had a lot of latitude. At a future day, his 
boys, as young teenagers, would have to run the logging and sawmilling without 
him. !e fact that they were prepared to do it is a testament to his e%ective teaching 
and the kind of father he was. 

Little Loggers
Barry: All the time that we were growing up, David and I went with Dad al-

most everywhere he went. M’Jean and Myrna were helpers of their mother more 
than helpers of their dad. But David and I were with Dad almost continuously 
throughout the days when he would go in the woods to cut timber and log. He 
would take us with him. 

Our logging operation included cutting trees down, using horses to skid the 
logs to the loading site, rolling the logs onto a derrick, and then using a horse to 
raise the derrick to load the logs, and then hauling the logs to the mill. 

Into the Woods
Of all the work at Island Park I enjoyed working in the woods the most. !e 

#rst I remember of the logging operation was when Dad started taking us to the 
woods with him.  

I was maybe 5 or 6 years old and would be riding to work with him in a truck 
out to the woods. He’d pick me up and set me in his lap, and I’d steer the truck 
up on the road.

I remember the #rst time I did that. !at old truck went across the road and 
back and forth, and #nally he showed me how and I got it to go down the road 
straight. 

Chapter 73

Barry David, & 
Barney 
Felling a Tree.
The boys went to the 
woods with their dad 
from the time they 
were small, learning 
the logging operation 
by experiencing it.
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Sit in Steering Wheel
When Dad #rst took me to the 

woods to log, I was small enough that 
sometimes I would get in the truck 
and play truck driver while the men 
were loading the truck with logs. I re-
member that sometimes I would climb 
into the steering wheel and swing back 
and forth as I sat on the bottom part of 
the wheel and held on to the top part.

1000 Pound Pull
!e logs that were being loaded to 

the truck were skidded by horses from 
where they were cut. Sometimes the 
skid trails came right past the front 
of the truck, and the logs would slide 
against the front tire. When a horse 
was pulling a big log, the horse pulled 
hard and fast, and a log could easily 
weigh over 1000 lbs. 

Spinning Wheel
Once while I was sitting in the 

truck behind the steering wheel a 
skid horse pulled the log so close to 
the truck that the end of the log hit a 
front tire. It hit hard and turned the 
tire immediately as far as it would go. 
!e steering wheel spun about two 
complete revolutions in less time that 
a scared heart beat. Luckily I was not 
sitting in the wheel. My Uncle Warren 
noticed what happened and com-
mented to others that, “It was a good 
thing that Barry wasn’t swinging in the 
steering wheel when that happened.”

Young Drivers
I learned to drive when I was very 

young. It started out with me sitting 
on Dad’s lap and steering the truck 
and then shi$ing the gears and then 
learning the pedals. By the time I was 
eight, I could drive the trucks but I was 

not permitted to drive alone. When I was ten I moved the trucks around the mill 
yard, and by the time I was twelve I was hauling loads from the woods. !e early 
driving that David and I did, when we were so young, drew some attention.

It was exciting for David and Barry, as young children, to be entrusted with the 
task of driving a big truck. !e ruggedness of the narrow, woods roads required 
slow travel, and Barney would let the two of them drive a truck to the logging area. 

!ere never seemed to be any sign of squabbling about who should drive. Marj 
asked David and Barry about how they got along. !ey replied it was easy; they 
watched the speedometer and traded every time it changed. Marj was amused at 
their system--switching drivers every tenth of a mile.

Barry, David, 
Barney (probably)
“By the time I was 
eight I could drive 

the trucks. The early 
driving that David 
and I did, when we 

were so young, drew 
some attention.” 

(Barry)
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First Job: Measuring Pole
Barry: !e logging operation 

was very special to me. David and 
I went to the woods with Dad when 
we were very young. When I was 
really small my #rst job was to carry 
around a measuring pole, and that’s 
just simply a little tiny lodgepole 
tree about 10 or 12 feet long that’s 
marked in 2 foot increments. And 
a$er Dad would cut a tree down, 
my job would be to hold that mea-
suring pole on the tree, so he could 
mark where he wanted to cut it, and 
he’d tell me, “Well, 10 $ or 16 feet, 
or whatever.”

Crosscut Saws
My #rst remembrance of going 

into the woods was before the ad-
vent of the chainsaw. It was back 
with the old crosscut saw. Crosscut 
saw comes in two forms: one is a 
2-man saw, and the other is a 1-man 
saw. And I remember the guys get-
ting out there on those old saws and 
they’d cut the trees down and go out 
and cut them into logs. 

Trees Bucked into Lengths
At that time the trees were felled with a cross-cut and ax and the 

trees were bucked into lengths with a cross-cut. The logs were skid-
ded to the loading place by horses. The old Ford truck hauled most of the 
logs from the woods, but we had a wagon that was still used 
to haul a few loads. 

All Phases of Logging
As I grew older I did all phases of 

the logging operation including: riding the skid 
horses, trimming trees with an axe, cutting trees with chain 
saws, loading the trucks with a horse and derrick, hauling the load to the mill.

Felling Trees
David: When I was about eight, Barney allowed me 

to go into the woods. !ere loggers felled lodgepole pines 
by axing a notch into one side of the trunk, hand-sawing through 
its opposite side till only a hinge of wood remained, then giving the tree a 
push. !at made it collapse toward its notched side. Some handsaws used at mills 
were called crosscut saws, and most were four to #ve feet long, but some were six 
and seven feet long. 

!in, ribbonlike crosscut saws, with handles on each end, were operated by 
two men pulling, never pushing, the blade through the tree. But at our mill, we 
usually used thicker, heavier, single-handle saws that one man pushed through 
the wood. Once felled, trees had to be trimmed of their branches before the buck-
ing or sawing crews cut them into lengths of twelve to sixteen feet. 

Barney & Logger (left)
felling a tree with 2-man cross-
cut saw, possibly the one pictured 
below.
David (far right)
Axing off  limbs

Barney’s Two-Man 
Crosscut Saw

Barney’s One-Man 
Crosscut Saw
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Ax off Limbs - Skidding
At about the age of eight, I began using an ax to hack limbs o% 

felled tree trunks and a saw to cut them. By the time I was twelve, I 
could do either task expertly. 

I then graduated to helping with the skidding, the process of 
hooking logs to a horse and guiding or riding that horse while it 
dragged logs from the cutting to the loading area, usually a distance 
of about two hundred yards. Helping with the skidding by working 
the horses was, by far, a favorite job for me, my brother Barry, our 
cousin Steve Knapp, and any other kids our age. 

We enjoyed the sense of adventure and potential danger that 
accompanied this work. !e potential danger was created when 
logs chained to a horse were dragged through timber country. !e 
logs constantly hit trees, limbs, poles — all sorts of debris scattered 
about the forest &oor. And hitting something o$en sent it &ying. If 
that something happened to be a pole, it could swing around in a 
large, fast arc, hit someone and really hurt him. Consequently, the 
safest place for the horse-guide was atop the horse, not beside him.

Kid-Helper Provided Traction
And, strange as it may sound, the rider’s added weight actual-

ly helped the horse. I remember several instances of working with a 
horse that was willing to pull a heavy load, yet couldn’t because he couldn’t get 
the traction. But my climbing up on his back gave the horse the extra weight he 
needed. !e other kid-helpers and I loved riding and guiding those horses. When 
we’d get to the skidway, a worker there would unhook the logs, and we would 
ride/guide the horses back to another skidder who would attach a new log-load. 

A skidder without a kid-helper had to hook the logs and personally lead the 
horses, so we kid-helpers were a real value. Plus it was something we could do, 
and Barney believed in giving youngsters tasks to keep them out of mischief. 

Barney Taught me How
Barney taught me many things, including how to handle the log hooking 

myself. Even at the age of seven or eight, I could see how to hook logs so they 
wouldn’t get tangled or stuck on tree stumps. I remember those times amazed me: 
here I was a youngster and I knew more about the physics of a problem than most 
of the adults — except for my dad. 

Symbiotic Relationship
By my 11th birthday, I could lead the horse out, attach the logs, send the horse 

to the skidway using voice commands. I would follow the logs, unhook them and 
guide the horse back for another load. My horse quickly learned that it was his 
job to drag load a$er load. He didn’t seem to mind. !us the logs got moved, the 
horses got fed, the men earned money and they got fed — a good symbiotic re-
lationship that my brother Barry and I participated in. We spent many summers 
riding, leading, teaching, consoling and caring for those big, gentle workhorses, 
that were not only our responsibility, but just about our only playthings.

Mischievous Barry
Bernie: Dad told me Barry was helping skid and he was riding Tops and 

leaned way out over the hames and put his hands over the horse’s eyes and she 
walked right into a tree.

LOADING
Barry: !e logs were loaded on the truck by di%erent methods. Sometimes 

they were rolled by hand up skids which leaned on the side of the truck. When 
the logs were extra large they were rolled up the skids by hooking a chain to the 
side of the truck, wrapping it over the log and pulling the chain from the opposite 
side with a horse. 

Skidding with horses
“A skidder without a 

kid-helper had to hook the 
logs and personally lead the 

horses, so we kid-helpers 
were a real value.

I loved riding and guiding 
those horses.” (David) 
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D a v i d : 
At #rst, load-
ing logs onto 
a truck was 
done by roll-
ing the log 
up a ramp. 
We made the 
ramp by plac-
ing two poles 
against the 
truck’s side 
and angling 
them, so the 
poles extend-
ed from the 

ground to the 
top edge of the truck’s side. !at was the most e"cient way of getting a big log 
loaded, especially if you hooked the log to a horse that would then pull the log 
up the poles and over the truck’s side. Trees o$en grew crooked and had to be 
cut to eliminate or minimize the crook, so these logs varied in length from ten to 
twenty feet. At any rate, ten feet was about the shortest you wanted to mess with, 
and twenty feet was about the longest. 

Barney Invented Derrick 
Eventually, Barney invented a derrick, similar to a hay derrick. We loaded logs 

onto the derrick and let the horse drag the load up, dump it on the truck, and 
lower the derrick. With this device, it took just Grandpa Knapp, a few kids and a 
horse to quickly load large log piles.

Pulleys, Cable, Gin Pole Tree
Barry: !e most common method of loading was to use a derrick which was 

a set of pulleys, cable and gin pole tree. !e logs were rolled onto the derrick and 
the derrick was raised by a horse pulling a cable that was rigged from the tree to 
the derrick. !e #rst derricks we had were made of wood, but they kept breaking 
when too big of a load was put on them. Later, Dad made two steel derricks, and 
we never broke them. 

Barney - Fix Everything
Barry: One thing that impressed me about Dad was that he was so great at 

#xing things, under any circumstance—just anything that’d go wrong, he had 
enough ingenuity to put it back together and keep it going. Dad 
could keep the trucks running, keep the saw running, keep ev-
erything going.

Buying Timber
For a long time our timber source was U. S. Forest Service. 

!is meant that Dad would go to them and buy a sale of timber, 
and a Forest Ranger would come out and mark the trees for 
us. !e trees were marked by a blaze on the tree about chest 
high, which the Ranger made with his ax. !e ranger would 
also cut a blaze on the stump and then stamp that blaze with 
the U.S. which was on the back of the head of his ax. I remem-
ber that I have heard Dad cuss many times because the ranger 
had marked a crooked tree and le$ a straight one standing next 
to it.

Derrick that Barney 
designed and built. 
It expedited the 
log-loading process.

Al Knapp, Justin 
Knapp, & Barney 
South
Loading trucks by hand 
with ramp
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Chick Creek and Split Creek
We worked in several di%erent areas around Chick Creek and Split Creek 

while we were cutting lodge pole. 

Section 36
 One year Dad made a deal to buy all of the timber on one section of land. It 

was Section 36, and Split Creek ran right 
down through the full length of it. We 
worked several years at cutting trees from 
that section, and we never had to worry 
about what tree we could take. We had 
a lot of fun while we were logging there. 
We caught #sh from the creek when we 
wanted. We picked huckleberries from the 
mountainsides. We got to see wild game. We shot chickens along the roads as we 
drove the trucks to and from work. Working in the woods was great.

Water Bags
When we went to the woods, we always took our drinking water in water bags. 

!ey were canvas bags sewn to form a bag about sixteen inches by twelve inches. 
!ey had a rope handle and a round aluminum hole sewed into one corner. !e 
hole was about an inch and a half in diameter. We poured water out of the well 
bucket directly into the water hole to #ll it. A$er #lling, we hung the water bags 
on the truck mirrors and took them to the woods. 

!e water bags were for everyone to drink out of—just pull the cork and have 
a drink. A new bag always tasted a little like canvas, but a$er a while, that taste 
was gone. !e water soaked the canvas and was always moist on the outside. As 
this moisture evaporated, it kept the water in the bag cool. !e water was great. I 
miss the dipper and the water bags.

Box Lunch - Berries
Lunch time was usually a big shared box lunch- just like a picnic. !ere were 

lots of wild berries to eat.

Ride Loads - Lasso Limbs
A lot of the time we got to ride home on the loads of logs. We could throw 

sticks from the moving trucks and just enjoy the ride. !at was always nice, but 
sometimes we tied a rope to the rear chain that bound the load, and then we 
would lasso tree limbs on the way home. We kept the low hanging branches pretty 
well cleaned from the roadway. !at added a lot of excitement to the ride. (We 
never told Dad about that.)

Bernie, David, 
Barry 

“A lot of  the time 
we got to ride home 
on the loads of  logs.
Sometimes we tied a 

rope to the rear chain 
that bound the load, 
and then we would 

lasso tree limbs. 
That added a lot of

 excitement to the 
ride--We never told 

Dad about that!” (Barry)

“A new bag always 
tasted a little like canvas, 

but after a while, that 
taste was gone.” (Barry)
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Two Crews
When we started 

logging on Section 
36, Dad was selling 
enough lumber and 
logs to keep a crew 
busy in the woods and 
another crew at the 
sawmill. It was about 
this time also that 
David and I were get-
ting big enough to be 
of some real help. Dad 
had problems keeping both the mill operation and the woods crew going when 
he could only be at one place at a time. 

A$er David and I got old enough to take care of ourselves, while we worked, 
Dad had us work in the woods a lot while he ran the sawmill. By having us work 
in the woods with the men we were a deterrent for the men to be goo#ng o% when 
they were supposed to work. !is was never talked about, but it was real. 

Hob Nail Boots
Steve: Dad #nally gave up trying to sell wood and went back to work for 

Uncle Barney South. !ey said we could live in the new cabin that Uncle Al had 
built the year he came back from the Air Force. So we moved into that little cabin. 
It was really nice compared to living in a tent winter and summer. 

Bernie: Possibly some of the women in the camp were unhappy, once Warren 
moved in there, because he ruined the &oor. He wore hobnail boots, and it had 
the nicest linoleum of any cabins.

For a few years when Warren worked there for Barney, Steve would go out in 
the woods every day and ride skid horses with David and Barry.

Warren & Steve in the Woods
Steve: I helped Dad haul logs to the mill. Uncle Barney would come up with 

the whole crew for about a week, and we would cut trees and buck them up. We 
would also use both trucks and haul a couple of loads down in the evening. When 
we got enough logs cut, Barney would take most of the crew back to the mill and 
start sawing logs. Dad and I and another guy, Dale, would drive up to the logging 
area and skid out a load and bring it down. We would make two or three trips per 
day with about 30 logs on the old Ford Truck. Dale also used Barney’s big black 
gelding to skid the logs out to the derrick where we would load the truck. He used 
a set of driving reins to guide old Dick, who was smart enough to make his own 
way without any help.

A serious accident occurred when Dale somehow got his leg caught between a 
stump and a pole which got caught under the chains tied to the logs. Warren and 
Steve heard him scream. Warren made a splint for his leg. He and Steve carried 
him to the truck, drove him to Camp and told Barney, and the guy was taken to the 
hospital. It was a terrible break, and it was a long time before he could walk again.

Steve: !e doctor said if it had not been for the good job Dad did on the 
splint, Dale might have lost his leg. A$er Dale le$, Dad and I took over the truck 
hauling and some of the cutting. I was pretty good with an axe and a 4 ½ $. cross 
cut saw, so I would fell #ve trees and cut them up while dad was getting his cut 
and bucked up and then he would start to skid while I #nished up limbing the 
tops of the trees.

A Real Cabin
“Dad finally gave up trying 
to sell wood and went back 
to work for Uncle Barney 
South. They said we could 
live in the new cabin that 
Uncle Al had built the year 
he came back from the Air 
Force. It was really nice 
compared to living in a tent 
winter and summer.” (Steve)

Standing in front  of  the cabin 
is a Jensen boy from next door.
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Ripley Butte - Logging Large Fir
Barry: We logged the lodge pole timber mostly, with 

the average size of 8-16” diameter at the butt. !at was al-
ways exciting, but it got really a lot more exciting when 
we’d get out of the lodge pole pine and go down to Ripley 
Butte into the Douglas #r. When we got into the #r trees, 
we were cutting trees that were typically more like a foot in 
diameter on up to about 3 foot in diameter.  

Notches & Steel Wedges
!at’s a whole di%erent game. Cutting a 3-foot diame-

ter #r with a crosscut saw is quite an endeavor. I remember 
those guys would make a big notch with the saw—some-
times they’d cut just the bottom and notch the top out with 
an axe. Sometimes they’d cut the notch both sides with the 
saw. And then they’d make the back cut on it and they’d 
cut in with a saw for a ways, and they’d drive their steel 
wedges into it and force the tree to fall in the direction they 
wanted it. 

One Tree Made a Whole Load
A$er the tree was felled, they would cut the thing up, 

and again, you take a crosscut saw, and say, oh, here’s a 3 
foot diameter tree I’m going to cut into. And a$er you cut 
the tree in two, you’ve got to move the thing over to where 
you’re going to load it on the wagon or the truck.

!e logs were so big that it took a team of horses to pull 
just one log. A 16 foot log 3 foot in diameter was too big 

for one horse to pull. So they’d have a team of horses and a big pair of tongs and 
hook onto them and pull them over there. And you’d lay some poles up against 
the truck on an angle and hook a horse up to a chain around the log and roll it up 
the poles onto the wagon or the truck and take it to the sawmill. One tree could 
make a whole truck load.

Farmers Liked Wide Boards
Bernie: !ey cut #r for lumber, not for ties. !e railroad didn’t buy #r ties. 

Farmers always liked to buy wide boards rather than narrow boards so they didn’t 
need so many nails. If you were covering a cellar roof, you didn’t need so many 
boards and not so many nails--lots of reasons farmers like the wide boards.

Exciting Cutting Fir Trees
Barry: For several years we would work in the fall at Ripley Butte while we 

cut #r trees. It was especially fun, those early years, cutting #r. !e trees seemed 
so big and fun to watch fall down. !at was pretty exciting back then. It would be 
fun to go back and do that operation again—just to be part of it.

First Chainsaws
When I was #rst carrying the measuring pole, the cutters used axes and cross 

cut saws to fall and buck the logs. !e #rst chain saw was brought to the woods 
by one of the hired men. It was a big, red two-man Mall. 

It had a cutting bar with a chain around it, and this bar was at least 4 feet long, 
and the handle on the far end of it was called the stinger. And the other end of 
it had the motor, and it had two handles. So the operator had the motor end of 
it, and he had two handles, and there was a throttle on one of those handles, so 
the two men would pick it up and set it down over a log, and the guy would push 
the throttle down and the chain would start turning and the two guys would just 
lower the saw down through the log. And it would cut a log just much faster than 
the old crosscut. 

Barney South
Driving the Federal.

“When we got into 
the fir trees, that’s a 

whole different game. 
One tree could make 
a whole truck load.” 

(Barry)
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I can’t remember the details, but I suppose Dad probably bought that saw 
from the hired guy. So from then on most of our cutting was done with that old 
Mall chain saw. 

I think we got our #rst chainsaw when I was about seven years old.

Chainsaw Drawback 
One of the drawbacks of the chain saws was that they wouldn’t cut when they 

wouldn’t run. Keeping them running was quite a problem sometimes, and the 
men were used to working hard at trying to start a troublesome saw.

An event up there I remembered quite well—seemed like when I got in trou-
ble, I could remember those events better. !e #rst Mall was one of those where 
you had to wrap a cord around a &ywheel and pull the cord to start it, and it had 
a magneto on it for a spark. 

!e way you’d shut it o%—there was a ground wire that you touch to the frame 
of the saw, and the spark wouldn’t go to the spark plug—it would just be ground-
ed out, so the motor would die. And it was fun for me as a little kid to be able to 
shut the saw o%. So when the guys were through cutting, I’d say, “Let me shut it 
o% !”  And that meant I could grab that ground wire and go and set it over and 
touch the frame.  

Barry Chainsaw Prank
Well, this one time, I thought, “Hey, you know, what would be fun would be 

to put that ground wire in there so it was stuck in against a ground.”  !at meant 
that as they were trying to start the thing, there would never be a spark go to the 
spark plug, and it wouldn’t start.  I decided to try it. 

So the next morning they got out there, and they started cranking on that saw, 
and they cranked, and they cranked, and they cranked. !ey worked and cussed 
and worked some more. 

It really was quite funny there for a little while. And then I started getting 
worried. I thought, “What’s going to happen if I tell them what’s wrong?” !ey 
were getting frustrated. Finally, a$er an hour or so, I got up my nerve and said: 
“What would happen if you unhooked the ground wire?” And they looked at me 
like—you son-of-a-gun. (Laughs) !e saw started. Dad was terribly mad, and I 
thought sure I would get punished. I didn’t, but I wondered why. I thought maybe 
I was going to get horsewhipped on that one, but I got o% scot-free, and that was 
kind of fun.

!e chain saw cut so much faster than the cross-cuts that it replaced the cross-
cuts within about a year. !e second chain saw was another two-man Mall, and 
then came the one-man saws, #rst McCullochs and then Homelites. 

Chainsaw Evolution
David: Chainsaws replaced crosscut saws and brought more changes. Our 

#rst chainsaw was an ornery Mall that o$en refused to start, refused to run, or 
broke down. It weighed about eighty pounds, had two handles and took two men 
to carry. At #rst, we used the Mall strictly for cutting trees once they had fallen. 
But we soon mastered the technique of harvesting the trees with the Mall. 

A$er two or three years of wres- tling with the Malls, we 
replaced them with McCullochs. !eir blades pro-
truded from the motor. !ey weighed half 
as much as the Malls, so they could be carried 
and used by a single logger. Compared to a Mall, the 
McCulloch was a miracle, but today we would consider it slow 
and awkward. By the time I was big enough to use a chainsaw, we were 
using the Homelite — a quantum leap compared to the earlier models. 
Later we introduced the Stihl and the Husqvarna — each lighter, but more 
powerful and easier to use than its predecessor.

Barney’s Two-man 
Mall chain saw

Chainsaws
The Mall Tool 

Co. was founded in 1921 
by Arthur W. Mall, in 
Milwaukee, Wisconsin. A year 
later he relocated the business 
to Chicago. The company be-
came very successful, employ-
ing over 2,000 people making 
power drills, circular saws, 
chainsaws, and other hand-
held products. 

McCulloch in North 
America started to produce 
chainsaws in 1948. The early 
models were heavy, two-per-
son devices with long bars. In 
1949, McCulloch revolution-
ized the chain saw industry 
by introducing a light, one-
man chain saw called 3-25. 
North American woodwork-

ing would never be the 
same again. 
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Barry (top) &
David South
Showing height 

of  their tall 
stack of

 houselogs, 
the primary 

product of  the 
South Lumber 

Company.

“My brother 
Barry was 

always my best 
friend, especially 

at the sawmill 
where we 

befriended the 
workmen but 

not many kids.” 
(David)
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Sawdust in our Veins
The steam whistle was a dandy; it sounded just like the trains. 

Several times while a locomotive would be stopped at the siding, 
we would have a whistle match with the engineer.-Barry

Barney trained many men, old and young, in the operation and maintenance 
of machinery, tools and equipment, and in the various jobs required to run a 
sawmill. His young sons, David and Barry, got a very early start.

Barry: !e mill was simple and small, but e%ective. By running the mill ef-
#ciently in the summers, Dad could take the family to live in Idaho Falls in the 
winter, and he didn’t have to work a lot.

!e sawmill was right there close to the sawdust pile. !e sawmill, as I remem-
ber it, consisted of the large circle saw, a log carriage, the skidways, and a huge 
steam engine. It was a real great old antique. 

Steam Engine
!e steam engine was unforgettable. It would be a real showstopper today at 

the State Fair. 
It was a two-cylinder Rumely--a large, steel monster--that stood about ten 

feet high, measuring to the top of the boil-
er. !e &ywheel, stack, whistle and other 
equipment stood above that. It had two 
steam pistons that drove the &ywheel. 
A rickety old shed made mostly of slabs 
covered the steamer, and the smokestack 
poked up through the &at roof. !e smoke 
stack had a screen box on top of it to keep 
hot sparks from escaping. 

!e front wheels were all steel, about 
3-4 feet in diameter. !e back wheels were 
big, maybe 7 feet in diameter. !e rims 
were about 3 feet wide with big lugs on 
them, heavy spokes to the hub, all steel. 
!e back wheels were the widest part of 
the engine, maybe 10-11 feet wide. !e 
engine had a big round boiler that ran 
horizontally from the back wheels to the 
front. It was maybe 4-5 feet in diameter. 
!e #rebox was in the back section of the 

Chapter 74 

Rumely Steam Engine
It was bought in 1937 and 
had just been installed when 
it went through the fire 
when the old mill burned 
down.
Barney rebuilt the engine, 
and it powered the sawmill 
for several years.
It was retired to a spot in the 
woods north of  Camp after 
Barney bought the diesel 
engine.
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boiler tube. !e total length of the tube was maybe 
25 feet long.

Water for Boiler
!e engine drew its own water from a water pipe 

that ran down a well just outside the engine room. 

100 Foot Belt
!e Rumely was parked so the front end was fac-

ing towards the saw, and the drive wheel was on the 
right hand side. So the belt came out of the steam 
engine shed and continued on down to the mandrel 
pulley on the saw itself. !ere must have been 60 or 70 
feet between the drive wheel and the mandrel. 

!e belt was about 8 inches wide, a big heavy belt. 
!at belt had to be over a hundred feet long--quite a 
belt.

!at belt came down and turned the mandrel. 
!e big saw (52” in diameter) was on one end of the 
mandrel, the pulley on the other end--the pulley that 
the belt ran across. !e mandrel, that sha$ that drove 
between the pulley and the saw, was a two-and-a-half 
inch steel sha$.

On the mandrel they had another couple belts. 
One powered the carriage feed stick, controlled by 
the sawyer.

Feeding the Logs
As he pulled it back or pushed it forward, the log 

carriage rolled back and forth past the saw on a set of 
steel tracks. !e carriage had two head blocks holding 
the log in place. Logs were cut when the sawyer fed 
them through the saw on the carriage.

Pushing the stick forward pulled the carriage back, where the log could be 
repositioned for another cut. Or the carriage could be made to roll back farther, 
to the skidway, for a new log.

Mill Shed
A shed roof was over the sawmill and sawyer. As a piece of wood was cut 

o% the log, it was carried away from the saw by a man called the o%-bearer. !e 
wood-cuts were stacked into their appropriate piles: slabs, lumber, timber or 
house-logs.

Kid-Helpers
David: Barney taught my brother Barry and me a lot about running saw-

mills. By the time we reached our sixth birthdays, we were encouraged to help. 

Firing Steam Engine
Some of my earliest recollections are of helping my Grandfather Jesse Knapp, 

who by then was working for Barney as a Fireman, responsible for #ring the 
Rumely steam engine. It was a thresher steam engine with two big back wheels 
and two small front wheels. Grandpa fed it water and wood; it created steam and 
could move on its own between mill sites.

Barry: !e mill crew was the sawyer, the o% bearer, and the #reman. And 
then there was David and I, two kids.

David: My brother Barry was always my best friend, especially at the sawmill 
where we befriended the workmen but not many kids.

Barney South
Maneuvering the 

carriage feed stick, 
Barney makes cuts by 

sending the log past 
the saw on the carriage, 

which is mounted on a 
set of  steel tracks.

The offbearer is
 probably Bernie Knapp
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Rolling Logs 
Barry: My #rst work at the sawmill consisted of two 

di%erent jobs, one I liked, the other I did not. !e un-
pleasant job was to keep the logs rolled down the skid-
way. As Dad was sawing, he always wanted the next log 
just a couple feet from the carriage so he could save time. 
!e idea was to cut as many logs as you could in a day, 
and if I had that log rolled down right next to the car-
riage, as soon as he got through cutting one log up, he 
could roll that one log on and start cutting the next one. 

!at was not hard, but it meant that I needed to be 
there most of the time. Once in a while we had to roll 
logs from the reserve skidway. !is was hard because the 
logs had to be rolled about 75 to 100 feet.

Tossed into the Sawdust Pile
And sometimes I’d get a little bored and distracted. 

I remember one day, he got a little bit peeved at me for 
not being attentive to the job, and he picked me up and 
threw me clear over the carriage into the sawdust pile 
on the other side. It was a so$ landing, and he knew he 
wasn’t going to hurt me, but he sure got my attention.

Firing the Boiler
!e job that I did like was #ring the boiler. Most of 

the time Grandpa Knapp did it, but sometimes he would 
be away, or David and I would just help him. Firing the 
boiler meant cutting slabs into #rewood and stoking the 
#rebox. I was quite small. To throw the #rewood into the 
#rebox--that was quite an experience—open the door, and that roaring #re in 
there. We were burning slabs, mostly. We’d chuck them into that old #rebox, and 
that had to go on all day long to keep the steam up.

And just before the belt le$ the steam engine shed, they had another pul-
ley by the steam engine shed, and that pulley powered a little wood saw. 
!ose small slabs we’d stack there, and then we’d cut them into 4 or 5 feet 
lengths and throw them into the #re- box. A circular cut-o% wood 
saw at the front of the shed was turned by the same big &at belt that 
connected the steamer to the log saw. !e #rebox was at the back of 
the engine shed. 

Flying Firewood
!e #rewood was cut in four to #ve foot lengths, and the easiest 

way to get them from the saw to the back of the shed was to drop them 
on the wood saw. With a little practice, we were getting pret- ty good at 
sending them &ying just where we wanted them. !at worked till Dad 
found out what we were doing. !en we had to carry them. 

Grandpa - Fireman
My Grandpa Knapp, my mother’s dad, #red the steamer for a long 

time. And every morning, I remember my Grandpa would get up early in 
the morning and go out there and start a #re in that old steam boiler. I think 
he’d usually start that #re about 6 o’clock in the morning, and he’d start a hot #re, 
and by 8 o’clock the steam pressure was high enough to power the saw.

David: As I look back, I suspect that we kid-helpers were probably more 
bother than help, but Grandpa wanted us to participate, which meant gathering 
and moving slabs. 

David & Barry South
The logs tumbling off  the 
truck onto the skidway had 
to be rolled one by one right 
down next to the carriage. 
Pickaroons and cant hooks 
were tools used to maneuver 
the logs.
“One day, Dad got a little bit 
peeved at me for not being 
attentive to the job, and he 
picked me up and threw me 
clear over the carriage into 
the sawdust pile on the other 
side. It was a soft landing, 
and he knew he wasn’t going 
to hurt me, but he sure got 
my attention.” (Barry)

Cant Hook
Used by Barney and  
crew to position logs
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!e process we used for cutting house logs produced two kinds of slabs: heavy, 
thick, solid ones that could be sold; wimpy ones that could not be sold. 

We kid-helpers threw the wimps into piles--almost like straw--where, for the 
next three or four weeks, the wind blew through the piles and dried the wood. We 
then carried the dry slabs back to the Fireman.

Barry: I spent a lot of time helping Grandpa Knapp. We had to stack the 
green slabs so they would dry and then cut them into about 4’ lengths and throw 
them into the #re box. It was a continuous job to keep the slabs going into the 
#rebox. Sometimes when Grandpa was not there, my brother David and I had to 
do it ourselves.

David: !e #rebox held a slab pile about three feet wide and two feet high. 
When the Rumley was running, air blew through the #rebox to increase the 
speed of the burning. So feeding the #rebox-monster was a full-time job, and my 
small but necessary part of it — gathering and moving the slabs — became one of 
my #rst responsibilities. You might say that our best mechanism for moving the 
wood was kid power!

M’Jean: Once in a while I got to go to “work” at the sawmill. When Barney 
was shorthanded, Marj would take me with her out to the sawmill to #re the en-
gine. She would have me stand inside one of the giant wheels of the steam engine, 
the only safe place for a four-year-old, while she threw wood into the #rebox.

Whistle Match with Train Engine
Barry: Being around the steam engine was very unique--the sound of the 

hissing steam and the whine of the saw. !e smells in the engine room, wood 
burning, steam, the hot oils, the cup grease, etc., were all quite special. !e steam 
whistle was a dandy; it sounded just like the trains. Several times while a loco-
motive would be stopped at the siding, we would have a whistle match with the 
engineer. I surely liked to blow that whistle. 

Train Crew Shocked at Our Engine
Bernie: One time when the engine was on the siding loading cattle some of 

the crew from the locomotive wandered over to the engine shed at the sawmill 
where I was #ring the steam engine. !ey were shocked when they walked in-
side the shed and saw this old battered engine sitting there with grease and oil 
dripping over the sides of the boiler. !e boiler had a cast of asbestos placed over 
chicken wire such as a plasterer might apply a coating. !e insulation helped keep 
the heat in the boiler. It had long since lost its white appearance, showing oil and 
grease stains. 

!ey were appalled at the sight. !ey could never have operated like that of 
course. !ey acted as if they were surprised it didn’t burst into &ames before their 
very eyes. 

Sawdust pile (far left )
Sawmill (center)

Steam engine shed with 
tall screened smokestack 

(right of  center)
Warehouse (right)

Looking south from 
north end of  camp near 

the chicken coop
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Barry: My Uncle Bernie worked at all the jobs at the mill. He sawed for a 
couple of years while Dad worked in the woods.

Our other jobs at the mill consisted of: 

Helping the off-bearer - Stacking Lumber
!at meant carrying the slabs and lumber away from the saw a$er they were 

cut. Right a$er they were cut, they were stacked in di%erent sizes and lengths in 
piles right near the mill. A lot of the lumber was sold right from those stacks, but 
when they got too big, our job was to load and move them to other piles away 
from the mill. 

!is meant that we had to load the lumber on a truck, and move it a short 
distance, and then unload it. We didn’t have a fork li$, so it was all by hand, and it 
was a lot of work. We ricked a lot of the boards into piles that let air pass through 
them so they would dry and then be planed and sold as knotty pine.

Unloading Logs off a Truck:
Dad had his truck set up with a single axle trailer. !ere were still bunks on 

the truck and the trailer. We would pull trucks up on a dirt ramp, pull the stakes 
out of the bunks on the side that we wanted to unload from, and then we would 
climb up on top of the load and release the binders. One of the two binders was 
called a Swede binder, or a Johnson binder. It had a hook and a ring that would 
release by just unsnapping a chain. It was always a little bit exciting unbinding 
a load when you were on top of it. Some logs always came o% when they were 
released. Sometimes a lot of them would. !e challenge was to stay on the logs 
that stayed on the truck. If you didn’t, you could get 
run over by a log.

Junker Trucks - Dump Truck
Barney had three old Junker trucks that we used 

around the mill. We separated the slabs. !e better 
ones were piled at the mill and sold from the piles. 
!e others were hauled out to the junk slab pile on 
the dump truck. David and I got to take the truck 
out and dump it. 

International with Roller Bed
One of Dad’s trucks was an old International 

and it had a roller bed on it. Most of the lumber ma-
terials were sold right out of the stacks, but some-
times the piles would get big and have to be moved 
to make room for more. For this job we used the 
International. It could be unloaded simply by using 
a big hand crank to turn a roller on the truck bed. 
!e entire load would roll toward the back. Since the 
truck was a 2 axle bobtail, as the load rolled to the 
back, the front of the truck would rise in the air, li$-
ing the tires way up, and the truck would roll ahead 
out from under the load, then drop back down. 

!e kids at camp would make it a point to ride the 
truck up and down whenever they had the chance. 
By using the roller bed we didn’t have to unload one 
board at a time, and it was fun to drive the truck as 
the front end came up. David and I got to drive the 
old International.

Ford - Cranks
Truck number three was the Ford. It was Dad’s 

main logging truck until he bought a new Federal. 
!e Ford became our slab truck with a dump bed. 

Barney South
Unloading onto the skidway
“We would climb up on top 
of  the load and release the 
binders. It was always a little 
bit exciting unbinding a load 
when you were on top of  it. 
The challenge was to stay 
on the logs that stayed on 
the truck. If  you didn’t, you 
could get run over by a log.” 
(Barry)
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!e old trucks had electric starters, but they did not work a lot of the time. !e 
trucks had cranks. We had to use them sometimes to start the trucks. !at was 
pretty hard to do for 10-11 year old kids. 

Sawdust
Barry: !e saw at the mill cut a one-fourth inch wide cut, and that meant 

there was a lot of sawdust to remove. !ere were several methods of removal used 
at di%erent times. 

Sawdust Scraper - Horse Power
!e #rst method of disposing of sawdust that I remember was to place a car 

fender upside down, with one end below the saw. !e sawdust came away from 
the saw at a high speed and it would hit the fender and be de&ected back up and 
shoot out about twenty feet from the saw. From there it was moved into a big 
pile by a scraper pulled by a team of horses. !e scraper was built so that a man 
standing on the back of it would counterbalance it, so it would push sawdust in 
front of it as it was pulled. 

I used to like to ride the scraper up the sawdust pile. Sometimes the scraper 
would hit a solid object and &ip and throw us o%. 

Sawdust Chain -Steam Engine Power
Another method was using a sawdust conveyer chain (the little chain that Dan 

South referred to)--turned by a belt from the mandrel--that piled it into a small 
pile that was later pushed up onto the big pile. Sometimes the pushing was done 
with Gene Jones’ bulldozer. 

Sawdust Blower - Diesel Engine Power
A third method of removal was using a sawdust blower that would suck the 

sawdust into a pipe through the blower and then out another pipe.

Ruth South
Barney South

Marj South
Sam south 

Gayle South 
(on Grandpa Sam’s lap)

Dot South Tidwell
Dorothy South

Keith South
(on Dorothy’s lap)

Charlie South
Gene Jones 

David South
(on Gene’s lap)

Al Knapp

In 1941 family photo at the 
sawmill, the little sawdust chain 

(referred to by Dan and Barry,) 
 delivers sawdust to the pointy 

top of  the small pile of  sawdust.
Steam engine powers mill.
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Grandpa Knapp 
Federal on skidway. Sawmill: saw, carriage, etc. Diesel engine powers mill. 

Background: RR tracks, stockyards, The Flat. 
 (view from up on sawdust pile)
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Sawmill Tragedy

Barney’s younger brother, Charlie, had been involved in sawmilling for about 
as long as he could remember. Father Samuel South, had bought the sawmill 
on Woodru% Creek in Monte Cristo in 1916, when Charlie was six years old. 

Except for the times when the sawmill was shut down for a period of time during 
the depression and later, the war, Charlie had worked throughout his life in the 
sawmill business. 

He was at the sawyer’s controls the day of the accident which took his life.

Barry: A$er Dad bought out the rest of his family to own the mill, his 
brother Charlie started a tie mill very close to Barney’s. Charlie was married to 
Dorothy, and they had two little boys, Keith and Kenny, who were a little younger 
than I was. 

Bernie: In 1948, Barney was logging at Ripley Butte. He had an order for 
#r timber. Charlie was sawing at the new mill he had built the previous summer 
on the day when he was fatally injured. Barney was logging at Ripley that day. I 
remember it quite vividly. About mid a$ernoon we were surprised when Charlie’s 
little old Chevy slab truck came rattling down the logging road where we were 
skidding and loading #r. I distinctly remember Bob Tate came to where Barney 
was cutting and hauling to tell us. 

Barry: I was with the logging crew at Ripley Butte. !at is where we went 
when we were logging douglas #r trees. It was before the crew got our #rst chain-
saw. !e men were using crosscut saws and axes to cut the timber. I think we got 
our #rst chainsaw when I was about seven years old.

News of Accident Brought to Barney
While the crew was working, one of Charlie’s men came driving up in Charlie’s 

truck and told Barney that there had been an accident at the mill, and Charlie was 
hurt. Dad climbed in the truck and headed home with the driver. 

One of Barney’s men jumped on the running board and rode with them. 
Another of the logging crew said, why did he go? How can he help? Another of 
the crew said, he just as well go, he isn’t much help out here. It is interesting how 
a few things stay in our memory for many years, while so many thousands of 
others just go away.

Chapter 75

Barney always said that a board dropped on the saw would strike 
with such force that no one hit by it could survive the impact.-Marj
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When I got 
home, I learned 
that Charlie had 
been seriously 
hurt.

Charlie’s Tie Mill
A little saw-

mill like Dad’s 
and like Charlie’s 
can be run by 
two people, the 
sawyer and the 
o%-bearer.

!e saw at the 
mill was a large 
(52” diameter) 
circular blade 
attached to the 
mill husk. !e 
sawyer stood on 
the cutting side 
of the saw, posi-
tioned the log on 
the carriage, and 
operated the con-
trols that ran the 
carriage back and 
forth past the saw. 
As the sawyer 
would run the log 
through the saw, 
the slab or the 
board or whatev-
er that came o% 
the log, would 
drop o% on the 
other side. And 
the o%-bearer 
was the guy who 
would pick it up 
and would carry 
it and put it on 
the appropriate pile. 

Danger  for Sawyer
!ere was a danger to the sawyer if the o%-bearer ever li$ed a board or a slab 

above the saw and then let it down to where the saw could catch that board or 
slab. !e saw could throw it and hit the sawyer with it.

!e #rst thing that an o%-bearer is taught is that he must never li$ the slab or 
board so the back end of it is as high as the top of the saw. If the slab is high and 
swings to the saw, it can be caught by the saw. !e saw teeth will grab a piece of 
wood instantly. !ere is a lot of energy in the saw, and the teeth are moving very 
fast. When the saw catches a slab, it can hurl it with tremendous force and speed.

First-Time Offbearer
Charlie was the sawyer on the mill that he was running, and they had hired a 

new man to be o%-bearer.

Charles South
Born: November 13, 
1909, Salt Lake City
Died: July 21, 1948, St. 
Anthony, Idaho
Buried: Rose Hill 
Cemetery, Idaho Falls, 
Idaho
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Bernie: It was a new man sent up from the employment o"ce in 
Idaho Falls who was o%-bearing. It was his #rst day at the mill.

Barry: !e o%-bearer had not learned his #rst lesson. He picked up 
a heavy slab (probably about 40 lbs), li$ed it over the saw, and the saw 
yanked it out of his hands. Instantly the slab went across the saw and hit 
Charlie in the chest. !e slab knocked Charlie back several feet, and the 
slab went on to the sawdust pile. And as I heard the story, it buried itself 
almost completely in the sawdust.

Bernie: !e impact of the slab carelessly carried and dropped on the 
saw carried Charley all the way across the skidway. 

Serious Injury
Barry: Charlie was hit very hard, and everybody knew that he was 

hurt pretty seriously. 

M’Jean: I have a very vague memory of that day. Barney had come in 
the house and changed out of his sawdust-covered work clothes and was 
hurrying out to the car, which was in the dooryard near the back porch. 
Barney was barefoot, carrying his socks and shoes, and wincing as he 
walked across the rough gravel that short ways to the car, to rush Charlie 
to the hospital.

Barry: Charlie was 
taken to Last Chance 
where a small airplane 

picked him up and took 

him to St. Anthony. 

Emergency 
Calls - Yellow Telephone box

!e probable explanation for an airplane to be wait-
ing at Last Chance would be a call made from the rail-
road telephone. A"xed to a tall pole near the  tracks was 
a yellow box, locked with a padlock, so mysterious to the 
kids in camp. Inside was a phone used at times by the 
railroad maintenance crew.

Bernie: Occasionally if there was an emergency, a per-
son other than a railroad employee would open the door to 
the phone box by removing the hinges. !e railroad as far 
as I know always obliged such calls by relaying messages of 
importance to proper channels. 

I’ve seen Barney make emergency calls a time or two. He 
had to take a screw driver and take the front o% to get to it 
and get it down where he could use it.

Barry: Charlie was bleeding internally, and the doctor 
could not stop it. He died late that night.

Uncle Charlie

Mysterious yellow telephone box, 
always locked--by the railroad tracks

Charlie South
“Charlie was really a fun guy. He spent quite 

a bit of  time with the kids in camp, just being 
with them and playing with them.” (Barry)
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Barney Agonized
Bernie: And they gave the news 

to Barney. I know Barney really ag-
onized over that. He felt like the 
doctors at the hospital didn’t realize 
the tremendous impact that had oc-
curred and that had they realized it, 
they might have resorted to surgery 
at once. 

Uncle Charlie
Barry:  I do remember several 

incidents with Charlie. Charlie was 
really a fun guy. He spent quite a bit of 
time with the kids in camp, just being 
with them and playing with them. 

I remember one time that was 
quite special to me. I have no idea why 
he did it, but he either found or had 
an old rusty, broken-down pistol, and 
this thing was just a frame—I don’t 
think the grips were still on it.  I don’t 
think it even had a cylinder in it. But 
for a little kid, that’s still a great play-
thing. It had been a real pistol, and he 
gave that thing to me.  And I remem-
ber I could pull the hammer back and 
pull the trigger on it and act like it was 
a real gun, and that was a lot of fun.

Glenna and Donna remembered 
when they were small and Charlie lived 
with Ren’s family in Ashton. 

Donna:  Tell about Uncle Charlie and how he played the guitar.

Glenna: He had a beautiful singing voice—would sit out there and sing and 
sing and play guitar—yodeled also.  

Ruth:  Uncle Charlie lived with us for a long time, and he played the guitar. 
And he and the kids would sing western songs. He was a lot of fun, Charlie was. 
And he was nice to have around. He was always so helpful, you know. He’d help 
me just as quick as he’d help Ren. He was really good in the house to pick up a$er 
himself and things like that. 

And his wife was really a nice person. I liked her a lot, too.

Dan:  And you know, I learned a lot from Charlie, Uncle Charlie.  And I 
think Charlie’s death at a pretty young age really stopped a lot of people from 
knowing what kind of fellow he was.  He was a nice fellow.  You know, he was—he 
was so good to me, and he would teach you—everything he knew, he wanted to 
teach you, you know.

Ruth:  Well, he lived with us—a lot, and he was so good to help

Charlie
Singing to his guitar 
twanging on the front 
porch of  the L-shaped 
cabin. (Note the wash machine 
on the porch)
“Uncle Charlie played the 
guitar, and he and the 
kids would sing western 
songs. He was a lot of  fun, 
Charlie was. And he was 
nice to have around.” (Ruth 
South)
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Dan:  But when I was over 
there at Marj’s funeral, you know, 
I looked at Charlie’s grave, and 
I thought, you know—all the 
people that didn’t get to know 
him—because he was a good guy.  
Charlie was a nice man.  And he’ll 
be another one that I’ll be glad to 
see, sometime. 

Zelma praised Charlie and his 
goodness and talents: “Once he 
made a device to use at the sawmill 
on logs, and it was patented, which 
shows how ingenious he was.”

Early Death
Charlie’s tragic death came at 

an early age. He was only 38 years 
old. He le$ behind his wife, Doro-
thy, who was 29, and his two little 
boys, Keith, age 6, and Kenny, age 3. 

He died July 21, 1948, and was 
buried July 25, 1948, in Rose Hill 
Cemetery in Idaho Falls.

Dorothy & Charlie South
Little Sons Kenny & Keith

Dorothy 
Keith & Kenny

Dorothy Brotherton 
South
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School 1948

The year that Charlie died was the #rst year that Island Park School 
was held in an actual schoolhouse.

Steve: In the fall we started school at Mack’s Inn at a school they had brought 
up from Warm River and put on a foundation. 

Maureen: I le$, cause I was in high school then. Sharon and Steve stayed up 
here, and they went to school at Mack’s. When they moved the old school from 
[near] Marysville to Mack’s, that’s where Steve and Sharon went to school.

Dion: !e second year they moved school to Mack’s. It was moved there 
from [near] Marysville. When we #rst started going to school there, they were 
working on it. !ere was an outhouse--pretty old. It was already there: one for 
girls and one for boys. I don’t remember what we did about water. !en they 
added onto it--built a coat room and an entryway with bathrooms. !ere was a 
basement with a furnace. It was probably done before winter. !ey divided the 
big room with a pull curtain.

Steve: It was a large building with a full basement for the plumbing and the 
furnace with enough room to play dodge ball and have a few dances.

Dion: We used the basement for playing. !ey taught us how to square 
dance. We would start out with quite a big group of kids and ended up with just 
a few through the winter. I went 4 years at Mack’s; one year before that at Ponds.

Barry: We wound up going to school up at Macks Inn. And they had school 
up there for 8 grades. And they had a schoolteacher—one teacher to teach all 
eight grades. 

Dion: Our teacher, Josie Cooper, taught at Ponds then at Mack’s. She was the 
sister of Frank Kuch’s wife, Viola. She did quite a bit for all of us. She was a very 
good teacher and strict.

Steve: !at #rst year all the kids were in one room and our teacher was Miss 
Cooper (Jo Cooper). She was from the Midwest or somewhere and she took over 
the #rst to eight grade classes at Mack’s Inn. As was typical for that area, in the fall 
there would be lots of kids, but as winter approached, many of them would move 
and that would leave just us local kids.

Barry: We would start out there at the start of school in September—we’d 
usually have maybe 40 kids in the school, and as time went on, the kids would 
start moving to get out of there for the winter, and by the time we le$, it was 
probably down to about a dozen students, and they would stay the rest of the 
winter, but we would move down to Idaho Falls, and I would go to school in the 
Idaho Falls system.

Riverside Elementary School
David #nished 4th grade and Barry #nished 2nd at Riverside. When school was 

out in the spring, they both looked forward to helping their dad in the woods and at 
the sawmill. !ey would have the company of several cousins in Camp.  

Schoolhouse 
at Mack’s

In 1948 the Fremont 
County School District 
moved the Warm River 
schoolhouse to Mack’s 
Inn, where it was settled 
on a foundation west of 
the current LDS Church, 
where it became a school 
site for youngsters in that 
area. Drivers who trans-
ported children, including 
their own, to and from the 
schoolhouse were compen-

sated.
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Tall Timber on Black 
Mountain

It was a little like old times at Island Park Siding, with all the cabins occupied 
and the camp bustling with activity. Several folks returned a$er a twelve-year 
absence, having last lived at the mill site in 1937, the year the mill burned. Some 

were South related; some were Knapp related, and some were both. Barney and 
Marj, Gene Jones, Glenna South Jones, Dan South, Elmer Snowball, !el Knapp 
Snowball, Bernie Knapp, had all lived in camp in 1937. 

Ren Bought Charlie’s Mill
A$er Charlie’s death, Ren bought Charlie’s mill from Dorothy. From humble 

beginnings, Ren had built up a successful tie operation in Evanston, and he had the 
manpower to run a second tie mill in Idaho. 

 In the spring of 1949, he hauled in equipment to do road building, as the 
timber needed for ties was impossible to get to by way of existing roads. His son-
in-law, Gene Jones, was to run the whole operation. 

Bernie Knapp was glad to see Dan South again. !ey had played together at the 
siding when they were kids. 

Bernie: Dan came over in the spring with his dad. !ey brought an 
International engine for the mill, also a dozer.

Warren and his kids had spent another winter in his tent over by the highway, 
“squatting” on the forest, as Steve described.

Steve: In the spring of 1949, Dad and I were walking back from the garbage 
dump, which was about two miles north of Pond’s Lodge. Some guys drove up in 
an old gray car and wanted to know if Dad was Warren Knapp. He said he was 
and asked them what they wanted. It turned out that the driver was Jay Whaley, 
and the other guy was Gene Jones. He was the son-in-law of Ren South from 
Evanston, Wyoming. Ren was Uncle Barney’s brother and Gene had married one 
of Ren and Ruth South’s daughters.

It was a long hard battle, but we lost anyway.-Barney

Chapter 76
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Union Pacific Tie contract
!ey had signed with Union Paci#c Railroad for a tie contract, and the ties 

were to be cut on Black Mountain east of Island Park Siding. Gene told Dad that 
they wanted to get the road open and start to run the mill at the siding, and they 
would be bringing in a big crew and lots of people to help with the tie contract. 

Dad was very helpful to Gene and told them where things were located and 
how soon he thought they could get over to the mill site, which was usually 
around the last of May. 

Plowed Road with Caterpillar
Several weeks later, I came home from school, and when I walked up to where 

our trail was down the old Island Park Siding road, to my surprise, someone had 
plowed it out with a cat. I ran over to where our camp was, and Dad was nowhere 
to be seen. A$er a while, he came walking home and said that Gene Jones had 
brought over his Caterpillar tractor (It was an I H Crawler Tractor) and unloaded 
and started to plow out the road. 

It was still early in the year, and we thought this guy was crazy, because the 
roads were usually always muddy and it was easy to get stuck in some places. But 
Gene knew what he was doing, and when he came to the mud holes, he #lled 
them in and made arrangements for the water to run o%, 
so for the #rst time, we moved back over to the cabin 
about the #rst of May. 

Gene & Glenna Jones
A$er Gene returned from sea, he and Glenna had 

lived for a while in Idaho Falls with his parents 
on North Boulevard, not far from Ada Avenue, 

then moved back to Evanston. !eir daughter, Jeannie, 
was born there on December 16, 1946. She came six 
weeks early. Glenna said, “I was in a lady’s home and 
used a midwife when I had her. Jeannie was a tiny baby. 
At the time we were working for Ren [Glenna’s father].”

Still working for Ren, they were now in Island Park 
to run Charlie’s sawmill.

Gene & Glenna Jones
Ren sent Gene, his son-in-law, 
from Evanston with a crew to 
run the sawmill and fill the tie 
contract with the Union Pacific.

Barry, David, M’Jean
Charlie’s tie mill, across the 
road from Barney’s sawmill, 
was bought by their brother 
Ren after Charlie’s death.
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Glenna: We had Jeannie. She wasn’t quite three when we 
moved to Island Park, you know, from Evanston. I was pregnant 
with David. He was born in November, and she turned three in 
December.

Glenna’s Childhood Cabin Home
Gene and Glenna moved into the cabin which Charlie 

and Dorothy had lived in, the one Ren had built around 1929, 
when Glenna was two years old. She lived there again in 1937 
as a ten-year-old. !e cabin had some improvements, thanks 
to Charlie—the new well just east of the house and the fence 
around the front yard. It was handy to have a well so close, and 
it was good to have a fence to keep the two-year-old away from 
the well. !e root cellar on the side of the house and the privy 

in the back were the same as they were when she was ten.
 Even back then she had eyes for Gene Jones, a handsome young man of eigh-

teen, who was logging with her father, Ren.

Glenna: I loved living in that one cabin that we lived in at di%erent times, 
because it was the cabin that I remembered as a little—as a real little girl. And 
that’s the one where we #rst lived. 

Glenna’s brother, 18-year-old Dan South, was to work at the mill and lived with 
Gene and Glenna for the summer. Dan was a logger with many years of experience. 
His mother explained:

Ruth: He would stay all day long out in the woods with his dad when he was 
a little kid.  I’ve thought about Dan a lot of the times—he never was a little kid.  

He was always with his dad doing something.  He didn’t have much 
time to play—it didn’t seem to me like.

Some additional cabins were needed for Gene’s crew. !ey 
were thrown up quickly, some on skids, so they could be moved 
from place to place, as needed. 

 
Higher on Mountain - Portable Mill

Bernie: A$er Gene came, they went higher on the mountain on 
Split Creek to get timber for their ties. Gene graded the road up over 
Chick Creek and made the two dugways into the North Fork. !ey 
also bought a portable mill, powered by a diesel, and set it up on Split 
Creek. 

Jay and Em Whaley
Bernie: Jay Whaley came to be the sawyer. Ren sent over a diesel 

engine to run the sawmill.  Jay  called the diesel engine the “gutless 
wonder.” !at didn’t go too well with Dan South. He was pretty good 
at tagging names onto di%erent things and people. 

But I always found him quite likeable.  I remember hearing him 
hollering at his two o)earers from across the road. Hurry! Hurry, 
Hurry! He sawed 20 ties in 20 minutes, one time, something like that. 

Glenna Jones
“I loved living in that one 

cabin I remembered as a 
little girl.

Portable Sawmill 
Taking the mill

to the timber
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He was the only sawyer, or at least the #rst one I ever remem-
ber, that ran the log thru without putting in the dog. He also 
complained about how slow the feed was. A$er tightening 
it up on the portable up in the woods, he adjusted it so it 
was really responsive--the carriage jumped o% the end of the 
track.

Steve: Whaleys had a son named Mack. He was a couple 
years younger than I was but we palled around together and 
became pretty good friends. 

Gene Jones summarized his logging operation:

Gene: To get ties, #rst we had to get a contract, get the 
forest service to mark the tree, use hand saws and cross-cut 
saws, use an axe to trim branches, build skid ways, and load 
the truck. To get the logs out of the forest, we cut the logs 
into eight-foot lengths. !en we skidded them with horses. 
We would cut 6 x 8 inch size for the smaller ties and 7 x 9 for 
the larger ones.

Shipping Ties, Lumber by Train 
We then took the logs to the mill and stacked them. We 

put the ties on a truck and hauled them to the railroad car. 
!e regular and most needed railroad tie size was 7x9. !e 
ties went to !e Dalles, Oregon, but some went to Laramie, 
Wyoming. Our mill was just across the road from Barney’s mill.

Bernie:  Railroad ties in the 40’s and 50’s were occasionally shipped in box-
cars. !is meant a great deal more hard hand labor in loading and unloading. 
Lumber also was shipped, along with other wood timbers in boxcars. Barney 
shipped on boxcars sometimes. When available however, shipping railroad ties 
was much easier on Gondola cars. 

Where Gene and Barney shipped on the train, closer to the stockyards, a new, 
shorter ramp was built into the gondola cars, so they would not have to pack ties 
in on their shoulders.

Barney Logging Section 36
Barney was logging on Section 36, with Split Creek running right down through 

the full length of it. Having bought the rights to all the timber on the section, he 
was cutting whatever trees he wanted and sawing them into house logs and lumber. 

Warren Cutting for Barney
Steve: !at was a fun summer for me. Dad was still working for Uncle 

Barney, and he drove an old Ford semi with log bunks on it. Uncle Barney had 
made a deal with the State of Idaho to purchase timber o% from a school section 
of land that Split Creek runs through. It was Section 36, T. 13 N. R. 44 E. We 
could get to it from Trail Canyon from another old road that went up to the head 
of Chick Creek.

Gene Building Road – Barney Salvaging Trees 
A$er Gene got things going on building the new mill and getting some cabins 

built, he started to build a road up to Black Mountain. He followed along an old 
logging road that we had used for years, except he straightened out the curves and 
built up the road so there were fewer mud holes. 

Portable sawmill on Black 
Mountain
“We cut the logs into 
eight-foot lengths. We 
would cut 6x8 inch size 
for the smaller ties and 
7x9 for the larger ones.” 
(Gene Jones)
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I guess the trees he was pushing over were free, so Uncle Barney would have 
his crew follow behind the road crew, and we would cut o% the logs that were 
pushed over and load them on Uncle Barney’s trucks and haul them back to the 
mill. When Gene got to Section 36, he made his road down through a draw, and 
that gave Uncle Barney access to the timber he had purchased from two di%erent 
roads, the latter being the better of the two.

Squirrel
!e road crew moved on, and we settled in on cutting logs from the State 

Section for Uncle Barney. One day one of the men cut down a large tree by the 
side of the road, and in the tree was a squirrel’s nest. We were able to save one little 
squirrel, but the rest died. We took it home and fed it milk with an eye dropper. 
We raised the little squirrel and had it with us for many years.

Camp on the Mountain
Gene built his road up to the head of Split Creek and made a little camp there 

for his cutting crew. !ey built some cabins on the North Fork of the creek about 
a quarter mile above where the two main forks come together. !en he built a 
road up the side of Black Mountain and up onto the plateau about 1 ½ miles 
from the Yellowstone Park boundary. !ere were some big trees on the plateau, 
and they were just right for railroad ties. Before he got the mill built, they built a 
large ramp, and he hired drivers with 6x6 Army trucks to haul logs down to the 
mill. !ey started as soon as they could get into the timber, and by fall they had a 
large pile of eight foot logs stacked up across the road from Uncle Barney’s mill.

Floyd & Leitha Perrenoud
The Perrenouds, Floyd and his wife, Leatha, were both from down around 

Plano, Idaho. 
Steve: Gene Jones hired a lot of help that summer, and we got acquainted 

with lots of new people. Perrenouds was one of the families, and they had a kid 
about my age. His name was Kent. We became friends and I showed him all my 
#shing holes on Tom’s Creek. We spent lots of time together #shing and hiking 
the countryside.

Elmer & Thel Snowball
On Barney’s crew, in addition to brothers-

in-law Bernie Knapp and Warren Knapp, 
a third brother-in-law, Elmer Snowball-

-who was also his cousin—had returned to 
Island Park to work in the woods. Marj had 
the company of her sister, !el, and the South 
kids played with the Snowball cousins: Shirley 
Ann, 10; Dan, 9; and Dee, 4.

Thel: My daughter Shirley was born 
two years a$er we were married, then in 13 
months my son Danny was born. !ese were 

di"cult times. Work was hard to get. In 1944 
we came back to Idaho. My son Dee was born in 

1945. When he was two years old, we went back to 
Island Park. We worked at the mill, and hauling logs. 

M y two older children went to school at Mack’s Inn.

Steve’s Friend with 
Steve’s squirrel

“We were able to save one 
squirrel, took it home and 

fed it milk with an eye 
dropper.” (Steve)

Elmer & Thel Snowball
Barney’s cousin Elmer 

married Marj’s sister 
Thelma.With their 3 chil-
dren, they lived in camp in 
1949, as Elmer worked for 

Barney that season.
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Cousin Shirley Recalls
Shirley’s recounted remem-

brances as a ten-year-old of that 
summer in her written history 
and in conversation with M’Jean:

Shirley: When Uncle Sam 
was alive, Dad used to go up 
and work for him. He’d go up 
every summer. With Mother it 
was just that one time. We were 
in our ’39 Pontiac the summer 
we showed up on Barney’s 
doorstep needing a place to 
work, and a place to lay low. We 
got there about the time school 
got out. 

Elmer’s Job in the Timber
!e cabin we lived in that summer was not far from the barn where the horses 

were kept. Dad got his usual job, that of taking care of the horses and working 
them out in the woods. !ere was a team for pulling the wagon and a big black 
horse named Dick for snaking.

One of my favorite memories is when Dad let me go with him into the woods 
one day. We were clip-clopping along on the wagon when all of a sudden the 
horses started snorting and acting up. Dad said there was probably a bear close 
by, but suddenly out trotted a moose and her baby. !ey ran across the road and 
right by us as they went back into the woods. It was very exciting for me but kind 
of taxing for Dad as he had to settle the team as well as Dick who was tethered to 
the back of the wagon. 

While dad was working I remember #nding some little red berries on bushes 
that grew close to the ground. !ey were so delicious. I sat in that patch and ate 
berries to my heart’s content, but didn’t get too far from Dad, as I was pretty much 
the same wimp then as I am now. !at was the only day Dad took me to work 
with him, but it was a very special and memorable day for me. 

Bernie: Elmer was a good worker. When he did work for Barney, sometimes 
he even helped o)ear.

Milking the Cow
Barney, when he was a kid living 

on the ranch in Argyle, before Sam 
traded his herd of milk cows for the 
sawmill, had probably milked all the 
cows he ever wanted to milk. When-
ever possible, one task in camp which 
Barney relegated to a hired guy, was 
milking the Guernsey cow.

Shirley: Dad probably milked 

the Cow. 

Shirley & Dan 
Snowball
David south
Elmer Snowball 
(milking cow)
On a visit Barney and 
Marj made to Randolph, a 
few years back.

Elmer Snowball
“Dad got his usual job, 
that of  taking care of  the 
horses and working them 
out in the woods.” (Shirley)
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Our Cabin
We lived in the house that Anna lived in when she was there [the old 

Al Smith cabin where the famous Sunday School photo was taken]. !e 
house was east--it was away from tracks.

We settled in quickly. !ere wasn’t much to unpack, just what we had 
in the car. 

Our cabin had two rooms and a nice covered porch all along the 
front. !e main room had a wood stove and table and chairs, or bench-
es. I can’t remember which. I do remember that Marj’s house had both 
benches and chairs. 

!ere were some cabinets and the obligatory wash stand by the front 
door which held the wash basin and a bucket of water with a dipper. 
Nails in the log walls served for hanging objects.

!e second room was for sleeping. Beds were brought into that room 
and squashed together as suited the size of the family lodging there that 
summer. !ere was no such thing as a sofa or so$ cushioned chair to sit 
on at the end of a day’s work. In fact, at the end of the day Barney had half 
the guys in camp out running races or playing basketball in the dirt using 
a basket nailed up high in a tree.

Dee was soon chasing chipmunks and squirrels. Dan was very social. 
Steve, Barry, and Dan were all the same age. David and I are the same 
age. !e boys all had work to do, but plenty of time for fun as well. Dan 
was nine years old that summer.

Away from Worry
I wasn’t one for playing. I didn’t get involved that much with the cous-

ins. Marj’s girls were younger than me, Warrens girls were older, and the 
boys and I had absolutely nothing in common. I would watch Dee for Mother 
or just help her out in the kitchen. I so loved being there though. !e smell of 
the pines, the simplicity of our life, being surrounded by relatives, and especially 
being isolated in the woods away from the kind of diversions that worried me in 
regards to Dad and Mom, were very comforting to me.

Neighbors
Barney’s niece, Glenna, was there that summer. She was in the cabin with the 

little picket fence around, and I remember how she was so clean. Everything was 
very, very clean. 

Uncle Warren was living in the house next to us [the cabin Al Knapp built in 
1946]. Sharon and Steve were there, and sometimes Maureen would come for 
weekends. I was 10. Steve was 9, just 6 months older than my brother Dan. Dee is 
6 years younger than I. Sharon was 13, and Maureen was 16.

Steve
Steve was a very special little boy. He was always so quiet and polite. I always 

loved Steve. And I named a son a$er him. He was the sweetest person as a little 
boy. He was just a darling boy. As an adult Steve is just as sweet as he was as a kid.  
I know he’s been a bishop, which is no surprise. 

Mom wanted him to sing at her funeral, which he kindly did when we had the 
service in Pocatello. Everyone just loved him. 

Work Seemed Fun
!ere was plenty of work to go around, but it seemed more like fun than work 

to me. Going to the well with Dan to draw water was a twice a day chore, at least. 
We took a broomstick with us to carry the full bucket back to the cabin. !e buck-
et dangled from its handle in the middle of the stick with Dan and I on either end 
trying to walk steadily so the water wouldn’t slosh out. We had to carry a bunch 
of buckets full on wash day. 

Shirley Snowball 
[Grimmett]

“I so loved being there. 
The smell of  the pines, the 
simplicity of  our life, being 

surrounded by relatives, and 
especially being isolated 
in the woods away from 

the kind of  diversions that 
worried me in regards to 
Dad and Mom, were very 

comforting to me.” (Shirley)
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Wash Day - Ironing
Even wash day was fun because the old wringer washer was 

in the front yard. Who ever heard of washing the clothes outside? 
Someone had rigged up a gas engine to the washing machine since 
we had no electricity, and it worked just great. !e clothes were 
hung out to dry and then brought in and ironed with irons that were 
heated on the wood stove. 

!e iron had a way of clamping the hot irons onto the main body 
of the iron. When the iron would cool o% it was easy to unclamp it 
back onto the stove and hook up another hot iron. With two or three 
irons keeping hot on the stove you could just iron away without hav-
ing to pause for the heating process. 

Boiler on the Stove
Also, the wash water was heated on the stove in big containers 

that we called boilers. Sometimes the whites were boiled in the boil-
er so they would be as white as they could be. !e boilers were heavy. 
It was back breaking work to carry them from the cabin out to the washing ma-
chine, but the women helped each other when needed. Barney’s niece, Glenna, 
was known as a very meticulous housekeeper. Her whites were the whitest, which 
was a badge of honor in those days.

Solved with Sawdust
!e lack of electricity for refrigeration was solved with sawdust, which was 

in ample supply. Blocks of ice would be brought to camp and then covered with 
mounds of sawdust under which food needing refrig-
eration would be kept in boxes or wrapped in blankets. 
Also, we had little cellars at the side of the house which 
kept things cool. !e elevation was high enough that 
evenings were cool and sometimes downright cold 
which helped keep perishables in the cellars and under 
the sawdust usable. It wasn’t a perfect system, but it was 
su"cient for us and besides, there’s always canned milk, 
yuck!

Bears - Bear Grease
We stayed pretty close to camp a$er the sun went 

down and kept our garbage a far distance from camp, 
since the bears ranging from Yellowstone down to our 
camp were one and the same and were not afraid of 
people. Once we had a dead bear in our cellar at the side 
of the cabin. Someone in camp had shot it, probably 
Warren. I was so excited to see it, but didn’t enjoy the 
bee sting I got as soon as the door was opened. I guess 
the bee thought I’d taste better than the bear. Warren 
liked to eat bear and used bear grease for cooking. 

I’ve actually had pancakes fried in bear grease when 
I happened to be at Uncle Warren’s cabin for breakfast. 

Warren’s Dogs
Warren had a dog sled team in a run at the side of 

his cabin. I was very very much afraid of all of those 
dogs. !ey looked like wolves to me. Warren would 
make up big buckets of mash out of who knows what 
to feed his dogs. One time a porcupine got a couple of 
them in the face which caused Warren a lot of concern. 
I saw him pulling the quills out and then doctoring the 
dogs as the sores festered for some time. 

Bear in a trap
“Once we had a dead bear in 
our cellar at the side of  the 
cabin.” (Shirley)

Dan, Dee, Shirley 
Snowball
(Note Shirley’s tap shoes)
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Dance & Acrobatics
When we lived in Idaho Falls, Mom 

was a stage mother, so whether we had 
money or not she had me taking danc-
ing lessons—ballet, tap, and acrobatics. 
In deciding if I should do acrobatics, as 
it was called then, the teacher said let’s 
see how she would do. Could she do 
back a bendbend? Easy, no problem; 
splits? Easy for me, splits, zipped right 
down in the splits. 

Performing in Bars and Rodeos
My dad would go into a bar and 

leave us kids in the car, and Mom 
would have me go in the bar and tap 
dance and show o%. Also rodeo. I still 
have the contract for doing a rodeo. 
When they took the bulls out, there 
was a little bit of time. !at’s when I 
would go in and do acrobatics. Dad 
would throw down a tarp. Mother 

would have music playing.
Yeah, I got money. I did it in Randolph and Aberdeen. I can remember one 

time Dad went to Ponds Lodge, and we were in the car. I went in there and per-
formed, then we went on up to the next lodge. !ere were 3 places we went that 
night where I got Dad money [probably Phillips Lodge and Mack’s Inn]. !at 
happened pretty regularly.

One time when we were living in Island Park, I was supposed to be doing 
acrobatics. I think it was a rodeo, and I got sick, so Maureen did it. She could take 
her legs and bring them up over her shoulders.

Tumbling and Trick Riding
Maureen: I tumbled at Island Park Lodge, cause my cousin had the chicken 

pox, so I took her place, and then I guess I did [all right] cause they asked me to 
St. Anthony to the rodeo, and there I got paid. So I bought me and my sister a 
pretty satin dress from the money I earned, and that was pretty exciting. 

And this Robert, one-armed cowboy bronco rider--I was only sixteen, but he 
said over the announcer that he had gave me this song, and it was “Candy Kisses,” 
so they played that at the rodeo, “Candy Kisses,” cause he requested that song.

Washing Dishes - Riding Horses
When I was sixteen I washed dishes at Island Park Lodge. It was brand new. 

Pete Piersonte had built it. We had rodeos behind there. And I’d do my dishes and 
go ride horses, and they belonged to Angels that lived in St. Anthony.

Saturday Nights
Shirley: On Friday [Saturday] nights Warren and his kids would get all 

gussied up and go to Pond’s or further north to Mack’s Inn to dance or some-
thing. I don’t know what they did, but whatever it was they really looked forward 
to the weekend.

Steve: I remember that on Saturday night we would get cleaned up and go 
somewhere for dinner and then go up to Mack’s Inn. Dad would watch people 
dance and I would prowl around the grounds with some of my friends. It was a 
fun time. We started going over to Phillips Lodge to have dinner. 

Maureen Knapp
Trick Riding

“They asked me to St. 
Anthony to the rodeo, 

and there I got paid, 
so I bought me and my 

sister a pretty satin 
dress from the money 

I earned and that 
was pretty exciting.” 

(Maureen)



Targhee Ties   757

Maureen: And Daddy would take us to the dances at Mack’s every Saturday 
night; pert near every Saturday night all of us’d go to Mack’s to the dances. Steve 
had a beautiful voice, so Mrs. Phillips at Phillips Lodge had him sing every time 
they went in there. “Oh, Steve, please sing.”

Mosquitoes
Shirley: !ere was one bad thing about living in Island Park and that was 

the mosquitoes. !ey were our enemy. We carried little branches o% of pine trees 
with us to swish them away when we were outside and we were constantly #ght-
ing to keep them out of our cabins so we could escape them when we were inside. 
All of us had mosquito bites all over us. We looked like we had the plague. 

!e good news is that when it started getting hot in July the mosquitoes pretty 
much disappeared. !e bad news is that in their place came the dreaded horse 
&ies. !ey were terrible as well and bit even harder than the mosquitoes. But, in 
all things there is opposition, and that even applied to our beloved home in the 
woods.

Mountainous Sawdust Piles
!ere were two mountainous sawdust piles in camp. One was very old. !e 

other one was much newer and was close to our cabin. !at sawdust 
pile was the source of most of the playtime in camp. Many shoes and 
socks were lost forever under all those golden shavings. Climbing to the 
top was taxing, but sliding back down was worth the e%ort. However, 
sliding down brought with it a lot of sawdust which would bury anyone 
or anything that was too close to the edge down below. 

Even in late fall when the pile was covered with snow and the sliding 
was done on skis or sleds, or on a piece of cardboard, the sawdust pile 
was the most popular place in camp for the kids to play.

I remember Dee and Dan playing in the sawdust pile, but I did not 
like to do the outside things so much. I was a “in the house little gal.” But 
I did sometime play in the sawdust pile.

Learned to Cook 
!at summer my mother tried to teach me how to cook. Cooking on 

a wood stove is an art in itself but she especially wanted me to be able to 
cook the basic things, potatoes, meat, bread, eggs, and bacon, etc. Later 
she told me that she was preparing me for the possibility that she would 
be gone and I would have to cook for the family. 

Thel-Miscarriage
Mother had a miscarriage while we were there. She had serious 

blood issues. She lost a number of babies. She had miscarriages, having 
to be rushed to the hospital. In Randolph she had a baby and she said 
the doctor was really mean. !e doctor said the baby is alive but is dy-
ing. It lived about 20 minutes. !ey buried it in a shoebox in the back 
yard. Another miscarriage was in Idaho Falls. I was 7 or 8 when she 
went o% with the ambulance blaring.

50 % Chance of Survival - Blood Transfusion
Because of the miscarriages she had had in the past associated with 

hemorrhaging and the scarcity of blood with an Rh negative factor for 
blood transfusions, her doctor in Ashton, Dr. Krueger, had told her that 
she only had a 50/50 chance of surviving this pregnancy if she miscar-
ried. And sure enough, the day came that Dad rushed her to the hospi-
tal in St. Anthony with a miscarriage. Bernie drove from Idaho Falls to 
St. Anthony carrying the much-needed blood for a transfusion, which, 
thank heavens, saved my mother’s life.

Thelma Knapp Snowball
“My mother tried to teach 
me how to cook, preparing 
me for the possibility that 
she would be gone and I 
would have to cook for the 
family. The doctor told her 
that she only had a 50/50 
chance of  surviving this 
pregnancy if  she miscarried. 
And sure enough, the day 
came that Dad rushed her to 
the hopital with a 
miscarriage. The blood 
transfusion saved my 
mother’slife.” (Shirley)
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Trip to Hospital - Drunk Driver
It’s even worse. While she was in the hospital Dad took a day o% to 

drive Dan and I to St. Anthony to see her. He le$ Dee with Marj and away 
we went. I don’t know what he was thinking, but he stopped at his favorite 
bar in Ashton, le$ Dan and I out in the car, and went in for a drink. 

I think he had been very unnerved on the way to Ashton when we came 
over a rise to face two trucks coming right at us and Dad had had to take 
to the shoulder. I guess one truck was passing the other and then all of a 
sudden, there we were. Maybe that incident upset him, or maybe not, but, 
for whatever reason, he came out of the bar very “soused” as we used to say. 

Shirley Steering Car
As we continued on our journey Dad was so drunk that he couldn’t 

keep the car on the road so I asked him if I could drive. He sat me on his 
lap and let me steer the car until we got to St. Anthony. He managed to 
drive to the hospital and then found that children weren’t allowed, so we 
had to sit out in the car while he visited Mother. I can just imagine how 
upset she must have been to see his condition knowing that her children 

were out in the car. I don’t remember the ride back to camp, thankfully.

Gentleman Drinker
Dad was an alcoholic. When he was not drinking, he was quite the gentleman. 

He was very intelligent. For us, school was big. We were always being prepped 
and quizzed. We always took a newpaper. He had very gentlemanly manners. He 
was crazy silly when he was drunk. If he had not been an alcoholic he could have 
had a very happy life. 

Talking Religion
I remember Aunt Hannah. “She was a religious fanatic.” !at’s a quote from 

my father. When he’d go to see Barney, he’d say, “Old Hannah is going to be there. 
She’s going to be talking to me about religion.”

Visiting Marj - Food Storage
I used to go to your house, and Marj would let me play with the typewriter. I 

liked to use the typewriter.
I liked going over to see Marj. She liked to talk to me. I wasn’t an outdoor kid. 

I was more of a homebody, and she was right up my alley. She talked to me and 
treated me like an adult. 

I loved little Myrna. She had curly hair. 
My South cousins are my favorite cousins. 
David and I have always been real good 
friends; we have never been around him 
much. 

Another thing about Marj, she had such 
a storage of food and cases of food, I’d nev-
er seen so much food stored like that. !at 
was my introduction to food storage.

Best Months of Life
About the 4 or 5 months we were there 

were the best months of my family’s life. It 
was a time of cherished memories. It was 
better there than any other place we ever 
lived.

Marj Role Model 
Your mom was very much of a role 

model for me. I loved her. I used to come 
visit her when we were there. She was a 
steady person in an unsteady world. 

Elmer Snowball & Baby 
Shirley

Ten years later, in an 
emergency, Shirley sat on his 
lap and steered the car to the 

hospital when her dad was 
soused.

“Dad was an alcoholic. 
When he was not 

drinking, he was quite the 
gentleman, very intelligent.” 

(Shirley)

Marj
“She was very much of  a 
role model for me. I used 

to come visit her. She was a 
steady person in an unsteady 

world.” (Shirley)
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Barney  - Fun  Go-getter 
Barney was a real go-getter. I remember how much fun Barney used 

to have a$er work, how he’d get everybody stirred up playing basket-
ball, singing, having races and games. He didn’t expect people to come 
home and sit and twiddle thumbs.

Horse Race - Barney’s Shenanigans 
Bernie was in the little cabin north of your [Souths’] house by rail-

road tracks. Bernie had a horse—very nice horse. Barney said he could 
outrun the horse, because the horse was skittish. 

He challenged Bernie’s horse to a race. He said he could beat that 
horse in a quarter-mile race, and believe it 
or not, he did. Bernie’s horse was so skit-
tish that Barney was practically back to 
the starting line before the horse stopped 
prancing around. I remember it well. 

Barney just couldn’t stay still and if he 
couldn’t stay still no one else got to either. 
Dad, however, didn’t participate much in 
Barney’s shenanigans. Maybe he did when he was 
younger, but that summer he wasn’t in the mood for 
hilarity.

Genius
Steve: Barney was a genius. And the men used 

to get together a$er supper and talk, and they’d tell 
hunting stories, and things about #shing, and so on. 
Barney was one of those fellows that liked to start an 
argument. Didn’t matter which side of the argument 
he was on. He liked to get people going, and so he’d 
start a conversation with them, and then they’d argue.  

(Laughs)  And I got so much of a kick out of that when I 
was a kid, that it was just fascinating for me. 

Cousin Dan South Remembers
Dan: I went up there in 1949 a$er I got out of high school and spent the sum-

mer there, and that’s where I got pretty well acquainted with Barney and Marj, but 
you know, there was people doing things.  

Basketball – Young Guys  and  Barney
Bernie: !e basketball hoop up on a tree just opposite the large tree in the 

center of camp provided a lot of entertainment for quite a few years. 

Dan South: We used to go out there and play ball, and you know Barney 
would play with us.   And Barney couldn’t play basketball, I guess he never did 
play much when he was a kid, but what he would do was hold you, so you couldn’t 
play. He’d grab a hold of you, and of course he wouldn’t let you go make a basket, 
you know. (laughing) But that was a lot of fun that summer.  !ere was a lot of 
young fellows up there. Gene had some young guys, and Barney had some young 
guys.

100 Baskets
Bernie: Barney always liked to challenge others to a bet. He bet one time that 

he could make 100 straight baskets. And he did. But it had to be done his way. He 
stood at the same place and shot all shots without moving from that spot. He just 
banked every shot in from the right side of the hoop. A$er each shot someone 
had to get the ball back to him allowing him to shoot them all without moving 

Barney
“I remember how much fun 
Barney used to have after work--
get everybody stirred up playing 
basketball, singing, having races 
and games. He didn’t expect 
people to come home and sit and 
twiddle thumbs.” (Shirley)

Bernie Knapp

Dan South
“We used to go out there and 
play ball. Gene had some young 
guys, and Barney had some 
young guys. Barney would grab 
hold of  you, and of  course he 
wouldn’t let you go make a 
basket, you know. But that was a 
lot of  fun that summer.” (Dan) 
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from that one spot. 
!ere was a lot of dust kicked up with all those guys scu'ing 

around a$er the ball on that dirt court. !at Island Park obsidian 
sand was also slick. 

Dan: !at was in 1949 in Island Park. !at was a lot of fun. It 
probably wouldn’t mean much to anybody else, but, you know, I’ll 
always remember that. 

Music in Camp
Maureen: Me and David and Barry, we got along really, real-

ly good, and played together and used to race down the road, and 
we had horses. We rode horses, and Aunt Marjie played the piano, 
and Uncle Barney did the guitar, and they sang, and there was always 
something going on.

 Shirley: !e Souths and the Knapps are very big into music, 
always have been, so a lot of times we had musical entertainment at 
Barney and Marj’s place. Steve would always be asked to sing, “I’m 
Gonna Buy a Paper Doll.” He had a wonderful voice and was so cute 
when he sang.

Snow – Igloo 
Shirley: We stayed in long enough that there was snow. We had 

some snow by 
the end of September and 
quite a bit in October. I can 
remember the boys and I 
making an igloo in front 
of our cabin. We rolled up 
snowballs the size of a bas-
ketball and laid them in a 
circle and then build up 
from there. It looked pret-
ty authentic when we were 
#nished.

Ski off Sawdust Pile
!e kids in camp en-

joyed skiing o% of the saw-
dust pile as well as sledding. 
Again, the sawdust pile was 
the favorite place to play. 

Barney Pulled Kids in Snow
Also, Barney would pull 

us around with a vehicle –a 
string of kids on sleds and 
skis. He would hook us all 
up to ropes behind his car, 
and away we would go. 

He’d get kind of wild 
with his driving and some-
one would get hurt and 
then the moms would be 
mad at him.

Barry, David, M’Jean
Leaning against the 

Federal, ready for fun in 
the snow

David, Barry, M’Jean
“Barney would pull us 

around with a vehicle –a 
string of  kids on sleds 

and skis. He would hook 
us all up to ropes behind 

his car, and away we 
would go. He’d get kind 
of  wild with his driving 
and someone would get 
hurt and then the moms 

would be mad at him.” 
(Shirley)
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School 1949

The Snowball cousins, Shirley and Dan, attended school in Island Park that 
fall, along with David, Barry, and the other kids in camp.

Shirley: I went to Mack’s to school. David and I were in 5th grade. I went 
just one year. When it came time for school to start in the fall, the moms orga-
nized themselves to carpool the kids from camp out to Pond’s Lodge where we 
waited for a van to pick us up and take us to Mack’s Inn which was north towards 
Yellowstone Park. !ere was a one-room log school house at Mack’s. 

If I remember correctly, the bathroom was an outdoor privy. !e one room 
was fairly large. 

We sat in rows--each row a di%erent grade. !ere were only four desks in my 
row, 5th grade. My cousin David, myself, Brent Pond and someone whose name 
I can’t remember were the #$h graders. I can’t remember what row Dan was in, 
maybe third. He had had troubles with school and wasn’t up to grade level, which 
would have been fourth. We played baseball. Took our lunches. All that I remem-
ber about the teacher was that she had red hair and had a lot of energy--named Jo.

Shuffleboard
A$er school was out the van would take us back to Ponds where we would 

wait for the designated mother to pick us all up. While we waited, both morn-
ings and a$ernoons, I liked to play a shu'e game. I just remember having to 
toss a heavy metallic disk down a long narrow table. If you aimed just right the 
disk would cause a bell to ring. !at’s not a very good description, but anyway, I 
thought I was pretty good at it. 

Smarties David and Shirley
David and I were never competitive with each other, but our moms certainly 

were. Dad used to joke that Mom and Marj would meet each other in the middle 
of camp on the way to each other’s houses to compare how David and I had done 
in some assignment or other. !at wasn’t really true, but the Knapps de#nitely 
were prone to bragging. I did well in school, but so did David. I imagine we were 
nip and tuck.

As to how many kids were in grade school that fall from our camp, I would 
have to guess, but there would have been around ten. Any kids older than eighth 
grade had to board in Ashton and go to high school there. 

Moving Time 
Winter weather dictated the end of the work season. Although the sawmill 

owners stayed late at the siding to safeguard their equipment, the hired 
men at both sawmills moved out. Some of the young single guys had le$ 

earlier to get back into school.

Steve: Jay Whaley and his Wife, Em, purchased Robbins Roost up at Island 
Park Lodge. !ere was a little cabin on the property, and Dad made arrangements 
for us to live in the cabin for the winter. So instead of moving over to the highway, 
we moved up to Island Park Lodge for the winter.

Hated to Say Goodbye
Shirley: Finally, it would be time to pack up and leave camp for the winter. 

What a sad time that was and how we hated to say goodbye to our wonderful life 
in the woods. 
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From Island Park we went scouting around 
for a place to land. On !anksgiving Day eve we 
were in Blackfoot in a motel. Dad said we could 
stay at a motel that night because of the holiday 
the next day. I think it was called the Blue Bird 
Inn, or Blue Bell Inn, or something like that. It 
was a series of little one room cabins. We were 
so excited to be there, though. !anksgiving 
morning the mood was not so jovial because the 
bed bugs had had their way with us through the 
night and we were covered with bites. 

We did stay there long enough to have 
!anksgiving dinner, which was a pot of beans 
mother cooked on the hot plate, but we le$ be-
fore evening. I do remember that breakfast was 
shredded wheat and the box had cards of Indian 
pictures which was appropriate for !anksgiving

Aberdeen - Barracks
I can’t remember where we stayed a$er that 

until we drove into Aberdeen on Dec. 3, 1949. 
We started school the next day in Aberdeen.

We were living in a labor camp. !ere were 
two buildings—barracks—they had been a pris-
oner camp during the war. Mexicans lived in the 
labor camp in fall when they came in to work. 
We lived there for 3 years. Dad got a job at a place 
in Pocatello. !ere were other guys working there, and he would ride over with 
them. He would quit it summer and go sheep shearing--Soda springs, Bancro$—
we’d work our way up into Montana. Each fall the family would work together 
picking potatoes in the #elds.

Bernie: Elmer, when they lived in Aberdeen, on the day he’d get his paycheck 
!el would have to go #nd him at one of the bars. If she didn’t go #nd him in time 
the money was spent. 

Happy Time - Fond Memories
Shirley: !at summer, living in Island Park, was the happiest time for our 

family. We visited there from time to time, but never again spent the whole sum-
mer there or worked for Barney.

Dee and I and all of my cousins certainly remember Island Park fondly. We 
thought of Island Park as though it was our own personal Shangri La, and why 
shouldn’t we? It was.

Waiting for the Big Snow
As was the annual pattern, Barney and Marj, as well as Gene and Glenna, re-

mained in camp. !ey continued driving David and Barry to school each day, wait-
ing and watching for the storm that would signal the time for their departure. 

Miracle of Birth - Miracle of Death
As Glenna’s due date drew close, she and Jeannie went to Idaho Falls. Gene 

was summoned in time for the arrival of his new little son, David, on November 
9th. One week later, on November 16, 1949, the baby’s great-grandfather, Barney’s 
father Samuel Rich South, passed away.

Thel & Children:
Shirley Dee, DAn
“We were living in a 
labor camp. There were 
two buildings-barracks--
they had been a prisoner 
camp during the war.” 
(Shirley)

Bernie Knapp
Barney, M’Jean & 
Myrna
Preparing for the
annual move from
Island Park to Idaho
Falls. They load
Barney’s 1946
Federal Truck with
its makeshift sides
that secure the
furniture.
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The Teacher’s Work is Done

We live most when we love our neighbors as ourselves and live 
pure and holy at all times. - Samuel Rich South

The Post Register got some of the facts right in the article about Sam and 
Hannah’s golden wedding anniversary. !e article was written by their old-
est grandchild, Elayne, and reads:

Souths Married Fifty Years 
by Elayne Bybee

Mr. and Mrs. Samuel Rich South, 928 Ada Street, ob-
served their golden wedding anniversary Wednesday and 
their great grandson was born the same day in the Idaho 
Falls LDS hospital. The parents are Mr. and Mrs. Eugene 
Jones, Island Park.

The honored couple were married November 9, 1899, 
in the Logan LDS temple, and resided in Randolph, Utah 
where Mr. South taught school until 1923. Then they 
moved to Island Park, Idaho, where Mr. South was en-
gaged in the sawmill industry. For many years they have 
made their home in Idaho Falls.

!ere were also a few errors. Samuel and 
Hannah’s wedding date was November 10th, 
and the temple in which they were married 
was the Salt Lake Temple. Sam had quit 
teaching school long before 1923 and was op-
erating a sawmill in Utah, according to the 
1920 US census. 

 A similar article, possibly from a Ran-
dolph paper, is even less accurate. It an-
nounces the birth of a great-granddaughter, 
rather than a great-grandson!

One week later, on November 16, 1949, 
Sam’s obituary appeared in the Post Regis-

Chapter 77

Samuel & Hannah south
Married November 10, 1899 

in the Salt Lake Temple.
Sam passed away  6 days after 

their 50th wedding
 anniversary.
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ter. A funeral took place 
in Idaho Falls on Friday, 
November 18, 1949. A 
second funeral was held 
the following day in Ran-
dolph, where he was bur-
ied.

Dot: A nice fu-
neral was held for 
Father in the Fourth 
Ward and also one 
in the chapel at 
Randolph, Utah.

Helped Build 
Both Chapels

Samuel South and his 
family had much to do 
with building both cha-
pels. 

Sam’s niece, Blanch 
Fox, was present at the 
funeral in Randolph. She 
gave some details in a let-
ter, Nov 20, 1949, to Zel-
ma, who had tried to at-
tend and got as far as New 
York, but due to weather 
conditions, had to return 
to Massachusetts.

Blanch: Mother, 
Wm., Ruth, Sarah, 
Ross and I and our 
two little boys went 
from here. !e &ow-
ers were all beautiful, 
most being chrysan-
themums of every 
hue! His casket was 
beautiful also. 

We all missed 
you, but inasmuch as 
you could stay such a 
short time, I’m almost 
glad you are coming in February when you can be with your mother a bit longer. 

He was very, very thin and looked as though he had su%ered much. Death can 
be so wonderful. I think that it has been three years since he started getting lost 
and that seems sad, but even so, when one thinks of seventy-#ve years of good 
living there is still much for which to be thankful.

Charlie’s Dorothy, who seems to have been as close as anyone to them at pres-

Samuel Rich south
Teacher, Scholar, 
Musician, Hunter, 
Rancher, Sawmiller, 
Missionary, Faithful 
Church Member, Devoted 
Husband and Father.
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ent, said that for the last six weeks he hasn’t known anyone, 
so even had you been here he maybe wouldn’t have known 
you.

!e services were very nice, all paid tribute to your fa-
ther’s hard working habits and honesty, his determination 
to get an education, his teaching and counsel and sound 
advice given to many.

Sad Losses
In the spring of 1918 Hannah and Samuel had bur-

ied their dear 17w-year-old son Allen. Now in sixteen 
months’ time Hannah had lost her youngest son and her 
husband of 50 years. 

Ever since Sam became dangerously lost in Island 
Park, his sons Barney and Charlie made sure it would 
not happen again. Sam would stay in Idaho Falls. He did 
not cease to be a worry, however. Zelma wrote, 

Zelma: One time a$er Father had retired from work, 
once again the desire for card playing returned and Father 
started playing cards again in Idaho Falls. When Bernard 
and Charles found out about it, they learned of the location 
of the game and went to bring him home. He came home 
with them like a little child that had been doing something 
mischievously.

When Marj saw what Zelma had written, she added: 
“feverish expression in eyes.” 

Rest Home
For some time before he 

died, Sam had been in a rest 
home.

Glenna: !ey put 
him in a rest home. And 
that’s when you’d go visit 
him, and, oh my good-
ness, he’d just swear up 
a storm, and that was so 
out of character that it 
was sad. Grandpa South 
was in the rest home 
when David was born. 

On November 9, 
David was born in Idaho 
Falls.  I went down to 
Idaho Falls, and Gene 
was still in the timber, but 
he got down just before 
David was born. We had 
to call Gene.  We called 
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Ponds Lodge, and Horace Pond went out to the mill to tell Gene. Jeannie was 
three at the time. !e day of the funeral is the day I got out of the hospital and we 
brought David home. And I went to the funeral that day.

Dot: We always hope our parents’ last days on earth will be the best ones. 
!is wasn’t the case with our wonderful parents. Father was in an Idaho Falls 
nursing home for a while before his death on Nov. 16, 1949 at age 78, only a few 
days a$er his and Mother’s Golden Wedding Anniversary. His death was from 
causes incident to age, but especially hardening of the arteries.

Intellectual - Old - Swearing
Glenna: He was intellectual—I mean, he taught school, and current events 

were very important to him. He always listened to the radio, the news, and all 
that stu%. 

And then he got so he didn’t do any of those things. He wore bib overalls, 
and he got so he put both straps over one shoulder, and he’d put his shoes on the 
wrong feet. And one day I said to him, “Grandpa, how come you’re wearing your 
shoes on the wrong feet?” I was married then. And he said, “Because there’s more 
room in them that way.”  

And you know, he’d always talk kinda sharp to you. So I thought, “Well, okay,” 
you know, and then one time he got to where he—I guess he was speaking in 
tongues—I don’t know—but it certainly wasn’t English. And I said to him, “What 
kind of language is that?”  And he said, “It’s the East and West language.”  And 
then, you know, I mean he was just as, and of course, a$er a while and he got to 
where we…

In earlier years, Samuel had had serious accidents, and his life had been pre-
served.

Ruth: !e doctor told Ren and I one time a$er his operation, that the rea-
son—the only reason that he wasn’t dead, was because his blood was as pure as a 
baby’s. He never smoked. He never drank. He never drank co%ee. And Gene said 
the other day when I was telling him about this, he said, “And he never swore.” 
Gene said all the time he was in the woods, and everybody commented on it, that 
they never ever heard him swear—ever.  He said you never heard him ever swear.

But later on when he got quite old, and he got so that he didn’t know exactly 
what he was doing, you know, Glenna was telling me, Grandpa got so he’d swear. 
He’d gotten to the point where he didn’t realize what he was saying, you know. 
And she said she heard him really swearing. But he can’t be held accountable for 
that, because he didn’t realize what he was doing. 

Glenna: And another thing about Grandpa, he never swore—ever. I never 
heard him—well, none of the family had ever heard him swear, till he got….  And 
then all of sudden he said every swear word you’d ever heard in your life.

Dot: He used to swear some at his horses in his younger years, but otherwise, 
NEVER. However, when in the nursing home, he’d astonish his nurses when he 
swore at them.

Glenna: Grandpa was pretty straight-laced, you know. But he had that 
laugh. And it was cute. When he’d laugh--I don’t know how you even describe it. 
But he did just have a cute laugh. 

Bernie: He seemed to always enjoy having kids around. He would laugh a 
lot, smile a lot. Being a quiet person by nature his laugh was mostly a chuckle. 
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Patient, Tenderhearted
Dot: I admired Father’s qualities. His patience and help with Shirlene and 

Allen will always be appreciated. He and Mother had unconditional love when I’d 
return home to live in one of their apartments. Mine was on the main &oor, which 
shows how considerate they were. 

Not a Businessman
Ruth: He was a good man. He was just a real good man. He wasn’t a busi-

nessman, Grandpa wasn’t. He was a poor businessman. But he was smart as a 
whip. You could ask him any word you could think of, what it meant, and he 
could tell you. We said he was like an encyclopedia. He was really knowledgeable. 

You know that Grandpa was a hard worker--a real hard worker. He worked 
long hours.

Dan: But he wasn’t a—from what I heard Dad say, Grandpa was a hard work-
er, but he wasn’t a smart worker.

Ruth: He wasn’t a businessman.
Dan: I guess Grandma was the business head.
Ruth: Grandma had the business head on her.
Dan: But Grandpa had the education.
Ruth: Yeah, Grandpa was educated. And he was a smart man. He taught 

school, you know, for thirteen years. And everyone that knew him before he went 
to Island Park said that he was one of the best teachers that they ever had. !ey 
learned more under him, as a teacher. And I think that that was really his calling, 
you know.

Marj o$en said that Sam South had the equivalent of a Master’s Degree. “Bar-
ney’s father was a well educated man,” she said. “And he had worked in enviable 
positions.” Susan South related, “Marj said that people in Randolph had praise for 
Sam South’s ability to teach.”

Ruth: I met a man—he was over a school down in Utah--a principal of a 
school down there. He was born and raised in Randolph, and he told me one 
time—we were talking, and he told me, he said, you know, I learned more from 
Sam South—more the years that I went under Sam South than any year I went to 
school. !at’s what he told me. And I thought that was neat.

Love of the Timber
Ren: Teaching was not my father’s #rst love. It was timber and his family. 

Zelma: Sam enjoyed working in the timber. Although he did many things in 
his life, this type of work appealed to him the most. He liked the action of the mill 
and seeing the logs turned into nice, neat piles of lumber. !e clean odor of the 
pine in the raw really cannot be duplicated. It was the love of the sawmill and the 
love of the timber that stayed with the South family. !e pines and the fragrance 
of them stayed in my blood and I loved it.

Dan: I’ve heard old-timers in Randolph say that he was one of the best axe 
men that they ever knew.

Excellent shot
David: His own family had not learned from him how good a shot he was--

his friends told them that when Samuel hunted geese it was for the geese. Because 
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ammunition was hard to come by he wouldn’t shoot until he could get two with 
one shot. His friends indicated that this happened over and over and over. He was 
just as good at baseball but they didn’t know about it until they were fully grown 
men and women. !ey did know that he played violin in a dance band during the 
years he taught school in Rich County. He was o$en chorister in singing groups 
and in church congregations. 

Dot: Many enjoyed his musical talent of playing his violin wherever he and 
Hannah lived. In Randolph he played in an orchestra at dances and also directed 
a choir. He operated the Post O"ce there at one time - also he was Justice of the 
Peace. 

Father had the most beautiful handwriting. He had lots of determination; he 
had a tender heart and cried when reading sad stories or watching some movies.

Great Reader
David: Samuel read a lot. In the summer he read Western Magazines and he 

usually had a pile of them around. 

Dot: Father liked to read and study the scriptures and he o$en wrote down 
from memory his favorite ones. For diversion, he read Western stories and went 
to movies. My, how he would have enjoyed television!  He read the newspapers to 
Mother in the evenings while she did handiwork and made braided rugs.

Ruth: And he was really a good reader. He could read a story, and you could 
just live the story while he was reading it. 

And Grandpa—he could recite poetry real well, too. 

Faithful Church Member - Scriptorian
Dot: Our parents had #rm testimonies of the Gospel of Jesus Christ and lived 

the teachings thereof in an admirable manner. Father was a faithful member of 
the LDS Church and always appreciated his membership. He was jovial, kind, 
honest in his dealings, and respected by all who knew him. 

Bernie: On Sundays [in Island Park] there wasn’t much to do usually. 
Normally they didn’t log or run the mill. Some #shed while others used the 
time to travel to the valley to visit or shop. Sam South o$en read the Book of 
Mormon in his cabin on Sundays. 

David: In the winter time when he was living with central heat and on 
carpet and in comparative luxury he would be about halfway dressed up most 
of the time. He read a lot but it was the newspaper and the scriptures. He 
had his scriptures nearby with the book open most of the time. His glasses he 
picked out most carefully at the counter at Kresses. Barney and I watched him 
once when he was unaware of our being there. He would sort through them 
and #nally take about three or four to the clerk for which he probably had to 
pay from a dime to a quarter for each. 

Dress Clothes Sunday All Day
Always when he was in Idaho Falls he would be in church on Sunday and 

he would attend Priesthood meeting along with the Telfords, the Brunts and 
the Hatches. He would stay in his dress clothes for the rest of the day. 

When Samuel gave advice to anyone, which he did occasionally, it would 
be in the form of a scripture or some lines of literature he would quote. 

David Note: I have 
heard Barney, Ren, and Zelma 
tell of an instance in each of 
their lives when their father 
was with them, just the two of 
them and in a situation, like 
for instance the long ride on 
a wagon from Split Creek Saw 
Mill to the Island Park Siding, 
when Samuel opened up and 
talked. They indicated how 
it filled them with wonder. 
They also indicated that they 
wished for other chances to 
have that same kind of experi-
ence again.
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Marj, Myrna, M’Jean, David, Barry - Yellowstone Trip
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Chapter 78

Good Times
Those were good days. I’ve never forgotten. I loved it up there. 

- Glenna South Jones

The early #$ies were probably the happiest years Barney and Marjorie had 
ever known. !ey were experiencing the joys, along with the challenges, 
of parenthood, as they worked with and endeavored to teach their young 

brood. 
!ey were blessed with two additions to the family, Susan in 1952, and Randy 

in 1954. Business was going well, and along with the rest of the country, they were 
enjoying a measure of prosperity. 

Sharing in the everyday work and play with the Barney and Marj South family 
was the Gene and Glenna Jones family.

Glenna: It was during this time that Marj and I got to be good friends. Of 
course, they are our relatives and we see them on and o%, but Gene and I moved 
to Island Park about 45 or 46 years ago. 

Barney was my uncle, and my husband Gene and my father, Ren South, op-
erated another sawmill at the same location in Island Park. And that’s where we 
really got to know each other. Our children were all small and we had lots of fun 
and good times together. !ere are so many things that I think about. !ose were 
good years at Island Park and Idaho Falls, and I’m glad that we had that time 
together. (Marj, Life Sketch)

Marj and Glenna shared a unique aspect of their personal lives, their ful#lled 
childhood romantic aspirations. !eirs was a similar story: !e young girl who 
had, tucked deep inside, a secret love for a man. Although losing view of her 
sweetheart for a time, she never lost sight of her dream. When providence 
smiled (and a$er growing up), she attained the wish of her young heart.

Each story is replete with faith, hope, rescuing and saving. A$er being 
rescued by him, she became a savior of the man she loved. 

Baptism - Temple
Gene Jones was baptized November 30, 1957. He and Glenna and their 

children were sealed in the Salt Lake Temple May 10, 1962.

Gene & Glenna Jones
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A Love Story
It was in those depression years of 1934-37 in Island Park that Glenna, as a 

little girl, had a great crush on handsome young Gene Jones, who was working 
at the sawmill. When Ren le$ with his family to cut ties in Utah, Glenna did not 
forget about Gene. By the time Gene came to work for Ren during the war, she 
had grown up, and he fell in love with the beautiful young lady version of Glenna. 
She became a young bride of almost 17, and he was 24. 

Admiration for Marj
Glenna (to M’Jean): I used to love to visit with your mother, because she was 

very knowledgeable. She taught me a lot, because I was about ten years younger 
than her. I always admired your mother so much. 

Good Times
!ere were some good times. Your mom and I did quite a few things together. 

And your mom and dad and Gene and I. We used to get together and go to the 
dances, and we did a lot of fun things together. 

One time we went up and visited the old camp where they #rst started the 
sawmill up in that area, and that was a fun time that we spent together. It was fun 
to get together and visit around the table and listen to the old stories. 

Cards - Rainy Days
We used to play cards. I never was very good at cards. It kinda seemed like a 

waste of time to me, and I really wasn’t, but they all liked them pretty good. 
And the men—they used to play poker, which used to wear me out, because in 

those cabins—and one year in June, it rained every day, so the men couldn’t work. 
And so they played poker in my cabin—all day long sometimes—ahhh, I had two 
little kids, David and Jeannie, and my, I got to where I hated that game. By the 
time June was over and they went back to work, it was really good.

Little Log Cabin
!ose were good days. I’ve never forgotten—I’ve forgotten a lot of details, but 

I loved it up there. I loved living in that little log cabin—that one with the porch 
in it. We did for—I don’t remember how long, and then we built some of those 
other cabins, and we ended up in that one further. It was a skid cabin just made 
of lumber, not logs. Gene built it. Every spring, you never knew which cabin, you 
know, you may not live in the same cabin. It’s kind of amusing that we moved 
around to di%erent cabins, but we did.

Perrenouds
And then there was these other two cabins on the le$ hand side from there. 

And there was one, remember, a smaller lumber cabin. And Leatha and Floyd 
had lived in that middle one, and that’s the one that burned down.

Dances
We went to the dances at Macks Inn, and this one night—or morning, actual-

ly. It was probably three or four o’clock when we got home, and there was another 
couple that went with us. !eir names was Leatha and Floyd Perrenoud. And 
they had a son, Kent, that stayed in the cabin—their cabin—and it was adjacent 
to where Gene and I lived. 

Explosion
We had just barely got into bed, and all of a sudden the sky lit up. And they 

had lit the gas light, and that light had been leaking gas. It immediately just start-
ed &ames, and they only had time to get Kent out of that cabin and outside before 
the whole cabin was in &ames. It was really scary. !ey had some baby chickens 
on the porch, and didn’t even get those out. 

Glenna South 
Jones

“Marj was very 
knowledgeable.

 She taught me a lot.
 I always admired 

her so much.” 
(Glenna)

Marj South 
“I remember hearing 

Marj’s counsel for a young 
wife seeking a way to 

encourage her husband in 
church activity: ‘Keep 

working in the Primary; 
don’t give up--just keep 

working in the Primary.’” 
(M’Jean)
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And of course, the guys was all out. Well, they fell some trees that was 
close to the cabin into the cabin, you know, to keep the #re from spread-
ing. And that was pretty scary. So they were without a cabin there for a 
little while, till we got them moved around.

Leatha Poked Lady
One time at Macks when we were at the dance, we met these people 

who had been over to our sawmill and bought some lumber. !ere 
were a couple of men and a couple of women. Anyway, when we went 
to Macks we met those folks, and Leatha—there wasn’t a scared bone 
in her body, I guess. Anyway, this one lady—we heard her say something 
about those timberjack people who lived in those awful cabins—something 
very derogatory about how we lived. And Leatha poked her! (laughing) O my 
gosh! (laughs more) so, oh, dear. We had some confrontation there, and we 
laughed about it a long time. We were all pretty upset about how she talked 
about us, you know.

Not Up to Par
So, that’s the #rst time I ever thought that we looked a little bit like not quite 

up to par, I guess. (laughs)  Cause I always was very satis#ed with my life, and 
still am, but I didn’t like the way she talked. Oh, we had a good time over that. Of 
course, the guys that were with them, they—Gene and Barney talked about—Boy, 
she should have been a little careful—did you see the size of those guys, or some-
thing…(laugh)  It was kinda funny. Oh, my.”

Leatha Clean Freak
But Leatha was a clean freak. I mean, just everything was just—and I used to 

think, Oh, my gosh. Kinda wore me out. And Kent—he was scrubbed within an 
inch of his life all the time. And he was just like her. He’d polish his shoes every 
day. And I would think, Oh, my, that kid would drive me crazy. 

Leatha and Floyd. I liked them a lot. Floyd was—he cussed like a, you know, 
just swear, swear swear. He was a good worker. And they came over and worked 
for us a season in Evanston when we were up there. Not very long—it was prob-
ably only a season.

Jensens
Moyne Jensen, his wife, Roma, and two 

sons, Terry and Teddy, lived on the north-
east end of camp in the old Al Smith 
cabin, where the famous Sunday School 
photograph of 1925 was taken. Moyne 
was working for Barney. Roma could 
whistle, a very loud shrill whistle, and 

that’s how she would call her boys home. 
It was kind of a joke in camp about calling 

kids home: Souths, honk the horn; Jensens, 
whistle; Perrenoud, yell!

Permanents
M’Jean: (to Glenna) Do you remember doing permanents?

Glenna:  Oh, yes, (laughs) I sure do. One time there were these folks that 

worked there and the wife’s name was Roma…

M’Jean:  Jensen. Roma Jensen. 
Glenna: I remember Roma, and your mother was going to give me a per-

manent. And Roma came over, and she decided to help. And so your mother was 

Moyne & Roma Jensen

Moyne Jensen & 
Boys, Teddy & Terry
The boys went to school 
with the South kids in the 
one-room schoolhouse at 
Mack’s.

Floyd & Leatha Perrenoud
“All of  a sudden the sky lit up. 
They had lit the gas light, which 
had been leaking gas, and the 
whole cabin was in flames.” 
(Glenna)
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rolling one side, and Roma was on the other. And that was the craziest permanent 
I ever had. Cause Roma—she’d never done it before. !is side was wrapped really 
loose, and stu%, and your mother’s was according to Hoyle. And all the time they 
were doing it, I was thinking, Oh, my gosh! But I didn’t 
want to say, “Don’t do any more.” But this side was just 
barely curled, and this side—it was funny. 

Going to Ashton for Groceries
Your mother and I used to go to Ashton and 

get groceries together a lot. And I think back 
at that time we’d have that old car just literally 
#lled with groceries, and it probably only cost 
not many dollars then, and we had a lot of food, 
a long time ago.

Rowdy Kids
I remember one time Marj and I had tak-

en all you kids to Ashton and bought gro-
ceries, and we had a hired hand with us—it 
was their hired hand. And when we got 
back that kid said, “I thought maybe I’d 
get married some day, but a$er this trip 
with you, I never want to do that.” Cause 
it was a rowdy trip. We laughed about 
that a lot. Oh, dear. 

Pedal Pushers
One time when we saw a girl with 

pedal pushers on, and your mother 
and I--we thought they looked pretty nice. We 

thought we would maybe try wearing them, but 
we were both very worried about what people 
would think if they saw us in these pants. I don’t 
remember if your mother wore them, but I did. 
Anyway, I thought that was kinda fun, cause, 
you know, we’d never seen anything like that, 
and we thought maybe it was a little bit too racy. 
It was funny. Oh, my. 

Pedal Pushers
Pedal pushers 

are calf-length trousers 
that were popular during 

the 1950s and the 
early 1960s. 

Myrna (standing, then clockwise)
Terry Jensen (probably)

Steve Knapp, Teddy 
Jensen, Kent Perrenoud 

(probably, although obscured,
Barry, David, M’Jean

Some of  the “rowdy kids” 
Glenna and Marj took to town.

Marj
With “racy” pedal pushers
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Going to Ponds
Barry: Going over to Ponds Lodge was a special occasion. Before we owned 

a car, the whole family rode in a truck. It got pretty crowded when there got to 
be four kids. 

Ponds was always lit up with lots of lights. !ere were things to see, candy to 
buy, and other fun things. Sometimes I looked at funny books while we were at 
Ponds. Once David and I stole a few. When we got home, our parents found them 
and took us back to Horace Pond. I learned from that. !e sports department was 
a favorite place, and once in a while I got to buy a box of .22 shells.

Ponds Lodge
Directions from Souths’ 
Sawmill:
Travel the 4 mile dirt road to 
the highway, turn right (north),
go short distance past the 
Buffalo Ranger Station, con-
tinue another short distance, 
cross the Buffalo River Bridge, 
turn left into Ponds.
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Myrna: It was a big, exciting event. I’d be out playing, and someone would 
holler, “Anybody want to go to Ponds?” You’d get ready--you’d run in, maybe 
wash your face and change your shirt, and go to Ponds. 

Charles & Mina
Charles and Mina Pond, who built 

Ponds Lodge, were in their 70’s, and 
their sons took care of the business. 
Horace lived there year round and was 
the manager. Barney had been good 
friends with Horace since they were 
young men at Island Park Siding and 

hunted together. 

Horace & 
Elizabeth

M’Jean: I remember him as 
being pretty slow talking. His wife, Elizabeth, 
was just opposite—quite animated. She had 
a cute laugh. She would usually be the one to give you your mail and was 
probably the postmaster. Marj always enjoyed visiting with Elizabeth. 
We knew the other Ponds, too, although some of them lived in Utah and 
weren’t around there much.

Myrna: Elizabeth was there a lot, and we liked Elizabeth. She just al-
ways had a smile on her face, and was kind of a chatty lady. Marj became 
quite good friends with Elizabeth.  

Large Deck - 3 Entrances
!e lodge was a long building with a large deck in front. !e roof 

over the deck had to be strong enough to hold up under a big snow 
load. !e large pillars supporting the roof were #r timbers the Souths 
had logged out of Ripley Butte back in 1935.

!e lodge had three main entrances: the store, the dance hall, and 

Ponds Lodge
“Ponds was always lit up with 

lots of  lights. There were 
things to see, candy to buy, 

and other fun things.” (Barry)

Charles & Mina Pond 
Formerly they had run the 
Targhee Tie Commissary.

Horace Pond
Barney & Horace were 

good friends and hunted 
together as young men.
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the café. Although the kids were pretty free to roam, everyone would usually 
start o% by going into the store on the north end. !ere was always a little 
shopping to do—bread and milk, maybe some meat from the butcher, but 
not much was available up there in the woods in the way of fresh produce. 
!e groceries would be written up and put on the bill. Periodically, Barney 
and Horace would settle up, balancing the grocery bill with charges for lum-
ber from the sawmill.

M’Jean: Barney always seemed to have change in his pocket, and the minute 
we walked in the door, we would be saying, “Daddy, can I have a nickel?” !e 
nickel was for a candy bar, ice cream bar, or pop. Chocolate pop was my favorite. 
A little later we’d be back for another nickel. He was always pretty generous. It all 
came to a halt, however, a$er a sobering visit to the dentist’s o"ce.

Cafe Off Limits - Ball Room
On the south end of the lodge was the café, basically o% limits to us kids. 

It was closed o% from the rest of the lodge with a big 
glass door, and we could look in at the large, glitzy 
room with windows all around and the glossy, var-
nished rustic table and chairs. Across one end was 
a long counter with bar stools. Mounted on all the 
walls were moose, elk, deer, and antelope heads. We 
rarely had occasion to venture inside.

In between the store on the one end and the café 
on the other, was a long open space, the dance hall. 
!rough the years, as dances became less popular, 
the space was gradually encroached upon, as they 
built in a bar room, a souvenir shop, an arcade, and 
for a while, a soda fountain. 

Barney and Marj would have a lot of visiting to 
do, and the kids never lacked for entertainment.

M’Jean: !e souvenir shop seemed pretty magi-
cal, and we spent a lot of 
time in there inspecting 
the little bears, the cedar 
boxes, the Indian dolls, 

and the turquoise jewelry. It was always the same, but 
we never tired of looking at it.

Arcade games required too many coins, but 
there was a long shu'e board, and we would send 
the round discs gliding back and forth to each other 
along the slick table. 

Funny Books
In one corner was the magazine rack with every 

kind of funny book. My favorites were Little Lulu, 
Freckles and his Friends, and Wonder Woman. O$en 
the case, you’d be in the middle of a page, when some-
one would come and say, get in the car we’re leaving.

Mina Pond
“Every trip to Ponds we would 
stare up at their large portraits 

hanging high on the wall.” (M’Jean)

Charles Pond
“What a grand old man 
he was.” (Barry)

Ponds Ballroom
For many years it was an 
exciting place to be on a 
Saturday night.



778 Targhee Ties

Polly Parrot
Barry: One of the attractions at Ponds Lodge was Polly the Parrot. !e bird 

was a regular part of the store. Polly lived in a simple bird cage that was mounted 
up about 4 feet above the &oor. We played a lot with that old bird.  

During the fall, the kids at Island Park had to go to school at Mack’s Inn. !e 
kids from Island Park Siding were taken to the school every day in a car by one of 
the parents, and then they were picked up a$er school for the ride home. !ere 
was a stop made at Ponds about every day on the way back to pick up mail or 
supplies. 

For a while one fall when I was about 11 years old, my cousin, Steve, and I 
were competing with each other to get any feathers that Polly may have dropped 
during the day. We would hurry into the store and to the parrot cage to see who 
could get the loose feathers. One day we both got to the cage at the same time and 
there were no feathers in sight. 

Fight over the Feather
But there was a newspaper on the &oor of the cage, and I thought, I wonder if 

there might be something under that paper. I just turned up the newspaper, and 
there was the biggest feather we’d ever seen in there—really a pretty feather.

We both claimed it. One of us grabbed it, and the #ght was on. It got pretty 
intense, and I don’t remember how the #ght ended, but I do remember that when 
it was over, the pretty feather took such a beating that it was no longer worth 
#ghting over. 

Polly’s Swearing
M’Jean: Polly could talk and had a pretty good vocabulary. Old Mrs. Pond 

took care of Polly. Sometimes when we went in the lodge, we’d be disappointed to 
see a blanket over Polly’s cage. Some people had taught Polly some swear words, 
and when Polly would start swearing, she would get the blanket treatment from 
Mrs. Pond.

Myrna: Polly was right there by the popcorn machine--the tall popcorn ma-
chine with the little chute where the popcorn came down. You’d catch it into a 
little white bag. People sometimes bought popcorn to feed her and drop it in her 
cage.

Barbeques - People from All Over
Jeannie Jones: We went and they had big barbeques, and they had all these 

big #res in the back of Ponds Lodge, and they’d have wonderful food. !ey would 
dance. It was so much fun to go down there to the barbeques. 

Well  Acquainted  - Fancy People
You’d run into people from all over at Ponds. Barney and Marj were pretty well 

acquainted with the regulars—proprietors, ranchers, other loggers and sawmillers.
!ere were also some very wealthy people who held property in the area and 

would spend the summer months in Island Park. Barney supplied logs and lumber 
for some very elaborate summer homes. One well-to-do older couple would fre-
quently be sitting in the big wooden chairs on the deck in front of the lodge. !ey 
would just sit and watch everyone walking past in and out of the lodge. 

Myrna: !ey both wore beaded leather jackets with very long fringe, and I 
remember the turquoise jewelry. !e lady always wore her hair in a long braid 
down her back. !ey were very nice. I think they o%ered to send David to college.

An older couple, Hugh and Mary, worked in the store and everywhere else they 
were needed at Ponds for several years.

“Polly could talk and 
had a pretty good 
vocabulary. Some 

people taught Polly 
some swear words, and 
when Polly would start 

swearing, old Mrs. 
Pond would put a

 blanket over her cage.” 
(M’Jean)
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Bernie: !ey o$en waited on us when we went there and she also would get 
our mail for us out of the post o"ce. Both were very friendly and cordial.

Myrna: We knew the Ponds’ hired help and especially liked the Ovard sis-
ters. !ey were all tall. !ey were good-natured, pleasant gals who worked there 
in the summertime. One or the other of them would likely be “minding the store” 
when we came in. Joan Ovard was a #xture in my mind. At the checkout stand 
right there, Joan would be there. She’s the one I picture the most.  

Foot X-Ray Machine
Barry: I remember going to Ponds and sticking my feet in an X-ray machine, 

and you could see the bones in your toes.

Slot Machines & Other Memories at Ponds
M’Jean: I remember...
When they had slot machines at Ponds
Walking on the big logs out front bordering the long deck
Mounted moose, elk, deer, antelope heads on the walls in the café and store
Also a mounted bobcat
Seeing Charles and Mina Ponds in person & their large portraits on the wall
Polly swearing, watching Mrs. Pond put a blanket over her cage to shut her up
Tall popcorn machine: put in nickel or dime, hold a little bag under the chute
Comic book rack just inside the glass door which opened into the ballroom
Long shu'eboard & arcade games in the ballroom
Post o"ce window where we picked up the mail
Souvenir shop: Indian dolls, beaded moccasins, cedar boxes, bears, etc
!e Ovard girls, Joan, Mary Ann, and another sister, working in the store.
Nice married couple, Hugh and Mary, working in the store

Family Excursions
Barney lived in Island Park for 22 years. He saw the growth and changes that 

occurred in that time. In cutting timber and delivering logs and lumber 
throughout the region, #shing the lakes and streams, hunting in the woods 

and hills, traveling by truck and horseback, he must have known the entire Island 
Park area like the back of his hand. His sons grew up going everywhere with him.

When the kids were little, he sometimes took the family along when he was 
doing business, and then sometimes just for fun.

Mack’s Inn – Philip’s Lodge
M’Jean: Occasionally we all went to 

Mack’s Inn, and we kids became fairly 
well acquainted with the interior, with its 
view of the Snake River through the large 
picture windows. Less o$en, we traveled 
on up north a ways to Island Park Lodge. 

!e loop past Phillip’s Lodge had 
been cut out when they built the new 
highway between Ponds and Mack’s, but 
we sometimes took the scenic “old road.”  
Marj would point out the fancy summer 
homes along that stretch, especially the 
one with the brightly colored chairs on 
the roof. 

Slot 
Machines

The resorts in Island 
Park featured slot ma-
chines until 1954, when 
the State of Idaho out-

lawed all forms of 
gambling.

Mack’s Inn
The resort was elegant 
and was situated next 
to the Snake River, 
which was easily viewed 
through the large picture 
windows.
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Buffalo River
!e head of the Bu%alo River and a few other special scenic areas along its 

course were favorite destinations. !e spot on the river where the old boarded-up, 
drooping Wallins Cabin sat nestled in the trees was especially lovely. Randy: “!e 
river makes a le$ hand bend just before it comes up to the Wallins Cabin area.” 
M’Jean: “Prettiest place in the world.” Wonderful Family Reunions have taken place 
on the Bu%alo.

Big Springs
A favorite place to visit was Big Springs, a couple miles east 

of Mack’s, with hundreds and hundreds of jumbo-sized trout 
swimming under the bridge. If bread were on hand, the kids 
joined tourists in tossing in pieces and watch as several #sh 
would jump for each piece. Barney and Marj would remember 
the tie cutting days when Big Springs had been a railroad siding, 
and a busy little community was located there, with Big Springs Inn at its center. 
!e rails, stock pens, dwellings, and inn had all vanished. What was le$ was the 
picturesque Johnny Sack cabin and his pretty little water wheel house.

Miji Note: It was sometime in the 60’s that changes occurred affecting the fish popu-lation. Only a few can be seen there now.

Row 1:
Steven South, Josh Crandall, 

Jonathan South, Danny 
Crandall

Row 2: 
Sean Crandall, Katie South, 

Molly Lund, Lexye Lund, 
Amanda South, Shanna 

Semenza, Melinda, Joshua, 
David South, Gary Lund

Row 3:
Jeanette, Barney Lund, 

Matthew Crandall, Nate, 
Ben, Andrew South, Jenny 

Semenza, Jessica South, 
Rosalie, Tessy, M’Jean Lund

Row 4:
Allison, Jeff, Susan Crandall; 

Randy, Derek South, Jon 
Lund, Michael, Dave, Jaime, 

Judy, Myrna, Rod South, 
Rachel, Lance Thompson, 

Elinor, Karen South
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Yellowstone 
Park

Yellowstone Park 
had been a tour-
ist attraction for 

many years. Everyone at 
the mill watched as the 
Yellowstone Flyer shot 
past every day taking pas-
sengers to see the bears, 
bu%aloes, and the won-
ders and wild beauty of 
the park. Barney #rst went 
through the park in the 20’s. 
Marj went to Yellowstone with 
college friends in the 30’s. !ey 
had since traveled through the 

park together. Even Marj’s parents 
had honeymooned 
in Yellowstone 
National Park by 

covered wagon in 
1910.

!e west 
entrance to the 
park, just about 
30 miles from 
the sawmill, was 
the town of West 
Yellowstone—re-
ferred to by locals 
simply as “West.” 
!e South kids got 
only an occasion-
al glimpse of that 
glittering town, 
with its bright 
lights, fancy hotels 
and restaurants, 
quaint souvenir 
shops, and every-
where its rustic 
atmosphere.

Marj
Posing in Yellowstone tourist vehicle

Barney & Marj
Yellowstone Falls
Yellowstone River
Grand Canyon of  the 
Yellowstone
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About 1951 Barney and Marj took the family on one grand trip through 
Yellowstone. Two families who also made that trip were the Hammon and Parker 
families from Idaho Falls. !ey were frequent visitors at Island Park.

M’Jean: When Barney and Marj 
took our family to Yellowstone 
Park, we were pretty young. I just 
remember that we saw bears, and 
bears, and bears. It seemed like we 
counted the bears, and we got into 
the 20’s. 

David: We saw a lot of bear. We 
went to Old Faithful.

Myrna: I remember vaguely 
that we were going to go to the park. 
We were in the car. I was playing 
dolls, and I think there was some-
body else with us, which seems log-
ical.  

South & Parker Families
Trip to Yellowstone 
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Goin’ Fishin’
Barney was a serious &y #sherman. He had his favorite spots, one of which 

slowly disappeared at the time the Island Park Reservoir was completed and 
began #lling, back in 1937. 

Bernie: Barney used to drive over and #sh on the Buttermilk Rapids on the 
Snake River just above Ponds Lodge. But within a few years it was all inundated 
by the dam. A$er that they #shed above the backwaters on Co%ee Pot Rapids. 

!e government had established a power plant on the Bu%alo River just before 
the con&uence with the Snake River for use in the project. A$er the government 
completed the project they sold the plant to Ponds.

David: Other places he #shed were the upper headwaters of the Bu%alo and 
the headwaters of Warm River.

When Barney took the family #shing, it would be in the small 
streams. !e #sh in Split Creek were always small, but they were plentiful 
and fairly easy to catch. 

M’Jean: On occasion we would hear the exciting announcement that we 
were all going #shing. Myrna and I would dash to the warehouse, where the 
tall #shing boots were stored. !ere were some small boots in the pile, and we 
would pull them on and push the straps through the loops of our levis.

Barney had a &y-tying kit. He would clamp his vise to the kitchen table, 
insert a bare hook in the jaws, secure bits of feathers to the hook with thread, 
and glue the thread with clear #ngernail polish. He’d have a new &y to put in 
his tackle box.

Sometimes he let the kids tie &ies. !at was really fun. We could be creative 
and use whatever feathers we wanted. I’m sure mine would never fool a #sh.

Myrna: I went #shing with Barney and the other kids once, and I caught 
so many #sh. He must have been hooking them good and then letting me bring 
them in. I remember thinking that I had brought in quite a catch, more than 
anybody else. !e other kids were bent on setting me straight.

Coffee Pot 
Rapids

The rapids came by their 
name many years ago when 
fur trapper, rancher, and scout 
George Rea, the first to file 
for a homestead in the Island 
Park area, was canoeing along 
the Henry’s Fork of the Snake 
River. After several miles of 
calm water, the river suddenly 
turned into raging rapids. His 
canoe overturned, and all he 
managed to salvage was his cof-

fee pot.

David (center, & Friends 
Background: Train car on the 
tracks, Goal post, Grandpa’s car 
and old cabin, lumber piles)

Opposite page, top:
Barney, Myrna, Jeannie 
Parker, David, Bruce 
Parker

Bottom:
Marj, Myrna, M’Jean, 
David, Tommy Parker, 
Fred & Elaine Parker, 
Jeannie Parker
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Ye Olde Swimmin’ Hole
The kids seldom had a chance to go swimming in a swimming pool. When the 

family was in Idaho Falls, Barney sometimes drove them to Heise or Green 
Canyon, the only options. Most of the “swimming” was in Tom Creek. 

M’Jean: !e things I considered to be the ultimate in recreation were riding 
horses and swimming. I never did much of either.

By driving north about a mile along the railroad tracks, we would come to the 
railroad bridge. !ere was water deep enough for an adult to swim, yet shallow 
enough in spots for kids to paddle around. Sometimes there were little blood-
suckers, and they were creepy. 

Myrna: You keep going down the railroad tracks, and you get to Tom’s 
Creek—major, major attraction for the kids in Island Park. We would go down 
there and swim. It seemed like a long ways. It seemed like a wonderful, wonderful 
place to swim. Now you go down and you look at it, and you see it was a very 
short place, but what a feeling of accomplishment that you could swim the whole 
length. And when I say the whole length, there was just a short portion that was 
deep enough to swim. 

And if you got where it was very shallow, then the bloodsuckers got on you, if 
you got near the water lilies. We loved the water lilies—so pretty.  But you could 
never go pick a water lily.  Bloodsuckers were pretty awful—they get on you; you 
have to pick them o%. !ey were slimy, and actually disgusting. !at was our 
favorite swimming place. 

Another Tom Creek swimming spot was accessed by driving part-way across 
the &at towards Ponds, turning o% onto a faintly visible road to the north about a 
half mile. !e trees there were pretty sparse, skinny and pole-like. !e bank was 
fairly grassy, and there were always lily pads in the water. !e water was never very 
warm. !ere were two choices. One was to plunge right in, accompanied by a loud 
splash, and then with the shock of the cold water, an even louder yell. Getting it all 
over with that way one would get accustomed to the temperature quickly. !e oth-
er choice was to slink down into the water by inches, letting out little squeals with 
every inch. Either way, once in the creek and wet up to the neck, it was warmer to 
stay in than to get out.

M’Jean: One incident that happened there was when I was about nine. 
Barney drove us over in the ’46 Chev and drove up near the bank. Marj was 
watching from the car. !e other kids were in the water, but I was still standing 
on the bank, leaning over and gingerly putting a toe in, when Barney came up 
behind me and gave me a nudge. I fell forward into the water with a big splash. 
!at was not the way I liked to get in the creek, and I was quite indignant. Barney 
and Marj laughed while I sputtered.  

Marj told me a$erwards, “You were just leaning over far enough to be teeter-
ing, and all he did was touch your back with his #nger.” 

Of course swimming on a Saturday a$ernoon meant taking a bar of soap along, 
and the Saturday night bath ritual in the galvanized tub in front of the stove could 
be skipped.
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Birthday 
Wiener 
Roast

Marj always put 
the date when 
the mosqui-

toes were gone as July 
1st—M’Jean’s birthday. 
(Sometimes the mosqui-
toes paid no notice to her 
ultimatum and lingered 
a little longer.) !e tradi-

tional birthday cel-
ebration was a wiener roast at suppertime, usually attended by everyone 
in Camp. 

According to Bernie, in earlier days, the bon#re would be near the 
Big Tree. Later on, it was in the wide open space closer to the railroad 

tracks. Roasting sticks were cut from the big willow bush which 
grew right next to the railroad crossing. 

M’Jean: When we lived in the little cabin, Marj would ask me 
every year, “What kind of cake do you want?” I was not very fond of 
cakes. I loved pies. But I did go for angel food cake, which called for lots 
of egg whites. We had lots of chickens—plenty of eggs. Occasionally, I 
wanted devil’s food cake.

Cutting Willows
When Myrna and I were old enough to handle pocket knives, we 

would be given the assignment of cutting the willows and sharpening 
one end to a point. !ere were some fairly long ones in the middle of 
the bush, but getting to them required wiggling clear inside, which we 
didn’t mind, since it seemed adventursome. We fancied ourselves 
to be quite invisible to anyone driving past. Inside the bush was 
very fragrant. We usually ended up scratching up our arms.

Twin Presents
In our family, birthday presents were usually duplicates—one for 

the birthday kid, and one for the sibling of similar age. Myrna 
and I usually received identical presents on my birthday. 

Flicka
Barry: One day the loggers in the woods caught an 

orphan baby deer when it was a few days old. !e loggers 
brought it to the camp, and the people and the kids at the 
camp bottle fed it and raised it. It had its own little barn 
and grew to be very tame. 

Playhouse Barn
M’Jean: Right there at the foot of the sawdust hill, 

on the north side, there was a tiny cabin. Glenna said it 

Willow Bush (located 
in the little gully just 
east of  the old railroad 
crossing)

It may seem strange 
to see a willow bush in 
such an unlikely spot. 
It got its start in the 
1930’s when Barney 
and his brother Charlie 
diverted Split Creek 
water to the 
sawmill for the steam 
engine by way of  a 
ditch. Ditch water 
puddled up in the low 
spot below the rail 
bed then flowed north 
along the tracks to Tom 
Creek.

“That deer ran around 
here all summer long. 
Everyone loved the deer. 
We called it Flicka. The 
kids in Camp cried a lot 
when it died.” (Barry)

As the story goes, 
M’Jean received 

the keepsake 
ceramic chipmunk 

on her 2nd 
birthday at the 

Camp wiener roast 
from a sawmill 

hand.
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was a playhouse. !at was its little barn.
Barry: !at deer ran all around here all summer long. Everyone loved the 

deer. We called it Flicka—that was a$er a movie, I think, “My Friend, Flicka.” 
Jeannie: I remember the day they brought me Flicka. I was standing outside 

our cabin, and they drove up and got out of the truck and handed me Flicka and 
said her mama died, and she was just laying there by her. He picked her up and 
brought her to us. We loved that Flicka. 

Jump the Fence
Glenna: It was kinda fun. Luke and one of the other fellows that worked for 

us—they shot Flicka’s mom, and here they found that she had this little fawn. And 
so they brought it home, and it was fun. My kids loved it—well, all of you kids 
did. And we had it for quite a long while. Our cabin had a little fence around it, 
and that little deer could jump over that fence like it was nothing. She’d follow me 
when I’d go to the well for water, and the kids would play with her. 

Played Hide -and-Seek
Jeannie: She still had her spots when she came. !at deer used to follow us 

kids around the cabin everywhere. We’d play hide-and-seek with her. She’d come 
and #nd us, and she acted so happy when she’d see us. It followed my dad out to 
the outhouse. Dad yelled, get out of here I can do this myself! 

Glenna: We had a little puppy, and one time that little puppy kept pestering 
her, and she just reached with that one little front hoof and just hit him right on 
top of the head. And those little hoofs are really sharp, and boy he took o%, and 
he never bothered her a$er that. 

Fed on Bottle - Sounded Like a Kitten
We fed her on the bottle, and when she’d be hungry, she’d come up on the 

porch and she sounded just like a kitten meowing when she’d come up to the door 
of the cabin, and she’d kind of paw at the door, and so then I’d feed her. And then 
as she got older, she’d just take o%, and she’d leave sometimes for several hours, 
but she’d come back and want a bottle. 

Ran Across the Tracks
Jeannie: It really was cute, cute little fawn. One day we woke up and Mom 

took o%, I mean she was out the door –she went as fast as she could go. Flicka was 
running. She was going somewhere, so she was following her. Mom would chase 
it across the plains and Flicka would hide in those trees and she could hardly #nd 
it.

Glenna: She run away, and that little beggar just took o% and went clear 
across the tracks and went way out in that sagebrush, and I was running a$er her 
as fast as I could go. I fell down—I tripped, and I fell &at on my face, and when I 
raised up, I couldn’t see that little fawn anywhere, and I thought, O my gosh, and 
I knew she had to be close, because there was still a lot of park le$, and I couldn’t 
see her. 

Jeannie: Flicka had leaped over a tree that had fallen down and laid down, 
just laid down on all fours. And Mother almost jumped on her. (laughs) She went 
&ying over the tree.

Glenna: So I hunted around, and that fawn had laid down on the ground, 
and its front hoofs were straight out, and its back legs were straight out in the 
back, and its head was &at on the ground, and it was just as &at as it could lay, and 
if I hadn’t known what I was looking for, I’d have never seen her. So that’s how 
those little fawns do, when somebody’s around. !ey could lay down, and you’d 
never see they were there. Anyway, I took her back. 
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Jeannie: She caught her and brought her home. But she was so much fun.

Ate Dirt
Glenna: And then she started eating dirt, and I knew that wasn’t good, and 

I imagined that she was lacking in her diet, and I got salt and put out one of those 
salt blocks, and did everything I thought I could do, but she got sick and died. So, 
that was real sad. 

Barry: We must have fed it the wrong diet, because Flicka died. !e kids in 
camp cried a lot when it died. 

Jeannie: !e day Flicka died, my gosh we were upset. Mother came and 
woke me up, and I could tell she was upset, and they had found Flicka, and she 
had died. And they decided that she wasn’t getting the right kind of food that she 
needed. 

Feeding the Pigs
And we had pigs. We had pigs there, too, and I still don’t know why we had 

pigs. It was a little shed-type thing o% the side of our cabin, and that’s where they 
were. !ey stunk so bad. I remember Mother making me take out this stu%, you 
know, the le$overs and stu% and throwing it over the fence. !ey #gured a way 
for me to get up on a stool and tip it over the fence. I’d feed the pigs. I never did 
#gure out why we were pig farmers. (laughs)

Maureen & Sharon Marry, 1950
Teenage cousins Maureen and Sharon Knapp were both married during the 

summer of 1950. Warren had worked for Barney throughout the 1950 season, 
and ten-year-old Steve had worked alongside his dad. Maureen had been with her 
mother in Idaho Falls for some time, and Sharon was back and forth. !ere would 
be no more school for either of the girls.

Bernie: Maureen lived with her mother. Sharon got married young. At that 
time Warren was living in a cabin at Island Park Lodge. 

Steve: I think it was during that summer that my sister Sharon came up one 
night with her boyfriend, Jay Nield. We visited for a while and then they put me 
to bed. I didn’t know what was going on but in a few weeks, they came up again 
and Sharon and Jay, Dad and I and Uncle Bernie went up to Mack’s Inn and went 
over to the Post O"ce where Keith McGinn Lived.  He was the Postmaster and 
was also the Justice of the Peace. He lived in the back of the Post o"ce, so a$er 
closing time, we went to his quarters and he performed the marriage ceremony 
for Sharon and Jay.

It wasn’t much but it was legal and so they were married on 12 of Sept. 1950.
My other sister Maureen was also married that summer. She married Ralph 

Bart Walker on 24 of June, 1950. I remember going to the wedding, but that was 
about all I could remember. 

Marj said that as Sharon and Jay were leaving, right a$er they were married, 
Warren said to Jay, “Take care of her. She’s only fourteen.” Jay answered, “Fourteen? 
She told me she was eighteen!”
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School 1950

When fall came and school started, the kids in camp were trans-
ported to Mack’s to the one-room schoolhouse. Sometimes 
the kids would be dropped o% at Ponds, and from there trav-

el in a van to Mack’s. Marj, Barney, and others did the driving from the 
siding. As for the kids, whichever vehicle took them down the road was 

referred to as “the bus.”

Glenna: (To M’Jean): At one time, I do remember that I drove the school 
bus over to Ponds, so naturally, it had to be you kids that I took. And I don’t re-
member if I did that two years or not. But I know it was more than one year. And 
I drove kids over there.

M’Jean: In the fall of 1950, I began a new wonderful adventure: 1st grade in 
the one-room schoolhouse at Mack’s Inn in Island Park. 

A large, gray curtain divided the room in half. !e little kids, grades 1-4 on the 
right side, big kids, grades 5-8 on the le$, with one teacher for each side. My #rst 
teacher was Mrs. Blackburn.

Marj Taught Phonics
!ere was no such thing as Kindergarten, and most #rst graders knew noth-

ing about reading. But not so with the kids in my family. My former schoolteach-
er mother, Marj, was an expert reading teacher. She certainly believed in teaching 
phonics, and she taught us to sound out words. Every one of us could read well 
before our #rst day of school. 

!e books Marj used at home did not mention Dick, Jane, or Sally with their 
dog, Spot, Pu% the cat and Tim the Teddy bear. Reading in schools at that time 
was taught not with phonics but by a memorization system. !ere was a giant 
book on a stand with huge charts picturing the above-mentioned characters, 
sometimes with only one word or phrase on the chart, like “Funny, funny Sally.” 
As the pages were &ipped over, there was somewhat of a story line which was 
similar to the one in the reading primer. 

I had a crush on quiet, shy, Steve Pond, and I suppose I let him know it. 
Elizabeth, his mother, told Marj he would not want to go to school in the morn-
ings. Marj had a talk with me. No more chasing!

Waiting Game
While the kids were in school, the parents were enjoying the late season at 

home. As snow fell, the population in Camp diminished, and the sawmill was made 
ready for its winter hibernation. It was a time of waiting. Waiting for more snow.w

A description of that time of the year is found in a dialog found on a travel tape. 
David and Marj were traveling with a business associate, Ron, and their discussion 
veered from their current ventures to stories of the past at the sawmill. Ron was fas-
cinated when they told of waiting it out for winter storms before they could move. 

Ron: How did families that moved in there, that weren’t aware of all these 
things--how did they survive, or did they?

 Marj: !ere weren’t any families living in the sawmill area where we were 
except they were working with the sawmill. Families working for us--we just 
moved them in and moved them out. But usually they didn’t stay as late as we did. 

Marj
“My mother Marj was an 

expert reading teacher. 
She taught us to sound out 

words. Every one of  us 
could read well before our 

first day of  school. (M’Jean)
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Pleasantest Time of Year
A lot of the time that we’d be there, the last hitch was not really to work; it was 

just to stay there and guard the mill and not turn it over to the people who would 
plunder. So there really would be no work going on. Actually it was the pleasant-
est time of the year. !at was the fun time -- didn’t have to work hard -- gotta get 
the kids up to catch the bus.

Card GAme
David: .. and then they’d start a card game.. 
Marj: or go hunting, or Barney’d drag out the old #ddle, or something for 

some of the hours of the day, and do some reading.
 David: Tell him what a card game was.
 Marj: A card game...We didn’t play cards at that particular time of the year 

as o$en as we did earlier when we had rainstorms. But they’d start a game of 
cards in the evening, and play all night. Somebody’d take the kids to school in the 
morning to catch the bus, come back -- they’d have to &ip to see who was going to 
run the school bus -- to get out of the card game long enough. !en sit down and 
play cards all day and into the night.

 Ramey Brothers – Poker Game
One card game that I remember better than all the others, well, maybe not 

better, but anyway it was one of the most fun. !ere were some guys that lived 
down at Rose, Idaho -- Pat Ramey and his brother Glen, whom they called Boss, 
and Blaine Ramey -- he was the younger brother, and their dad, Jake. He was just 
a--Jake was a nice guy--they were all good guys, you know. But they were the kind 
of fellows who sort of had an image of themselves that wasn’t exactly the same 
image that everybody else had of them. !ey were trying to live up to 
their dad’s image, which didn’t really exist for them yet, in their lives. 

But anyway they’d come up and stay in a cabin. We had a cabin 
and they’d stay there sometimes. One night they decided to come 
over and play cards. !ere were some other people in the card game 
besides them -- there was Barney, and I was playing there. 

Barney Will Take Your Money
And their dad told them, “You go over there and you’ll lose your 

shirt. Barney will take your money away from you. You’d better not 
go.” So they came over, and they were going to play cards anyway. 
!ey were just so nervous, #dgety about playing cards. !ey didn’t 
really know how and they weren’t going to lose any money. !ey had 
more money than Barney did, but they weren’t going to lose a dime. 
And they just kept losing, and the more they’d lose, the tighter they’d 
hold onto their hand. !ey wouldn’t bet on anything but a pat hand 
and you don’t get very many pat hands in a card game. 

But anyway, pretty soon one would drop out, then another 
dropped out and went home. But Blaine, the youngest, the tall red-
headed one, wasn’t going to drop out for nobody -- Boy, he was right 
in there playing cards. And his brother-in-law was in there too. His 
name was Crowley, and they played all night long. And in the morn-
ing, Barney had all of their money. He had the whole deal -- which 
was usually the case. 

Pitching Dollars
Toward morning he was trying to lose it -- he didn’t want to walk 

o% with all of their money. So anyway in the morning about eight 
o’clock they all went out there, and they drew a little circle in the dirt 
and they started pitching dollars, and they just kept pitching dollars 
till he let them have their money back. Barney said, “I can’t stand to 
play a slu%-o% game in poker.”

Barney
“They played all night long, and 
in the morning Barney had all 
their money. He didn’t want to 
walk off  with their money. They 
drew a circle in the dirt. They 
pitched dollars till he let them 
have their money back. Barney 
said, ‘I can’t stand to play a 
sluff-off  game in poker.’” (Marj)
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Whistle Stop
They’d better blow that whistle, or else! -Marj

At the time Barney and Marj were raising their young children at the siding, 
most of the other kids who lived in camp from time to time were cousins:

Maureen, Sharon, and Steve Knapp
Dion, Rich, Valois, Gwen South
Shirley, Dan, Dee Snowball
Saundra, Billy, Robert, Larry, Dennis Walker
Jeannie and Davey Jones

A few others who were unrelated came and went, among them, Kent 
Perrenoud, Terry and Teddy Jensen.

Train Tracks
Barry: !e railroads, stockyards, cattle, and sheep provided many hours of 

great entertainment for kids. !e railroad track was about 150 feet west of our 
cabin. !e track ran pretty well north and south, from the lower valley up to the 
town of Yellowstone. Another track, the siding track, was another 30 feet west of 
the main track. It made a loop right in front of the tracks, so there were two sets 
of tracks there. !e siding is where they would park train cars quite o$en. 

Yellowstone Flyer
!ere were two types of trains that went up that railroad track.  !ere was a 

passenger train and a freight train.  !e passenger train was called the Yellowstone 
Flyer, and it was a main transportation of tourists going to Yellowstone Park.  

Every morning that train would go past our place about 6:00 a.m. !e old 
steam whistle would go o%, and you’d look out there, and there was a big cloud 
of black smoke as that thing would go pu"ng up the track. It would return in 
the evening about 9:00 p.m. You could almost set a watch by the schedule. !e 
train was pulled up by two steamers and pulled home by one steamer. !e second 
steamer returned about mid-morning each day. 

!e Flyer was so much fun to watch go by. When it was dark, up close to the 
tracks, it was fun to look at the “city people” as they rode past us in the night. I’m 
sure they never even knew that they were being watched, but we got to glimpse 
through the lighted coach window and see a little bit of how the other half of the 
people lived.

Double 
Header

In railroad terminol-
ogy, double heading in-
dicates the use of two 
locomotives at the front 
of the train, each oper-
ated individually by its 
own crew, used when 
additional power is need-
ed due to uphill grades 
and additional speed is 

needed to maintain 
a schedule.

Chapter 79

David & Barry 
South

Cattle cars left on the 
railroad siding (seen in the 

background)
were simply part of  

their “playground” and 
considered by them fair 

game for sabotage.
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Flag Station
Island Park Siding was 

a whistle stop for the Flyer. 
A person at the siding could 
&ag the train and then ride 
on it to the valley. To &ag the 
train someone would stand 
out in the middle of the 
track and wave a light while 
the train was still about a 
half mile away. Two blasts 
of the whistle meant that 
the signal was seen and the 

train would stop. A big event 
at camp was when the train was stopped for a passenger; then we could really get 
close. !e train would pull up there and stop, and somebody’d get on the train, 
and they’d go on down.  

Flagging Down the Train
Myrna:  Sometimes we had guests who came on the train, and they would 

go back by way of the train. I think Delyn did that. So we’d have to get out there 
with the &ashlight and &ag the train down so they could get on. It was exciting.

M’Jean: A visitor from Idaho Falls, having boarded the Flyer at a very, very 
early hour, would arrive at the siding in time for breakfast. We would be out by 
the tracks to greet our company before the steam whistle blew to announce the 
train’s approach to the railroad crossing.

David had friends who came up from Idaho Falls. I remember that Lindon 
White would come to stay a week with Barry, and sometimes Shirley Brocksome 
would come to visit me. 

On the last evening of the visit, when the friend was to go home, it would be 
exciting to go out to the railroad tracks at dusk, a little before 9:00 p.m. and wait 
for the train. (!ere was no Daylight Saving Time in those days.) David and Barry 
would lie down with an ear against the rail to detect vibrations. 

!en the #rst &icker of the headlight would be spotted, way up the tracks, 
but there would be no sound. Not until the light grew bright could the far away 
rumbling of the train be heard.

About the time the train reached the Tom Creek Bridge, about a mile away, a 
lantern was swung wide back and forth across the tracks to signal the train. !e 
train responded with its whistle, and in a matter of minutes, the engine wheels 
would be squealing, and the train would roll to a stop. 

!e conductor would come down some steps, someone would take the bag-
gage, the new passenger would board, and the long black train would swallow up 
our friend and disappear into the night. We would all walk back to the dark house 
and prepare for bed.

False Flashing
Barry: Once in a while when the camp kids were out playing near the tracks, 

a &ashlight turned on at the wrong time would get two whistles from the train. All 
the camp kids had been strictly forbidden to &ash the train. It was a real no-no to 
get out there with lights, but once in a while, it was just too tempting. You’d just 
&ash that old train, and when you’d hear that toot-toot, it was time to clear out 
and hide in the woods. No kid wanted to be caught by an irate conductor looking 
for a kid that stopped the train for the fun of it. 

The 
Yellowstone 

Flyer
(also called the 

Yellowstone Special) 
A passenger train 

and the  main 
transportation for 
tourists going to 

Yellowstone Park.
“The Flyer was so 
much fun to watch 

go by. When it was 
dark, up close to the 

tracks, it was fun 
to look at the “city 

people” as they rode 
past us in the night.” 

(Barry)
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Billy Walker: I remember the train going down the tracks. I remem-
ber we stopped it one night. 

M’Jean: On purpose?
Billy: Well, sort of. We were shooting a &ashlight across the 

tracks. It stopped, and we ran. 

Firecracker on the Track
Barry: One night I was playing with a friend on the 

tracks when the train was coming. He dropped a #recracker 
in the center of the tracks. BANG! FLASH! TOOT! TOOT! 
!e train was going to stop! With anticipation, two scared 
boys were hiding behind some logs when the train stopped 
and the conductor got o% and looked around, mutter-
ing and cussing, I’m sure. !en he signaled the engineer 
and climbed aboard and the train le$. !at was that. We 
watched the rotating red light on the last car as I had done 
so many times before. !e light could be seen for about two 
miles past the siding.

Cow on the Track
Occasionally we would hear the Flyer early in the morning 

blasting the whistle a lot when it was near the siding. !is usu-
ally meant there was an animal on the track. Once a train came 
slowly to the siding, stopped, and the engineer walked to the house. 
He said a cow had been hit and had a broken leg. He said if we wanted 
to kill the cow for beef he would take care of it with the owner. We did. 
I was surprised that a .22 bullet between the eyes could kill a cow so quickly. 

Freight Trains
!e other trains that used the tracks were the freight trains. !ey came 

through during the daytime, going north to West Yellowstone about mid-morn-
ing and returning about mida$ernoon going back south. !e freight train would 
have some cattle cars, boxcars, or gondolas, maybe with some stabilizing rocks 
for the train tracks. Or it would have cars for loading ties or various wood prod-
ucts--mine props or logs, going back east for paper pulp. And the caboose was 
always on the freight train.

Train Car Mischief
!e freight trains o$en would park a string of cars on that siding, and they’d 

let them sit there for several days. !is was always a heyday. Box cars to open and 
explore, gondolas to play in, sand to play in, rocks to look for gold in. 

Sometimes when we got tired of scrounging, we would look for mischief by 
bleeding all of the air o% of the brake systems. We could do that just by pulling a 
little handle under the car, and a few times we sabotaged the cars.  

One of our favorite things to do was to manually set the brakes on those cars. 
Typically, when they’d come in, they could just disconnect the air hose, and that 
would engage the brakes. And to disengage the brakes, they’d just reconnect the 
air hose, the air pressure would build up, and the brakes would turn o%. 

But they had a manual brake system on it also—a big old wheel up there on 
top of each car. We’d go along and turn those big old wheels up until the brakes 
were tight on every car on the string.

When the engine would hook onto a string of cars and try to pull it, the brake-
man would have to climb up there and undo all those brakes, and I’m sure he was 
pretty upset with that. 

Another trick was to prop open the railcar hitch release key. !e engine would 
hook on and get only one car, then re-hook and get one more. When the engine 
locked onto these sabotaged cars, the brakeman would have any number of things 

Mischievous Barry
“I don’t understand why 
we didn’t get into a lot 
more trouble from the 
railroad.” (Barry)
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to do to get the cars moving as they should. O$en they would walk the 
string and #x them. I am sure we were cussed at a lot. As I think about 
it now, I don’t understand why we didn’t get into a lot more trouble from 
the railroad.

David: When I was about 12 years old, Barry and I and other kids 
from employees of the sawmill camp would play on the rail cars that the 
railroad would occasionally leave at the rail siding. !e rail siding was 
about a quarter of a mile long just on the other side of main tracks from 
the house. !ere were about six or eight families living there at the mill 
siding. !e kids our age would mess around like kids will do. 

One day there was a box car le$ on the rail siding. It was at the farthest 
end of the rail siding from the house. Now the rail siding comes o% kind 
of like the round part of a D. It comes o% goes down and around and then 
back onto the mainline at the switch. Just before the switch there is a de-
railer. !e derailer will bounce a rail car o% the track rather than let it onto 
the main line where it might wreck another train. !e derailer bounces the 
car o% the tracks and of course it slams into the rail ties and stops. 

Bled the Air off the Brakes
Well, the railroad had le$ a lone rail car at the far end of the siding. !e 

siding had a nice gentle slope from the upper end down to the main line. 
It was much higher on one end than it was on the other, and they had le$ 
this rail car on the upper end. So we kids started messing around with the 
rail car. We bled all the air o% the brakes. When we had all the air o% we 
climbed up onto the rail car and turned the hand brake until we had it o%. 
!e rail car still would not roll, so we went over to the saw mill and got a 
couple of crow bars, and with these we bounced the brakes enough to push 
them o% of the wheels. We knew a heavy rail car did not have any brakes 
on at all and was still sitting there. 

So then we took the crow bars and jammed them between the wheels 
and the rails and by prying down on them and with the help of the little 
slope and the tremendous amount of leverage from the pry bars, we #nally 
got the rail car wheel to move just ever so slightly. !en we jammed the 

crow bar back in to the crack again and worked it between the rail and the wheel 
and just kept a$er it until we could get it to start to roll. 

The Rail Car Started to Move
Slowly that rail car started to move -- I mean an inch at a time. You could 

just barely see it moving. Finally it started moving a little faster. As I recall, about 
three or four of us jumped on the rail car hanging on the sides of it. It was really 
fun. !is rail car is moving down the siding. It is going slower than you would 
walk. !en it got to where it was as fast as you could walk. !en it got to faster 
than you could walk and pretty soon it is going about as fast as you could run. 

We realized that now we had something started that we didn’t have any know 
how to stop. We climbed up and cranked onto the hand brake as hard as we could, 
but being little we could not get enough brake on it to stop this rail car. Finally we 
jumped o% and watched it run to the other end, hit the derailer and get jumped 
o% the rail tracks. 

Of course we were scared and we ran to the house and never told anybody 
about it. A few days later a rail crew who had obviously spotted it showed up and 
put it back on the tracks. Nothing was ever said about it. As far as anybody knew, 
it had gotten away on it own and run down there. 

Coins on the Track
Barry: As the trains rolled by, they smashed a lot of objects for us, coins, 

rocks and etc. One time I put a steel rail pad on the track in front of a speeder. 
!e driver came up to it, stopped, took it o%, saw where I was hiding and came 

Mischievous David 
“We realized that we had 

started something that we 
didn’t have any know how 

to stop.... Finally we jumped 
off  and watched it run to the 

other end, hit the derailer 
and get jumped off  the rail 

tracks.... Of  course we were 
scared and we ran to the 

house and never told 
anybody about it.” (David)
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a$er me. I took o% for home. He caught me. Boy! Was I scared! He was pretty nice 
and told me how much damage and hurt I could do. I never put anything big on 
the track again.

 
David: Placing pennies on rail tracks so trains could run over and smash 

them was another bit of our mischievous fun. Once, rather than pennies, we de-
cided to put a big, steel plate on the tracks. Fortunately, the crew on a construc-
tion car spotted it before it did any damage. !ose rail workers chased us down 
and scared the heck out of us with a long lecture and a threat of jail.

Shirley Snowball: Some of the kids put coins on the tracks, but I was 
always nervous about that and worried that it would cause the train to wreck, or 
swivel, or who knows what?

Myrna:  At night when we knew the train was coming, we would go out 
and put pennies, and I guess other coins and nails, on the tracks before the train 
would come. And that way we’d get them smashed. Sometimes they didn’t get 
smashed. !e train knocked them o%. 

M’Jean:  I kept trying to get two crossed nails or pins to get smashed to look 
like little crossed swords like Barry’s (I think they were Barry’s). Usually one of 
them would roll away, and so the cross would get messed up when it got smashed. 

Boxcar Cannon
 Barry: Dad used a semi-truck for log hauling and had a spare semitrailer 

parked near our house. !e trailer was a single axle unit with no tires on it. A 
steel reach extended out each end which made the trailer appear like a cannon. 
!e cannon was elevated and pointed west toward the railroad track. By adding 
two large Y shaped poles, full length rubber strips cut from inner tubes, and a 
large leather pouch, we had a real rock &ipping cannon. !e &ipper could hurl a 
rock clear across the railroad tracks into the stockyards. Many a box car received 
a dent as it invaded our territory. As I remember, we never did try to break a 
window of the Flyer. 

Boxcar Cannon

Marj, Myrna, Barry, 
M’Jean
Barry & David used two 
large Y shaped poles, 
rubber strips from inner 
tubes, and a large leather 
pouch to turn Barney’s 
semitrailer parked in front 
of  the house into a rock 
flipping cannon.

“The flipper could hurl 
a rock clear across the 
railroad tracks into the 
stockyards. Many a box 
car received a dent as it 
invaded our territory.” 
(Barry)
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When Barney discovered that his boys had come up with a catapult that 
could launch boulder-size rocks clear out to the stockyards, he immediately rec-
ognized their “play cannon” as a lethal weapon and made them dismantle it.

Stockyards
Myrna:  !e stockyards? Oh, they were fun. We would swing the gates back 

and forth, and maybe we even locked them. We’d go from “room to room” almost 
as though we were herding our cattle. We’d go up and down the chutes. We knew 
which one was the sheep chute and the cow chute. We’d go in the weigh room and 
play with the scales. And I guess maybe we’d try to weigh each other or pretend to 
weigh the cows, or something.

Barry: A large set of corrals were just west of the siding tracks. !e corrals 
had a pen that had a scale and a weigh shack. !ere were also loading chutes from 
the corrals up to the cattle cars that would be loaded. We called the whole area 
the stockyards. 

!e facility was built there a$er the Targhee Tie Company le$. And those 
stockyards were built and owned by the people who owned the Railroad Ranch. 
!e ranch was sort of a dude ranch for wealthy railroad owners from back east. 
!e Railroad Ranch was located over west of the highway over there by Last 
Chance. It was about maybe six or eight miles from Island Park Siding. 

Steve Knapp: When I was older, my uncle 
Barney sold some house logs and other lumber 
to the Ranch and I got to ride over with some 
of the men and deliver the logs and lumber.

Barry: !e stockyards at the rail siding 
was the shipping point for the cattle. !at’s 
where the Railroad Ranch people would bring 
their cows in to ship them out of here on the 
rails. Or that’s where they’d haul the cows up 
on the train and unload them there and drive 
them over to the ranch. 

Uncle Bernie Knapp
Cattle cars parked on the 

railroad siding await being 
loaded with livestock, and 

at times, meet with mischief  
from kids in camp.  

Above Bernie’s head can be 
seen the pole between the 

two trees where Barney 
hung  a pair of  swings. Close 

by is the doghouse. 
Barely visible on the far right 

is the well.

Stockyards
Built  by the owners of  the 
Railroad Ranch, the corrals 

and loading chutes just west 
of  the rail siding were for 
shipping livestock on the 

train. 
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Fun for Kids
!e stockyards provided countless hours of fun and adventure. !e empty 

corrals were for playing in and the gates for swinging; we enjoyed running in the 
sheep runs and climbing the ramps. !e scales were for weighing things-kids, 
dogs, rocks or whatever. !e scale house was for hiding in, getting out of the rain 
and whatever else could be imagined. I tried one of my fIrst cigarettes in the old 
scale house and was tattled on by a tag-a-long sister. I think I got the old “soap in 
the mouth” treatment for that. Just outside the scale house was a little concrete 
fort for protection from Indians, tanks, armies and enemy rock throwers.

Steve Knapp: !e railroad tracks were a fascination to us kids. !e stock-
yards were just across the tracks on the west side. In the spring, the Railroad 
Ranch would ship some of their cows up on the train and unload them, and then 
drive them to the ranch. It was always a big day when this happened. All of us 
boys that lived in camp would go over and watch with great interest. !en in the 
fall they would trail them back over to the stockyards and ship them o% again. 

(Back: 
M’Jean South Lund 
Sean Crandall
Barney Lund
Rachel South (Thompson)
DANNY CRANDALL
Jon Lund 
Joshua Crandall
Rod South
Jeanette Lund (Viehweg)
 Matthew Crandall
Tessy Lund
(Front: 
Molly Lund (Cash) 
Rosalie Lund (Macmillan)
Lexye Lund (Thiele)
Playing in the stockyards is 
fun for grandkids, as well!
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In the fall the sheep that ranged in the area would collect 
at the stockyards and they would separate the lambs from 
the herd and ship them out on train cars. !at was an excit-
ing time also. I loved the smell of those sheep and whenev-
er we had the chance, we would help the sheep herders. We 
got pretty well acquainted with the Petersons, who were the 
owners of the sheep, and also with the herder whose name 

was Mr. Miller. Some years he would have his wife with him, and we always were 
happy when we heard the sheep coming onto the &at. 

Barry: Shipping day for the cattle and sheep was always exciting. It was a time 
for the kids to go over there and get to watch the cowboys while they were work-
ing and playing. !e cattle herds would come 
into the corrals, and the horsemen would 
separate and weigh them. We “helped” herd 
the sheep or cows from pen to pen. !e kids 
got to sit on the fence and watch and yell at 
the cows as they went up the chutes into the 
cattle cars.

 Cowboy Dinner – Found Wallet
Sometimes the cowboys and girls would 

have a #re and dinner near the corrals. Our 
mother Marj made sure we were home by 
then, but sometimes we saw it from a dis-
tance. 

Once I was scrounging around the site 
the next day, and I found a purse with three 
ten-dollar bills in it. I told my parents about 
it. !e cowboys were all gone. I was sur-
prised that I got to keep it. It sure seemed 
like a lot of money.

Up in the Engine
!at was quite an event when the 

Railroad Ranch people would ship cattle in or out of that siding. It was also a time 

that we could interact with the engineers and brakemen on the train. On shipping 
day there was a big black steam locomotive there to move those boxcars back and 
forth to the loading chute, so they could load or unload the cows.

As kids we discovered we could stand by the steam engine just below the win-
dow of the engineer, and he’d be up there running that thing, and he’d look down 

at the kids and, he knew what we wanted, and we knew what we 
wanted, and that was to get up in that cab with him. And sure 
enough, every once in a while, he’d say, “Okay, come on up.” And 
we’d scamper up into that thing, and boy, that was just like—just 
like being in heaven—up there with all those steam controls. Lots 
of valves, gauges, levers, handles, pipes, the #rebox. 

And then there was the steam whistle. And once in a while 
you’d get to grab that old whistle rope and blow that steam whis-
tle. Could it get any better?  Well, yes. 

Remember, our home was a little log cabin—no electricity, no 
running water, no refrigerator. Our food up there came mostly 
out of a &our sack, a bean sack, a potato sack, a can, or a fresh 
piece of venison. A few times in that awesome, powerful locomo-
tive the kids were given a piece of cold watermelon by those kind 
engineers. How could one forget an experience like that?

“Shipping day for the cattle 
and sheep was always

 exciting. It was a time for 
the kids to go over there and 

get to watch the cowboys 
while they were working. 
The kids got to sit on the 

fence and watch and yell at 
the cows as they went up the 

chutes into the 
cattle cars.”(Barry) 

“Up in the engine cab was 
like being in heaven with 
all those steam controls, 

valves, gauges, levers, 
handles, pipes, the firebox.

And once in a while 
you’d get to blow that 
steam whistle.” (Barry)

Cattle were loaded from 
two chutes onto upper 

and lower levels of  double 
decker stock cars.
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Riding the Cars
Sometimes we would climb up on top of one of 

the cattle cars while it was being moved around back 
and forth to the loading chutes. Once in a while, 
they would load or unload those cattle cars without 
a steam engine, and when they had to move the cars, 
they’d usually hook onto them with a pickup truck. 

Usually the pull was fairly short and slow. !ey’d 
gently pull the cars down. !e cars would hit the 
string of loaded cars with a solid thump as the hitches 
connected. And we were up on top, and that would be a lot of fun. 

Once when we were on top of a car, a dumb so and so cowboy came along in a 
pickup, hooked the car and started the pull. I’m sure his I.Q. was probably lower 
than one of the cows he was pulling. !e distance was quite long. It was maybe 
a couple hundred feet that he was going to move it down and hook it to another 
line of cars. 

Well, he started that thing moving, but when he got the car rolling, he didn’t 
slow down. Instead of pulling at a slow constant speed, he never backed o% on 
the power. He just kept going faster and faster. He got it rolling as fast as the old 
pickup could pull it. 

!ere is not much to hold onto on the top of the cattle car. !ere were about 
four of us on the car, and pretty soon we knew we were in trouble. “What’s going 
to happen when this thing hits?” We crawled to the back end of the car, hunkered 
down, and hung on. WHAM! We sailed half the length of the car. Nobody got 
hurt, but it was quite a while before we rode another car. 

Stung by Half a Bee
M’Jean: When the Railroad Ranch would ship cattle from the siding, there 

would be a lot of excitement over at the stockyards, with the cowboys moving 
the cattle around from one corral to another. We had a pretty good view from 
the kitchen window of the old log cabin—that is, until it became blocked by the 
string of loaded cattle cars.  

Once when Myrna and I were staring out the kitchen window at the action at 
the stockyards, I suddently let out a scream of pain. In an instant Marj came to 
my aid and was examining my arm. She was also staring at a small object on the 
windowsill where I had been leaning on my elbows. !ere on the windowsill was 
the bottom half, the stinger portion, of a wasp--a yellow jacket— quivering rapid-
ly back and forth. I had been stung by half a bee! When Marj would hit a bee with 
the &y swatter, she would cut it in two with the wire handle end of the swatter.  
Marj quickly put a soda paste on my elbow, which was swelling fast. 

Section Crew – “Speeders”
Small rail cars, “speeders,” traveled along the tracks, sometimes stopping for 

the section crew aboard to do some maintenance work.
Myrna: When they were out there, we couldn’t wear our shorts and sun tops. 

But we were aware of them because there were always men, and to maybe be a 
little more careful. Well, we were pretty intrigued by these little speeders, which, 
I guess were just a simple open-air little car that they could ride when they were 
doing maintenance, to get from one point to another on the railroad.

M’Jean: Marj was careful about us. We couldn’t wander away too far in those 
out#ts. She didn’t like us wandering away too far, anyway. She was always wor-
rying about hobos, besides the men doing railroad construction. She was con-
cerned about having her little girls being out anywhere near the track where they 
were so anxious to be.

It was while watching the 
cattle in the stockyards 
through the kitchen window 
that M’Jean was stung by half  
a bee on the windowsill.
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Section Crew - Railroad Bums
Bernie: About 5:00 or 5:30 in the morning, if you were up, you would hear 

and see a motor car slowing at the siding. !e operator would get o%, li$ one end 
of the car around and roll it o% to the side of the tracks on a special little spot 
leveled o% with just enough space that the car would clear the track when a train 
passed. !en the operator might go to the telephone [yellow box on pole] and use 
it. One has to understand the cool mornings in the shadows of the canyons prior 
to the rising of the sun to appreciate what a cool ride this man endured. Also he 
had to travel rain or shine. One morning he met a bull moose on the tracks.

Barry: Since our house was near the track, we had a few railroad bums call 
on us. !ey usually would eat a meal with us, maybe do a few chores around the 
yard and take some grub with them and head down the track.

The “Trainman”
Bernie: M’Jean was a little 4-year old blonde girl in ringlets when the freight 

train would pass. As usual the children would hear the train whistle when it 
passed the siding at Eccles to the south. Several minutes later it would near the 
Island Park Siding and out the children would run to wave to the engineer and 
#reman. A more than middle aged brakeman rode the caboose. 

Threw Candy from the Train
A$er a while school started, and the older children went o% to school. M’Jean 

was the only little person to run out and wave as the train went past. !is brake-
man started to carry a small brown paper bag. Inside were penny candy and all 
day suckers. He would lean out over the rail at the back of the caboose and gently 
toss the little paper bag out onto the sandy roadbed side and wave with a friendly 
smile. !en M’Jean would run forward and retrieve her prize. !is went on for 
several years.

When the brakeman on the train started throwing the 
bag of candy to M’Jean the previous fall, he really started 
something. !e spring of 1949, when the freight train be-
gan its runs to Yellowstone, he was greeted by a whole &ock 
of kids in the camp, eager to cash in on the loot. 

M’Jean: !e steam whistle sounded the approach of the 
trains which whizzed past, about #$y yards from our house. 
To the kids in the camp, the tooting whistle of the mid-morn-
ing northbound freight train was the announcement of a ma-
jor event of the day. 

Shirley Snowball: One of the things that all of the kids 
in camp looked forward to each day was when the train came 
through. As soon as we could hear any whisper of the train 
coming we would drop what we were doing and run for the 
tracks.  It was kind of amazing that we were so in tune to the 
sound of the train, that before you could actually hear it, there 
was just something in the air that alerted us to get ready for the 
big race to see who would get there #rst.

Fascination with the Train
M’Jean: We never lost our fascination with the engine, 

with steam spewing out on the tracks, its whistle, and bell. It 
was also fun to count the cars, especially of very long trains.

But the main attraction was the yellow caboose at the end 

M’Jean South
“M’Jean was a little 

4-year old blonde girl 
in ringlets when the 
freight train would 

pass.” (Bernie)
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of the train, and especially, the nice 
man standing at the caboose railing, 
smoking a cigar, with a little brown 
paper sack in his hand. To us he was 
the “Trainman.” When the caboose 
neared the small group of expectant 
children, waiting at a short distance 
from the tracks, he would toss the 
sack. But it was only when the train 
was practically out of sight that we 
picked up the sack and shared its 
contents of penny candy. 

Special Wave
Until then we waved. !e wav-

ing started out as a hand wave, as we 
could see him clearly, and he could 
see us. But as the distance between 
us increased, the wave turned into a full-arm motion, then a two-arm, sweeping 
gesture, as we swung both arms up overhead and then down past our knees. He 
did the same. We waved, with him standing by the caboose railing and us near the 
tracks, until the train shrank to a speck and disappeared into the trees. !en we’d 
grab the bag of candy and divide it up.

Brown Paper Bag of CAndy
Myrna: I was young enough that I barely remember the candy bag. Oh, I 

think all of the kids in camp would get together when it was time for the train to 
come, and we’d go out there and stand and wait. And the caboose man, I think, 
would throw a bag of candy. 

Shirley Snowball: !e [brakeman] would throw candy out to us as he 
stood on the little landing at the back of the caboose. My cousin M’Jean was just 
about the cutest little girl in history with her blue eyes and long curly blond hair. 
!e guy on the train liked her the most and one time threw a doll to her. 

 Goldilocks Doll
M’Jean: In the a$ernoon, when the train returned, southbound from West 

Yellowstone, there would be no candy, but we’d still run out to see the train, wave 
at the engineer, and especially the Trainman. He’d be at his post on the caboose to 
greet us. It was quite the friendship we had with that gentleman, and never was 
the energetic waving ritual skipped.

One a$ernoon, however, when all the kids in camp were quite a distance from 
the tracks--playing way down by the barn, the whistle blew, and everyone was so 
engrossed in play that no one ran up to the tracks to wave at the Trainman, except 
me. He was standing at the rear of the caboose as usual, and he held in his hand a 
long string tied to a &at box, about 10 inches square, which he lowered carefully 

to the ground with the string, as the train rolled by.
I stood there alone and waved. When the train had passed, I ran up to the 

tracks and got the box, and inside was a little doll. It was a Goldilocks doll with 
two little booklets about Goldilocks and the !ree Bears. But the sad part was that 
the doll was shattered. It was not ceramic, but made of a crumbly, sawdust-like 
material and was irreparable. 

Marj told me the doll was meant for me, along with one of the books, and 
that the other book was for Myrna. Marj had given me the impression that I was 
his favorite, and the doll gi$ seemed to bear this out. Marj probably thought he 
admired my long “golden locks.”

She also told me how bad it would make the Trainman feel if we told him the 
doll was broken. So, as far as I know, he never found out. 

Sadie Macmillan
about the age of  her 
grandmother, M’Jean, 
when the “Trainman” 
would throw her candy in 
a little brown paper sack 
from the caboose of  the 
moving train.
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Bear Scares
No bears out tonight. Daddy shot them all last night!

Island Park is home to wild things: wild berries, wild &owers, wild animals.  
(Even a few mildly wild people.) 

Bernie: I grew up of course hearing the popular story of Goldilocks and the 
3 bears, 3 little pigs, Little Red Riding Hood and the Bad Wolf, and all that stu%.

A$er Barry and David were grown up enough so that Marj would start to tell 
them bedtime stories, she started to tell them one time, and Barney said, “Oh 
no, you don’t do that. You’re not going to teach my boys and have them grow up 
being afraid of bears and wolves and things like that.” So, in my opinion, it turned 
out great.

!e boys grew up in Island Park in the summer, never afraid of to walk in the 
woods.

Cousin Berdett
!rough the years quite a number of young fellows worked at the sawmills, 

several of them relatives. An exceptional young man was Marj’s nephew, Berdett 
Hess. Marj’s sister, Claudia, and her husband, Arch Hess, were raising their family 
in Shelley. 

Bernie: One spring Arch had Barney come down to Shelley and do some 
remodeling on his house, and while he was there, he met Berdett. Berdett was 
quite husky and big for his age. So Barney invited him to come up and work for 
him that summer, and that was the #rst summer Berdett worked for Barney, and 
he worked for him for several years.   

Barry: Berdett Hess was a legend around our sawmill. He was a football 
player in school and worked as our o%-bearer during the summers. His strength 
and stamina were terri#c. A few times I heard him holler to Dad while they were 
working and say: “Swamp me.” !is meant see if you can cut boards faster than 
I can carry them o%. !en for the next hour the two of them would work as fast 
as they could. Berdett would carry slabs three or four at a time and run from the 
lumber piles. Barney really kept the carriage moving when they were doing that.

Chapter 80



Targhee Ties   803

430 POUND LOG
One time Dad cut an 

extra heavy, long house 
log. Berdett loaded it on 
a truck and a$erward 
took it to the scale at the 
stockyard and weighed 
the log and then brought 
it back to the log stack. 
As I remember, it 
weighed 430 pounds. 

Berdett boarded with 
the South family. Sometimes 
he would walk in the kitch-
en and grab the salt shaker 
and pour out a handful of 
salt and eat it. He told Marj 
that when he worked hard, 
he sweat so much he needed 
the extra salt.

Berdett was quiet, pleas-
ant, a hard worker, played 
football in high school, 
college, and professionally. 
He was raised in a family 
of girls, one older, and four 
younger: Eleanor, Sharleen, 
Cherie, Nicki, and Judie.  

Cherie: He had 
kind of a speech impedi-
ment. Couldn’t ever spell 
very well. Didn’t ever 
let that bother him. He 
didn’t brag about him-
self, had good opinion 
of himself, and it served 
him well. !e only time 
we heard him say some-
thing was when he was 
driving, and another 
driver was annoyed at 
him and followed him. 

When Berdett 
stopped and got out of 
the car, the guy drove o%. 
(laughs) He told that one story. Berdett could 
do things, and he would just go ahead and do 
them and didn’t talk much about it.

Barry and David with legendary cousin Berdett Hess
Berdett Hess worked for Barney at the sawmill offbearing for several years. 
He played football in high school, college, and professionally. 
(The hill in the background is the sawdust pile.)
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When Berdett #rst started working for 
Barney, he was still in high school. He and 
Bernie bunked together in the Munson cab-
in down by the tracks towards Tom Creek. 
It was the same cabin Berdett had lived in 
as a small boy, when his father, Arch, was 
doing the same kind of work at the sawmill. 
Although Bernie was Berdett’s uncle, Ber-
dett was only two and a half years younger. 

Milking the Cow
Bernie: When Berdett worked for Barney, Barney gave him credit for an 

extra half hour of working for milking the cow night and morning. 
!e second year Berdett came, he got Barney to hire Jim Taylor from his high 

school. !at year Berdett and his friend Jim lived in that little log cabin by the 
gooseberry bush. 

!at was a$er he was a senior and graduated. !en the next year that same 
boy, Jim, went to work for Gene. Barney was nervous about him because he was 
quite awkward; he talked to Gene about him, and Gene hired him. Gene had a 
portable mill, and he probably worked up on it.

Firing Steam Engine
We still had the steam engine that year. I #rst #red the engine at age 13 and 

had that job for several years. !e year that Barney hired Berdett’s friend, Jim 
Taylor, he had Jim #re the engine. I helped Barney on the skidway, did odd jobs, 
greased all the trucks. Sometimes I would get a lot of lumber there at the mill, put 
it on skids and take the lumber down there and stack it by the Munson cabin--
stack it up there to dry. We had piles of logs and piles of lumber to dry. 

Delivering Logs - Bill’s Island
Later Barney had me delivering logs to West Yellowstone and Mack’s and plac-

es like that. We hauled a lot of logs over to Bill’s Island. Bill’s Island was like a 
peninsula that extended out into the Island Park Reservoir. It was developed by 
people from Rexburg and had a gate you had to get through. !ere was breeze 
enough they didn’t have mosquitoes—a great place for summer homes. I deliv-
ered a lot of logs there.

Berdett would stay there doing the o)earing. Sometimes Barney would  stop 
the mill and have Berdett help me load a load of logs to deliver them. 

Raisin’ a Ruckus
Gene Jones brought some young hired guys—colorful characters--from 

Evanston to help run his two mills, the sawmill in camp across the road 
from Barney’s, and the portable mill up the canyon. 

!e Wyoming boys were a likeable but rambunctious bunch. With all the young 
guys around things never got dull. Luke Lym was maybe the wildest of the lot.

Daredevil Luke Lym
Bernie: Several of the last summers I spent in Island Park it was interesting 

being around Luke Lym. He and Berdett o$en ran foot races. Luke seemed to lose 
each race but he’d always come back and challenge Berdett for more. He lost quite 
a few bets trying to outrun Berdett. 

No one wanted to play chicken with Luke on the road to Ponds, however. He 
was a dare devil. He worked hard, though, as all the guys worked hard. 

Berdett Hess
“Barney gave him credit 

for an extra half  hour of  
working for milking the cow 
night and morning.” (Bernie)
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David and Barry were still very young, but they were out there doing the same 
kind of work as the rest, and through observation picked up on a few of their tricks.

Each escapade, through telling and retelling, became part of the local lore and 
was repeated from various perspectives. 

Mischief
David: In about 1952, we had two sawmills at our logging camp in Island 

Park. One was owned and operated by my dad, the other by my uncle. My uncle 
had a twenty-year-old working for him, a single guy who lived in the bunkhouse 
and whom we youngsters admired. Luke Lym was full of hell and #re. He rode 
bulls in the rodeo and took on dangerous logging jobs. To us kids, he was some-
what of a hero and great fun. On Saturday nights, you could bank on Luke visiting 
the local watering hole at Pond’s Lodge, drinking too much, staggering home very 
late, and plopping into his bunk. 

Tales of Escapades
One October a$ernoon, Luke regaled some of us younger folk with tales of 

his escapades — fun stu% he had done, especially tricks he had played on friends. 
“I’d go to the barn and get me some horsehair,” Luke said. “Horsehair? Whadja 
want that for?” we asked. Smiling broadly, Luke described how he 
would sneak into a barn, collect a few tail hairs o% each horse, and 
cut those into quarter-inch lengths. !en, Luke would sprinkle those 
sharp-as-a-needle horsehairs in someone’s bedding. He bragged and 
laughed about this trick and thought it was darn funny. Some of us 
thought so too. 

Horse-Hair Prank
In fact, as Halloween, the trick-or-treat season, approached, my 

brother Barry, another friend of ours, and I decided to do the horse-
hair trick on someone ourselves. But who? We could think of only 
one other person in the camp that we could play that prank on: Luke 
Lym! 

So on the following Saturday night, a$er Luke le$ for Pond’s 
Lodge, we crept into the barn and collected and prepared our am-
munition. !en we sneaked into the bunkhouse and discovered that 
Luke didn’t sleep between sheets. He slept between four layers of 
sheet blankets. We liberally sprinkled each of those sheet blankets 
with the horsehairs, vowed not to tell another soul what we had just 
done, and sneaked out of the bunkhouse. 

Halloween Tricks
Barry: Halloween was tremendous. My parents did not believe 

in “trick or treat,” so the kids did some tricking. One trick I remem-
ber well was when David and I put some chopped horsehair in the 
bed of a hired man, Luke Lym. Luke came home late and undressed, 
climbed into bed, had to get dressed and go out and borrow a sleep-
ing bag. He was terribly mad. We were glad he did not know who 
did it. 

David: !ree months later, a$er that year’s logging season end-
ed, Glenna visited my mother in Idaho Falls. She and Marj began 
talking about various incidents that had happened at camp that sea-
son, and I got in on the conversation. 

“By the way, did Luke ever say anything about horsehair in his 
bed?” I asked her. She whirled toward me. 

“Did you do that?”

David & Barry
“Our parents did not believe in 
‘trick or treat,’ so the kids did 
some tricking.” (Barry)
“Glenna said it was fortunate 
that we did not talk or Luke just 
might have killed us.” (David)
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“Well, I had a couple of helpers,” I admitted.
“Did you ever tell anyone else what you did?” she 

asked.
“No! We didn’t dare say anything.”
Glenna said it was fortunate that we had not talk-

ed because Luke just might have killed us. Apparently, 
Luke had staggered back to the bunkhouse at about 1:30 
A.M., stripped in the dark since the camp had no elec-
tricity, and fell into bed. He immediately discovered the 
cut horsehairs, jumped out of bed, threw the blanket 
that had been next to his body o% the bed and climbed 
back in. Only to jump back out! !at scenario got re-
peated for each blanket. Finally, Luke lit a kerosene 
lamp, got dressed, went over to another cabin, woke that 
person and borrowed a sleeping bag. Glenna said that 
she had to launder each of those blankets several times 
to get rid of all that horsehair.

“Luke was really mad,” she added. “I wouldn’t have 
been surprised at anything he did. I’m so glad you never 

told anyone or asked him about it. If you had asked him, he would have known 
you did it. !en, look out!” 

I told her that it was Luke who had told us about the horsehair trick in the 
#rst place, and Glenna said she thought that was pretty ironic. Luke #nally settled 
down, moved, married and disappeared from our lives.

I Thought it Funny – He Was Really Mad
Glenna: Luke Lym—he was a young single guy, and he was quite a guy, and 

he loved to drink, and he’d get soused. But he’d tell these kids all the fun stu% that 
he’d do to people. And he told them about cutting horse tail up real #ne and put-
ting it in a guy’s bed, and I guess it just itches and gets all over you, and it’s really 
hard. (Laugh)  And they thought that was a pretty good story, and he took o% over 
to Evanston over a weekend for something, and he’d been gone—I don’t know 
how long he was gone, but anyway, when he came back and got in his bed—and 
he’d been drinking. 

And David and Barry had decided to show him what it felt like, so they cut up 
this horse tail in little pieces and put it in his bed (laughs). And he didn’t really 
think it was near as funny as they. He was really mad at them. And I thought that 
was funny. And so, you know, there was always something going on.

Burlap in the Chimney
David: Another trick was to stu% burlap into the chimney pipe on a cabin 

and then put a large snowball on top of the chimney. Alfred came home to go to 
bed. He saw the snowball, knocked it o% and then went into the cabin. He built 
a #re and then undressed and went to bed. !e stove began to smoke a lot and 
he had to get up, get dressed and climb up on the cabin and pull the burlap out. 

Bear Head-in-the-Window
Probably the most memorable prank involved the bear head. !e pranksters 

were Luke Lym and the other guys working for Gene Jones. 
Included here are various versions of the bear head-in-the-window tale. 

Barry South, Glenna South Jones, Jeannie Jones, and Burton South all have varying 
details, especially concerning who shot the bear in the #rst place.

Luke Lym
One of  the colorful characters 
Gene Jones brought with him 

from Wyoming. “No one wanted 
to play chicken with Luke on the 

road to Ponds. He was a dare 
devil. He worked hard, though, 

as all the guys worked hard.” 
(Bernie)
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The Way Barry Told It
Barry: One day Bert Miller caught a big bear in his trap. He killed it and cut 

o% the bear’s head and showed it to a couple of the hired men at camp. !e men 
decided that they wanted to play with it. !ey waited until dark, and then they 
held it up to the window of Gene Jones’ cabin and scratched on the walls. Gene 
had a lot of company, including my family. Gene probably would have shot the 
bear’s head through the window, but one of the men slipped inside to keep him 
from doing it. 

Scream Heard for Ten Miles
A$er that the men took the head up to the logging camp where they poked it 

into the tent &ap of a timber cutter. !e cutter &ashed his light into the bear’s eyes. 
!e men said: “You could have heard the scream for ten miles.”

Glenna’s Account
Glenna: One time when David was a baby and Jeannie must have been about 

three, your dad [Barney] was over, and I don’t know if the boys, your brothers, 
[David and Barry] were there. I was getting supper, and some of the guys were 
sitting around the table, some was on the couch, sitting. I was at the stove, and it 
was situated in the corner-like place, and then there was kind of a double window. 

Unmerciful Scream
And Jeannie was sitting on the table—why there, I don’t know, but anyway, 

I was making gravy, and all of a sudden Jeannie turned around, and she let the 
most unmerciful scream of her, and I looked, and here was this hideous face—it 
was a bear head! It was kinda moving, you know, and my thought was that some-
body had shot that bear and it’s gone crazy. 

When she screamed—there was a gun rack behind the couch, and there was 
these guns hanging behind that these guys kept raising up to get, and then some-
body in the cabin—I don’t remember which one--knew what was going on. 

And what had happened is Luke and another kid that worked for us had killed 
that bear, and they cut the head o%, and then they put it on a stick, and stuck it 
up there in that window. And they don’t know how close it came—I guess the 
guy that was sitting there, he #nally stopped them, but they were ready to shoot 
the bear. But it was really scary. It really was. And those kids spent the rest of the 
night going around scaring everybody half to death. !ey sure thought that was 
a lot of fun. 

Burton Tells the Tale
Burton: Luke Lym and some of the younger guys were working for Gene 

and Glenna in Island Park. !ey killed a bear that kept coming down there into 
the garbage dump up there, and they skinned this bear out. And those guys went 
around one night, around to the cabins, and I don’t recall how many cabins there 
were, you know the families up there. And they had this bear head and this hide, 
one guy had it draped over him and they’d go up to the windows of the cabins, 
and they’d stick this head up, and of course, the blood coming out of its mouth, 
and you know, it looked real, just like a wounded bear. 

!ere were quite a few people over to Gene and Glenna’s, and them kids, they 
went over to scare everybody there in that cabin. And of course they had sense 
enough to send somebody in the house. Because Gene—they knew that if he saw 
that bear, well, somebody was going to get shot, you know, just that fast, because 
he wasn’t scared of anything. 

Screamed Bloody Murder
And Jeannie was just a little girl. And I guess they had just #nished eating and 

were still sitting at the table. And she was facing the window when they put 
that bear head up in that window. Jeannie just screamed bloody murder. 

“There was kind of  a double 
window. All of  a sudden 
Jeannie let out the most 
unmerciful scream, and I 
looked, and here was this 
hideous face--it was a bear 
head!” ( Glenna Jones)
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And Gene had a gun above him in a rack. And he had that gun so fast, that the 
guy just about didn’t get him stopped before he started shooting. And it wasn’t 
really all that funny, they realized, because they just scared poor little Jeannie 
right to death.

Jeannie: I remember sitting on the kitchen table and I looked up and there 
was a bear looking in the window. I wasn’t very big. I was just sitting—I looked 
over—here was this big bear looking at us. And everybody just went crazy. It 
scared them to death. And he’s lucky they didn’t shoot him. !e guy. I remember 
that like it was yesterday. 

Bear Head Inside Tent 
Burton: But a$er all the hallaballoo was over there, they were still intent on 

going up di%erent places and scare everybody they could. And they had moved a 
cutter up on Split Creek—he was cutting ties up there. And he had just got out of 
the marines. Well, the last thing that Gene and some of the others warned those 
kids about was going up there and scaring that guy, because he was so tough—
he’d just got out of the marines-- and that somebody was going to get hurt. Sure as 
the devil, somebody was going to get hurt if they went up there and started, you 
know, scaring those guys up there in those tents. 

Well, that was an invitation. !ey didn’t need anything more. !at was 
enough, so up Split Creek they headed, and they took that hide and head and 
got up there. And that guy’s was the #rst place they got to, and they went around 
the side of the tent, and they scratched on the tent, and then they stuck that bear 
head through the tent &ap. And that guy woke up and here was that bear head, 
the blood running down out of its mouth, and all they heard out of him was “ooh, 
ooh, ooh, ooh—it scared him so bad. !ey thought that was really great fun. 
!ose kids were something else. !ey kept things alive for Gene and Glenna all 
the time. !ey were always pulling things that just—never quit. 

Barney Shoots Bear from Porch
The bear incident most talked about by young members of the South family 

was when Barney shot a bear from the cabin porch. !at shot became leg-
endary. 

Barry: One day, about noon, a hired man came into 
the house and yelled, “!ere is a bear at the garbage hole.” 
Dad grabbed his .300 savage from over the door, where it 
always hung, and shot the bear from the back porch.

Bernie is the guy who detected the bear out in the 
woods. Except on Sundays, Marj cooked three hot meals 
a day not only for the family, but for some of the crew—
the unmarried guys. Bernie always ate with the family. 

Bernie: We were all seated, Berdett, Jim Taylor. We 
#nished eating. I walked out the door onto the porch. 
!ere were two posts there on the porch. I spotted that 
bear at the clearing and carefully backed up into the house.

Barney had his ri&e hanging above the door, and he got 
it down. He took a rest on one post and shot. !e bear 
disappeared. !ere was quite a big log, and the bear went 
over the log, fell and died out sight. !e whole camp came 
out so see the bear.

“Barney had his rifle hanging 
above the door, and he got 
it down. He took a rest on 

one post and shot. The bear 
disappeared. There was quite 

a big log, and the bear went 
over the log, fell and died out  

of  sight.”  (Bernie Knapp)
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Mrs. Whiting came over and said, “Oh that poor little bear, that 
poor little bear.” Later she was up at Split Creek, picking huckleber-
ries. She came around some bushes, and there was a bear; a$er that 
she had a di%erent idea about bears.

M’Jean: !e day Barney shot the bear is an early memory. I 
can picture him out on the porch and #ring a shot. But since the 
bear disappeared, no one knew yet what had happened to the bear. 
Everyone got pretty excited and went out to the woods to #nd out, 
except Myrna and me. We were scared of bears. Sensibly, we ran into 
the bedroom and scrambled under the bed.

Everyone who witnessed or heard about the bear event was im-
pressed that Barney had taken the bear down at that distance with 
one shot. !e kids were all proud to tell anyone who came around 
how our daddy had shot the bear. 

!e familiar chant from one of our favorite childhood games took on a whole 
new meaning: “No bears out tonight – Daddy shot them all last night!”

Tracking a Wounded Bear
Bernie was a fairly young kid when he had his courage tested, when Barney 

took him to help track a wounded bear.

Bernie: Something about Barney I can remember. I can’t believe Barney was 
that trusting. My dad and I went over to the new garbage dump on the road to 
Shotgun Valley. A new garbage dump just o% the road that goes to Island Park 
Reservoir about a quarter of a mile west of the highway.  My dad shot a bear. !e 
bear was at the garbage dump when dad shot it and then just ran back in the 
timber. We could see blood and knew he had hit it.   

We had a spotlight. He was wounded. We looked around for a while. We were 
pretty cautious and stayed in the car with the spotlight. 

Sad to Leave wounded Bear
When we got back in camp, he told Barney. Barney thought it pretty sad to 

leave a wounded bear. Barney got his .300 Savage and took me back over there. He 
had a spotlight run by a car battery. He had alligator clips on the battery hooked 
up to the light. I was carrying the battery in a #shing bag over my shoulder--with 
clips on the light.   

We were walking out thru there looking for that bear. As skittish as I was in 
those days, if I  had gotten scared or something, I might have started to run, and 
with just a clip coming o% the battery, there we’d been in the dark. It surprises me 
now to think Barney would take that risk with me, with just those clips keeping 
that battery going. We never did #nd the bear or any sign of it. 

Head-On Meeting a Bear
Glenna’s brother, Dan, worked for Gene the #rst summer they were 

there. When his brother, Burton, came for a visit, David and Barry 
saw to it that their much-admired older cousin was well entertained.

Burton: Well, we had just been there a little while when David and Barry 
wanted to go #shing, and boy, I love to #sh, so we went up to Split Creek. And 
as I remember Split Creek, it was just solid willows—it was hard to get into. But 
the minute you dropped your line in, you had #sh, just that fast, you know, and 
we were just catching #sh right and le$, you know, just these little pan-sized #sh.

!ere was a log protruding out through the willows across the creek, and I 
was going to get out on that log and #sh in the middle of the creek, you know—it 

Burton South
“I parted the 
willows on this side, 
and that bear parted the 
willows on the other 
side, and I don’t know 
which of  us was scared 
the most.” (Burton South)

“My dad (Grandpa Knapp) 
shot a bear. We had a 
spotlight. He was wounded. 
We were pretty cautious 
and stayed in the car with 
the spotlight.
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wasn’t very wide. Most places I guess you could jump across it if you could #nd 
it, you know, in the willows. 

Bear Parted the Willows Opposite
And I parted the willows on this side, and that bear parted the willows on 

the other side, and I don’t know which of us was scared or turned around the 
fastest, but we both turned around, you know. And then, of course, I didn’t know 
anything about bears, you know, and golly, I don’t know how far it would have 
been down to Island Park, down to the old millset there, and we went back down 
there and got a gun, and we was going to go up there and get that bear, but we 
never did see it. 

Barry’s Bow & Arrow Bear
Barry: !ere were two brothers who were regular customers at our mill. 

!ey were Cli% and Virgil Jensen. !ey bought a lot of slabs from the mill and 
hauled them to the valley and resold them mostly to farmers who used them for 
covering the A Frame logs of the straw and dirt covered potato cellars. !e broth-
ers became good friends. Cli% hauled most of the slabs. He had a Studebaker 
truck that he would back up to the slab pile and load up.

Some of the slabs that are cut have nice straight edges. When Cli% loaded his 
truck he always stacked the edged slabs against the outside stakes so the load 
would look real nice so it would be easier to sell. Cli% called this, “dressing the 
load.”

Sawdust Pile Back Stop
One day Cli% showed up with his new toy, a bow and arrows. He had to show 

it o%. !e big sawdust pile made a perfect back stop. It didn’t take many archery 
practice sessions before David and I got hooked. I think we bought our #rst #ber 
glass bow by ordering it from the Herter’s Catalog that we had. A$er a couple of 
years we bought a pretty nice laminated wood #berglass bow. 

I enjoyed the bow. I never did make a serious attempt to hunt big game with 
it. I did shoot a few rock chucks, porky pines and ru%ed grouse.

Bow Hunt Glory
!ere is always a certain amount of adventure or glory that goes along with 

shooting a bear or big game animal with a bow. I was certainly willing to try to 
get a big critter if the right opportunity came along. One day I was driving to the 
woods alone and I had the bow, and some nice aluminum hunting arrows and our 
.22 semi auto ri&e. I saw a bear. 

Rifle Backup
Bears in the woods are seldom seen and when they are they usually disappear 

very quickly. !is bear moved into the timber quite slowly. I #gured maybe it 
was a dislocated park bear. I thought this is my chance to get a bear with a bow. 
I needed to get closer. !at meant leaving the protection of the truck. “What if 
I wounded the bear and he came a$er me. I’ll take the ri&e along, but it’s only a 
.22.”  !e timber was thick. 

Bent Arrows
I started following the bear, until I got to within about 50 yards. I shot an 

arrow and missed. !e arrow glanced o% a tree. !e bear moved further from 
the truck. I followed, and I got close enough for another shot. I set the ri&e down 
and shot a couple more arrows. I missed again. !e bear kept moving, and the 
same thing happened again. I shot about 5-6 arrows. I missed the bear, but bent 
a couple more arrows. 

Maybe not Smart
!e further I got from the truck the less sure I was that I wanted to hit the 

bear. I decided that what I was doing might not be the smartest thing to do. I bid 
the bear goodbye, and took the bow, the .22 ri&e and my bent arrows and went 

Barry South, Bow 
Hunter

“I started following the 
bear, shot an arrow and 

missed. The further I 
got from the truck the 

less sure I was that I 
wanted to hit the bear.” 

(Barry)
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back to the truck. 

Bear Cave Saga
The story of the Bear Cave is more than a legend. It is a saga. It started in the 

50’s and it continues today. Time has changed many things in Island Park, 
but the Bear Cave remains the same. Many of you reading this have been 

there. !is is how the South Family became acquainted with the Bear Cave.

Bert and Susie - Sheepherders
Barry: Every summer an old couple named Bert and Susie Miller ran a herd 

of sheep in the forest around the mill. Bert was really a nice guy. !ey came to the 
mill quite o$en to visit our family.

Number One Enemy - Bears
Old Bert—his number one enemy was—the bears—cause every once in a 

while the bears would get into his sheep and kill a few of them, or really stir them 
up, and spread them out quite a bit. Bert hated bears. So he used to carry a .45 
pistol in a holster. Just about every time you’d see him, he’d have that .45 with him. 
He also had some bear traps.

And one day he came into camp, and he started talking about a bear that he 
had shot, and this bear was down by Ripley Butte. And he says, “!e bear went 
into a cave, and I think I wounded it, but I didn’t dare go into the cave a$er it.”  So 
he talked to Dad, and between the two of them, they #gured they ought to go #nd 
that cave and see if the bear was still alive. David and I got to tag along. 

Dead Bear - Spooky
We found the cave and the dead bear. !e cave was cool and dark and inter-

esting, but with a dead bear inside and close to the entrance no one wanted to 
explore the cave. !e men carried guns but everybody was just spooky enough 
that they weren’t really committed to going clear down to the end of that cave, 
and we didn’t. !ey decided to explore it later. We blazed a trail to the road and 
went home.

Critter in the Cave
Later on, through the years, we made several trips to the cave. We always took 

a ri&e, and one time it got pretty exciting, as our &ashlights picked up a pair of 
eyes heading, ahead of us in the cave. !e eyes were moving, and a scraping noise 
accompanied the movement. Guns at the ready. Wait and see. !ere are bare bear 
bones back at the entrance. Is this a bear?  Scrape, scrape. What would it do in 
this cave if I #re a big ri&e down in there?  Little bit worried about caving the cave 
in. What will the bear do if we miss?  !e eyes and the scraping were coming our 
way. It turned out to be a big porcupine. What a relief!

Cave Passageway
For years we would make that a kind of a fun outing to go hike over to that 

cave and go down to the cave and go down to the end. !e cave was a lava tube 
cave that had an arched roof and a somewhat level &oor from side to side, but the 
&oor sloped downward the full length of the cave. At the end of the cave the roof 
just sloped down and met the cave &oor. I guess that the cave was probably two to 
three hundred yards long. And for a long time, we went to what we thought was 
the end of the cave. !ere appeared to be a hole at the very end of the cave but 
it narrowed down from top to bottom to where you really had to get down and 
crawl through wet sand to get to it. 
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Crawled
One time I crawled. My friend, Delynn Russell, and I crawled right back to the 

very end, and I stuck my head down there in that hole at the back of it, and the 
hole was maybe a foot and a half wide and 6 or 8 inches high. When I stuck my 
face in there, I felt a signi#cant amount of air coming out of that hole. So I #gured, 
“Hey, there’s gotta be more cave down there, or another entrance, or something.” 

I looked at the hole and decided that with a shovel a person might get through. 
I was 18 years old then, and with my close friend, Delynn Russell, who helped me 
at the mill, we decided to come back with tools.

Lights and Shovels
So we went home and got some shovels, lights, and rough clothes and came 

back. We shoveled and squirmed our way through a 30 foot long tubular passage-
way into the large cavern. !e second part of the cave was about as long as the 
#rst. !ere was no other entrance way. !ere were some large caverns (maybe 
30-40 $. wide and 30’ high) and the formation was di%erent.

Stalagmites
A lot of the bottom of the cave was a real slick clay. It was slick enough that you 

could almost slide on it like you would ice. But there was another interesting part 
of it. !ere were some small stalagmites on the &oor, but they weren’t a normal 
cave stalagmite; they appeared to be from dripping molten lava. !ey weren’t 
really big. !ose stalagmites were sticking up anywhere from about 6 to 8 inches 
high. I think the highest one we saw in there was about a foot and a half high. 
And they were quite black, and you could just see where drops of molten lava had 
dropped on them and just kinda spread out a little. It was really interesting. I’m 
sure they are still there. 

First People  - that Part of the Cave
I am sure my friend Delynn and I were the #rst people ever to go into that part 

of the cave. My family moved away from Island Park a$er I was 19 years old. I 
moved back when I was about 25 but never tried to go back to the cave for anoth-
er 10 years. By then the stud mill loggers had clear cut the area a lot and I haven’t 
been able to #nd it again. I’ll keep trying. It may be that my friend and I are still 
the only people that ever went into the second section of the cave.

Bear Cave Conversation: Judy & M’Jean
Judy: Tell me, do you remember Ripley’s butte—the cave on Ripley’s butte?
M’Jean: I remember hearing about it, but 
Judy: But did you go in the cave on Ripley’s Butte?
M’Jean: No, did you?
Judy: Yes.
M’Jean: Really!
Judy: Yes. We went down inside there--the #rst year. Now, a$er that I was 

smart enough to say no, because I really don’t like caves, but David found the cave 
on Ripley’s Butte. I thought for sure there’d be a bear in there. It was really totally 
scary. Of course bears don’t, you know, sleep all summer, so I should have been 
realizing that I wasn’t going to be that--it was like a bear’s cave, you know. 

M’Jean: Did it stink?
Judy: You could stand up. No. I don’t remember that it stunk. No, it was just 

a gray cave inside the Ripley’s Butte.
M’Jean: I never had the privilege. 
Judy: David went back to #nd that later one, and he couldn’t #nd it. I guess 

maybe he probably did #nd it, but times when I was not with him, but the next 
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time he and I went out to #nd it, we couldn’t.

Cave Exploration
Randy: (Family Reunion Tales) - Barry told you the stu% about the cave this 

morning. And I thought you knew this, Barry, but I tagged along with Barry and 
David a few times to look at the cave, and I remembered that blazed trail. When 
I got to be about 18, I used to go to that cave with my buddies. And I crawled 
through that tunnel and back into the back room and I—we—somebody said 
they thought that tunnel branched o%—I don’t want to get lost. So we took a rope 
and threaded the rope through that tunnel, and when we le$, we le$ the rope. 
And I’m sure that rope is still there. And I would SO like to #nd that thing.

We tried a couple of times—Andrew and I took horses one day. We rode hors-
es one full day, just crisscrossed that whole area and never found it. We did #nd 
two other caves—but nothing that was awesome as the one.

!e initial discovery of the bear cave was probably in 1953 or 1954. About 57 
years later it was rediscovered by Randy. On Sat, Jul 31, 2010 at 10:43 PM, Randy 
South wrote:

Dear Fam.
News Flash!!
I just got a call from Steve Knapp. I had called him earlier last week to tell 

him the news that we found the bear cave. Steve and Bernie and Warren were the 
#rst ones to go into the bear cave. Anyway. Steve just today found SPLIT CREEK 
FALLS!!! He will be sending to me coordinates tomorrow. He said it is just barely 
trickling water right now but it is there. He said it is about #ve miles of the most 
di"cult hike he has ever been on. He said he has pictures that he will send. If I 
get them I will forward. Isn’t it amazing, the bear cave and Split Creek Falls in 
one week!

Randy

Split Creek Falls
Steve: One thing I remember about Barney was when they had the sawmill 

up on split Creek, he always told of Split Creek Falls. When I was a little kid that 
fascinated me. And so when I got older, I used to #sh there with some of my 
friends. We’d ride up with Gene Jones on his truck, and then we’d #sh and then 
we’d catch a ride home. I looked all over Split Creek, and I couldn’t #nd Split 
Creek Falls.

And so when I got older, and married, and looking for things, I thought, “I’ve 
got to #nd Split Creek Falls.”  So one day, a$er I’d searched several years in a row 
and not found it, I kinda #gured out where it must be. And my boys and I went 
up there about two years ago, and came down the middle fork, and we found 
Split Creek Falls. So I know it’s there. And I’ve seen it.  And I heard about it from 
Uncle Barney.

A$er the location of the bear cave was #nally rediscovered, it has been visited 
many times. An excursion to the bear cave has become a popular activity (at least 
for the adventurous) at family reunions.

Randy: Bear Cave 
RediscoverySent by email June 1, 2017

Dear M’Jean,
Here is the Bear Cave Story:
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Bear Cave on Ripley Butte                                                                       
Randy: Sometime about the middle of the 20th Century, Old man Miller and 

his wife, the sheepherders that ran their sheep up through the Island Park, Idaho 
back country, came  into the sawmill looking for some help. !e Millers were 
good friends and friendly people that came around for a visit once in a while. 
Turns out that Miller had shot a black bear, of course to defend his sheep, and the 
bear up and disappeared down into a hole in the ground. Miller wanted that bear 
but, who in their right mind would go down into a black hole  a$er a wounded 
bear?! Hence the visit to the South Sawmill to ask Barney and some of the mill 
hands to help retrieve the bear.

!at was the #rst time anyone can recall any experience with what has been 
nick named “!e Bear Cave”

David South, and Barry South and Cousin Steve Knapp were some #rst visi-
tors to what sort of became a family cave. It was a family cave because for the most 
part it was those in the immediate and extended family who knew about the cave 
and thought it interesting enough to make the trek.

Since the discovery of the cave and for about thirty years the cave was visited 
by family and close friends because it was a cool thing to explore and was a great 
excursion to show friends and relatives.

To enter the cave a person has to climb down while twisting and turning 
through a narrow broken up jumble of large lava rocks. And then you better stay 
hunkered over for the next twenty feet or so because the ceiling is really low at 
#rst. !en the cave opens up into a very large lava tube that runs on a steady and 
gradual downhill slant. !e #rst room is about six hundred feet long. For the 
most part the ceiling is between eight and ten feet in height and the width is likely 
twenty to thirty feet. !e temperature feels great on a hot summer day because 
the temperature inside has to be right at 32 degrees. How do you know? Because 
there is ice in the middle of the cave that melts very very slowly over the period of 
summer. Many tracks can be found about a hundred yards into the cave. Without 
lights it is total darkness.

A$er reaching the 600 foot mark the ceiling starts slanting down until at the 
very back of this #rst room there is only a hole just barely large enough for a per-
son laying &at to squeeze through. !e hole has not always been there but Barry 
and his friends, when teenagers, took shovels back there one day and dug enough 
sand out that it was possible to squeeze through into the second room.

A$er laying &at in cold muddy water and inching and squirming along for 
about twenty feet you enter the second room. !e second room is larger than 
the #rst with an initial height of maybe thirty feet or more and perhaps equal in 
width. !is second room extends similarly down and away for about another six 
hundred feet until the ceiling again comes down to where there is truly an end to 
the cave. In one area the explorer has to negotiate around a big pile of lava rocks 
that have fallen from the ceiling.

You may ask what is in the cave. Not much, but a few things that make it fun.
In the #rst half there are bear tracks in the mud that are perfectly preserved. 

How old are they no one knows. !ey may be one year old or they could be thir-
ty-four years old. !ere is no way of knowing.

!ere is ice in the middle of the #rst room. Why in the middle? No one knows. 
!e ice melts as the summer goes along and during the winter it accumulates 
again. But who knows why it is just in the middle? 

Bears have over the years made little sleeping areas near the back of the #rst 
room by piling up sand in a circle to cuddle and curl into. As of last week there 
are 14 such bear beds in the back of the #rst room.

In the second room there are stalagmites and stalactites. !ey look to be of 
some kind of lava composition, not necessarily like those made of calcium that I 
have seen in other caves.
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!e &oor near the back of the second room is a very slick clay. So slick you 
could slip and fall easily if not careful.   

In 1976 we lost track of the location of the cave! !at is right, it may as well 
have disappeared o% the face of the planet. !e old way to get to the cave was on 
a little old windy road through the forest to a speci#c spot where there was a big 
blaze made on a certain tree. From that tree you would hike a quarter of a mile or 
so following the blaze marks on trees made by the ax of the original spelunkers. 
But in the 70’s, the stud mill in St. Anthony, Idaho, was hungry for logs to saw 
into lumber and millions of board feet of timber were logged out of Island Park 
in a clear cut manner. When the logging went through the Ripley Butte country 
the old simple back woods roads were obliterated by the caterpillars and skidders 
that ran through that country. !e blazes on the trees disappeared because the 
trees disappeared.

Until that time I used to go to the cave a few times a year just to show it o% to 
my friends. To my knowledge it was the summer of 1976 when the cave was lost 
and the #ve twenty two year old kids were the last to see the cave for decades.

What a cool thing to lose, and so for thirty four years many people associ-
ated with the extended family members that originally went through the cave 
looked, and hunted, and hiked, and dreamed of #nding what was a little like a 
lost treasure to the family. Several motorcycle trips through the country availed 
nothing but hard rides through rough country. Horse trips ended up with some 
worn out horses. Hikes by the dozens for dozens of miles led to nothing but nice 
hikes through some pretty rough country. Once Barry and I &ew over in a semi 
coordinated &ight with his Columbia airplane. !e airplane was just too fast to 
see anything.

Ripley Butte is a Lava Caldera about a half mile across. !e rim around the 
crater rises gradually in the area for a few hundred feet. !e area is so wooded 
that you really don’t notice the butte for what it is but can easily assume that it is 
like any other hill. !e area around the perimeter of the butte (outside the crater) 
is peculiar in that it all looks the same. On an overcast day a person can get lost 
in a heartbeat. !e volcanic activity of thousands of years ago le$ the country 
scattered with intermittent piles and hills of broken lava that are all intermixed 
in the forest itself. Keep in mind this is centered in the great Island park Volcano 
(caldera) that is 50 or sixty miles across. Anyway, because of the unique terrain, 
#nding the bear cave is like #nding a, (you guessed it) a needle in a haystack.

A$er being thwarted in our attempts for thirty-four years, but still feeling like 
it would be an awesome thing to locate and experience again, the next generation 
of South boys decided to try it again in August [or July] of 2010. !e plan this 
time included renting a helicopter to &y low and slow over the area in hopes that 
we could see more from the air. Derek South lined up a helicopter to take two up 
from Idaho Falls to meet the ground crew on either the horses or the dirt bikes. 
We all had our radio GPS’ set for the occasion. !e Wednesday night before, we 
#gured and read the maps and called Barry and David both on the phone one 
last time to get as close to the area in our minds as we possibly could be. !en 
on !ursday we went up on the dirt bikes to establish reference points for coor-
dination between the ground crew and the helicopter crew. On that !ursday 
morning, a$er establishing a jumping o% point from the roads into the lava area, 
Derek, Joshua, Andrew, and Randy, decided to hike it one last time.

All le$ the dirt bikes on the road and started out through the thick woods. 
We spread out about 100 yards apart and moved due south following the GPS 
compass and keeping track of each other with the GPS radio. A quarter of a mile 
into the journey the thought occurred to me repeatedly that our Father up above 
knew where the cave was, and why not ask for His help. So it was my pleasure to 
pause and ask a plea for divine help. My feelings thoughts and words were; that I 
knew that our Father knew where the cave was, that we would like to know, and it 
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would be a great tender mercy if we were 
allowed to have His help in looking and 
#nding the cave. A$er my heartfelt plea I 
continued on due south listening to ev-
ery inclination carefully that came to my 
mind. I found myself turning here and 
there, and in no time was traveling not 
due South but due West, and a$er about 
a half mile walked directly up to the en-
trance of the bear cave!

A$er a very heartfelt thanks to our 
Father, who knows all things, it was a 
privilege to radio the boys to tell them 
the news! With the radio direction #nd-
ing capability of the GPS radios they 

could then walk directly to where I was 
also. And for the #rst time in thirty-four years we were able to descend 
into the cool of the cave.

We scrambled in, found the bear prints, felt the ice, saw the bear beds, 
and Joshua and Andrew, crawled through the icy water, saw the stalactites 
and the stalagmites and had a grand time. When we #nally ascended back 
into the warm sunshine we all marked the coordinates. Needless to say we 
canceled the helicopter ride scheduled for the following day.

Now that is not the end of the story. !e very next day it was a privilege 
for me to go with some of the venturing scouts on their summer trip to 
the mountains. Consequently we had a golden opportunity to show the 
scouts, you guessed it, the bear cave. It would be a snap to #nd it now; a$er 
all we had just been there the day before?

Not so, we parked the vehicle exactly in the new jumping o% spot on 
the new logging road and started hiking to where I was certain we would 
#nd the cave. But in no time the cave was lost again! Or should I say I 
was lost again. !e Ripley Butte area had fooled me again. Finally I dug 
out my GPS and a$er acquiring the satellites I looked for the Bear Cave 

waypoint only to #nd that I had not marked it the day 
before a$er all.

Fortunately my cell phone worked great in that area. 
A$er calling Derek on the phone, obtaining the coordi-
nates from him, and keying the proper latitude and lon-
gitude we again walked right up to the entrance of the 
cave. It turned out that we had skirted around, passed by 
and almost tripped over the entrance in our wanderings. 
!e Ripley Butte area will surely foul a guy up!

So there you have it. !e story of the Bear Cave which 
many people in the family of the newest generation have 
already been through this year and the story now is only 
about a month old.

!e best part of the whole thing is knowing there 
is a God who loves His children, who will grant tender 
mercies to those who ask and He has the ability to guide 
people with a system far better than any man made GPS. 
It also proves that our memories are not as good as we 
think they are.

Isn’t it a wonderful thing to know God is over all and 
will help us as we ask and as we are worthy of His help.
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A$er the location of the 
bear cave was #nally redis-
covered, it has been visited 
many times. An excursion 
to the bear cave has become 
a popular activity (at least for 
the adventurous) at family re-
unions.
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Down in the Valley
Sharing enhances anything, just anything.-Marj

Because of the logging and sawmill, the timber and wide open spaces, the 
horses, hunting and #shing, the sawdust pile, the train, and camp itself, ma-
ny--maybe most--of the family’s fond memories are unique to Island Park. 

!e South family also enjoyed living about half of each year in the “big city.” 
While residing in Island Park, someone expecting to make a trip to Idaho Falls 

would mention going to “I F” or “to the valley.”

Idaho Falls, Idaho
David: Mormon pioneers developed the irrigated land in and around 

Idaho Falls, where they grew hay, grain and potatoes — their big cash crop. 
!e area also had a few other industries, mostly related to agriculture. !e 
Navy had a large facility west of Idaho Falls called the Testing Station, where 
they tested battleship guns during World War II. 

In the 1950s, the then newly formed Atomic Energy Commission (AEC) 
turned the Navy’s Testing Station into the National Reactor Testing Station. 
Many early nuclear reactors were built there, including a prototype for the 
driving and control portions of the Nautilus submarine. !at put Idaho Falls 
on the map! It got to be the place where Navy nuclear submariners went for 
training. Various reactor and atomic energy experiments conducted in our 
area created jobs, attracted newcomers and stimulated construction. 

In addition to the Navy Test Reactors, we had a nuclear airplane proto-
type in the desert.

Modern IF
When I was a boy, returning to Idaho Falls for the winter was tanta-

mount to moving to the big city and the twentieth century. We lived in al-
most the poorest section of town on an unpaved street, but we had running 
water and electricity, and the town had sidewalks, streetlights, stores and 
theaters. 

Obviously we had no television; radio provided most of our entertain-
ment. But my life there was a delightful, illuminating experience. 

I grew up among friends, people with whom I could go to church or 
enjoy a movie or a Boy Scout activity. I could walk or ride a bike to school 
and get a good education. 

Chapter 81

David & M’Jean
Barney

Barry & Myrna
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New House on Ada
!e little log house at 950 Ada Avenue was soon to be the “old house,” as Bar-

ney #nished the interior of the big log home directly across the street at 955 Ada. 
!e house had three levels! On the main &oor was a living room, kitchen, bath-
room, and two bedrooms. A large, rather grand staircase in the kitchen led to the 
long attic room, the full length of the house, with walls lined with knotty pine. A 
door in the kitchen opened onto the stairway to the un#nished basement.

Oil Heater -  Furnace 
When the family #rst moved into the new house, the furnace had not yet been 

installed. An oil heater which burned #2 fuel oil was used for a while. In the cold 
mornings, the kids would huddle around the heater in the living room. Once the 
furnace was functioning, what a luxury it was to have a warm house in the morn-
ings. And without anyone’s having to get up and build a #re! A truck delivered coal 
for the furnace. It was sent down through a little door on the side of the house by 
way of the coal chute to the coal bin in the basement. !e coal had to be regularly 
shoveled into the #rebox, and the clinkers had to be removed and taken out to the 
alley behind the house--same as the garbage—to await the garbage truck.

!e front door opened into the living room; there was a large window in front 
to the east and another on the south side.

Barry & David
 In the spacious 3-level 
new house, once the fur-
nace was installed, no one 
had to get up early in the 
morning to build a fire. 
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Modern Kitchen
In the kitchen, Marj had an electric range with a deep well cooker, facilitating 

the tradition of lima beans on washday! Next to the stove was a nice refrigera-
tor. Against the adjacent wall were cupboards, cabinets, and Marj’s #rst built-in 
sink. Opposite the stove and fridge was the eating area, basically a corner nook 
enclosed on three sides: two sides were windowed walls, and 
the third, the staircase, which was o$en lined with 
indoor plants.

With running hot water, doing dishes was a 
pleasure! Marj had some volunteer help 
when David gave her a promisory note, 
which she saved as a keepsake.

Washday – Mangle Iron
In town, Marj did not have the same 

fondness for washday, as she had in Island 
Park. !e atmosphere in the basement, 
where the electric wringer washer was set up, 

Barney & his 
adorable kids:

Barry, David, 
M’Jean, Myrna 

Lynn

Marj’s flower pot
Marj’s plants often 
lined the staircase.
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did not compare to the fresh air in the 
woods. Clothes lines were strung in 
the back yard, and a few in the base-
ment. !e clothes o% the line never 

smelled quite so fresh, and as 
the air was somewhat tainted 
with smoke from everyone’s 

coal furnaces, they never looked 
quite so white. 

A luxury in the new house was 
Marj’s Mangle iron, which she loved. 
She could iron a shirt in just a couple 

of minutes. Before the days of permanent 
press, it was pretty nice to have a quick, slick way to iron sheets 
and pillow cases, especially when they weren’t being whipped and 
smoothed on the line in the Island Park breeze.

First Telephone
M’Jean: It was pretty exciting when we got our #rst telephone. It 

was installed in the kitchen in the little nook behind the door to the 
hallway. !e number was 3348J. !e kids liked to answer the phone 
and could even make calls. Sometimes we would call Grandma Knapp. 
!ere was a number you could call at Christmas time to talk with Santa 
Claus and tell him what you wanted for Christmas. !ere was a number 
to call to #nd out what time it was. Of course you could also set your 

clock to the White Star Laundry’s noon whistle.
When you picked up the receiver, you would hear the voice of the 

operator say “Number, please.” You would give her the number, and she 
would connect you. !at is, if the line were free. Since we had a party 
line, sometimes you would pick up the phone and hear two neighbors 
talking. !at would call for patience, waiting for them to #nish their 
call.

Miji Note: However, we NEVER picked up the phone and heard a re-
corded voice say, “Our menu has changed. To continue in English, press 
on!”

Ada Avenue Neighbors
!e neighbors on the south side were the Southwicks, a nice, 

quiet older couple. On the north side was a vacant lot, which the 
owner turned into a giant garden every year.

Across the street was our little old log house, now rented to 
the John and June Brocksome family. !e three children were Shirley, Brent, and 
Steve. Shirley was M’Jean’s age, and they became lifelong friends. 

Grandma Hannah - BRoom
Across the street diagonally was the big apartment house where Grandma 

Hannah South lived. Before the family had a phone, sometimes a call for Barney 

Marj
Although seldom seen in Island 
Park wearing anything other 
than a shirt and dungarees, at 
her home in town Marj wore 
what was generally referred to 
as a “house dress.”

Mangel Iron
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would come to Grandma’s phone at the apartment house, and 
she would cross the street to tell him. When it was snowy, she 
would have her broom to sweep a path in the snow. 

Barry: I don’t remember much about Grandma South—
Hannah. I didn’t get to know her very much at all except for 
when she was pretty old. She was a sweet old lady. 

I do remember one thing very, very clearly. It was when we 
were living in Idaho Falls. She lived in the big old apartment 
house across the road from our house that we lived in. But just 
about every day, Grandma would come over, and that was okay, 
except for one thing—she had to kiss all the grandkids, so when 
she came over, you knew that there was a big ole wet kiss coming 
right at you, and that was not very fun at all. Other than that, she 
was a great old lady.

M’Jean: !e kids did not like to see Grandma coming across 
the street. We did not want to get kissed. I remember that Myrna 
and I ran and hid under the bed.

Glenna Jones: I remember then when we lived in Idaho Falls, I guess when 
David and Jeannie were still little, she would come down to see us nearly every 
day. We lived down on North Boulevard below that house then. She’d bring the 
broom with her, and, boy, she could outwalk a horse. She’d just come down the 
road with that broom—said she kept it to keep her from falling down. 

And she’d put powder all over her face, and when she’d blink her eyes, it 
wouldn’t hardly work, cause she had it all over. And David—she had a mole right 
here on her face--and when he’d see her coming, he’d go hide. She’d always kiss all 
of us, and that mole would kind of stick him, and he didn’t like it at all.

Kids’ Stuff
Silly old-time traditions: When a toddler fell down, a near-by adult would say, 

“Down went Magee.” Gently poking the tummy of a little tyke with a broomstick or 
something similar, a grown-up would say. “Who stole the bishops hay?” 

M’Jean and Myrna regarded their big brothers as being very knowing and ca-
pable, inventive, quite fun, and sometimes tricky. One of their favorite gags was to 
say,  “Adam and Eve and Pinch-me-quick went down to the river to swim. Adam 

and Eve were drowned. Who was le$?” !e obvious answer was followed 
by the obvious result--a quick pinch!

Pencil in the Eye
In the comparatively con#ned quarters, David and Barry came up 

with various types of entertainment. 

Barry: As kids David and I played a lot. We liked rock &ippers. !ey were 
not indoor toys. A substitute–little ones using elastic bands.

Barney had bought a big box of pencils. !ey were perfect for the new &ip-
pers. !ey were not sharpened. We shot at each other.

At one little battle he was at one end of the couch and I was at the other. 
!ere was a narrow space between the couch and the wall. I crouched down and 
looked toward David’s end from behind the couch.

Grandma Hannah 
South

Crossing the street 
from the apartment 

house, perhaps to call 
Barney to the phone
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Bam! A pencil hit me in the eye--pretty hard. 
Luckily it was not sharpened. 

My parents looked at the eye. !ere was blood 
starting to #ll the iris ring. O% to the doctor. 

!e doctor said Barry has to be kept very still. He 
could lose the eye. To the hospital.

Both eyes bandaged. Lie down and stay still. 
When someone came into the room, I had to li$ up 
the patch over the good eye to see them. I was in the 
hospital for a few days—maybe 4 or 5 days.

Bunker Hill
Fortunately, for his eagle eye hunting superior-

ity, Barry su%ered no lasting damage. 
!ere was a round hassock in the living room. 

It took a beating from the kids. It was fun to stand 
on, jump from, roll around on. 

Sometimes everyone wanted the hassock and 
played a game. Someone would stand on the has-
sock and exclaim, “I’m the boss of bunker Hill. I 
can #ght, and I can kill.” !en everyone else would 
try to push him/her o%. !ere would be a tussle, 
and whoever came out on top would stand up on the hassock and say, “I’m 
the boss of Bunker Hill. I can #ght, and I can kill, etc.”

Measles, Mumps, Chicken Pox
!e kids all took their turns having the common childhood diseases of 

measles, mumps, and chicken pox, for which there were no immunizations.
 

M’Jean: We did have to go to some public place to receive our smallpox 
vaccinations. We stood in a long line waiting for our shots. My smallpox 
inoculation scar is still slightly visible.

Shows & “Blanket Shows”
Movies were usually called “shows.”  !e kids always were excited 

about going to a show. !ere were three indoor theatres in Idaho Falls, 
the fanciest being the Paramount. !e other two were the Rio and the 
Center. Usually the family went to the Drive-in. !ere were two in 
Idaho Falls, one on each end of town, the Motor Vu and the Sky Vu.

M’Jean: Most shows had a boring part at the beginning with some men 
talking and talking. !ere was always a #ght with the Indians. Someone 
would always get shot with an arrow which would go right through him—
pretty alarming to me. !e cavalry would be so slow to get there, but at last 
would come to save the day. 

When we thought we were going to see a show, then were told it was just 
a “blanket show,” it would add insult to injury, enough to make you mad. 
We were being told to go to bed; the blanket show was nothing but your 
dreams!

Occasionally the kids saw a show 
at the Paramount, the fanciest 
of  the 3 movie theatres in Idaho 
Falls. More often the family went 
to the drive-in.

Myrna, Barry, David, M’Jean
Big brothers were inventive, fun, 
sometimes tricky.
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Baby Clothes Robbery
From the time she was very small M’Jean 

loved to play with dolls. Before she could even 
talk she got a kewpie doll whose name tag read 
“Rosie O’Neill.”  She tried to say Rosie O’Neill, 
but what came out was “Nurr Nurr.”  From then 
on Kewpie dolls in the family were “Nurr Nurr.”  

M’Jean: Playing with dolls and doll clothes 
was one of my favorite things to do, especially 
with my sister Myrna.

Near our new house in Idaho Falls was a 
basement house—quite common in those days-
-just a basement with a roof. One day the young 
mom who lived there washed her new little ba-
by’s clothes and set them out on the lawn to 
dry. When no one was looking, I gathered up 
some of the baby clothes for my doll, took them 
home, and hid them behind the rocking chair. 

When the lady discovered her baby clothes 
were missing, she came to ask my mother if I 
had taken them. My mother, Marj, had not seen 
any baby clothes, and she asked me if I had tak-
en them. I said no. !e next day Marj moved 
the rocking chair to vacuum and discovered the 

baby clothes. 
My parents wanted me to 

know how wrong it was to be 
dishonest—to steal, and to 
lie—and to learn that I should 
never do it again. It was a 
pretty sad little girl, with tears 

in her eyes, with the stolen 
baby clothes in her hands, 
who was marched in front 
of both parents over to 
the neighbor’s house to 
apologize. 

!e kind neighbor 
was very understanding 
and actually gave me the 
tiniest sweater, saying 
her baby had outgrown it 

already. Barney and Marj 
were not desirous that I 

should be rewarded, but the 
lesson stuck. I also got to keep 
the sweater.

Myrna & M’Jean
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Flushed $20 Down the Toilet.
M’Jean: !e new house had an indoor bathroom, which we 

had never had before. I liked to watch the water swirl around in 
the white toilet when it was &ushed. 

Down on the corner of our street, Ada Avenue, there was a 
small grocery store with a large candy counter. Given the chance, 
we kids liked to go down to the store with a little money and buy 
our favorite penny candy.

One day, while everyone was busy working to #nish the house, 
I saw some money, and I took it down to the store. !e storekeep-
er said he could not let me buy any candy with that twenty dollar 
bill. I should take it home. 

Since I could not get candy with that money, I guessed it was 
no good, so I &ushed it down the brand new toilet. My Dad and 
Mom were not happy when they discovered their $20 bill was 
missing, and they were less happy when they found I had &ushed 
it down the toilet. I learned a lesson about money that day. 

Removing Rocks
!ere were a lot of rocks to be removed from the front yard 

before the grass could be planted. Barney hired me, and maybe 
Myrna, to pick up rocks out of the dirt. !e driveway, it seems, 
was nothing but rocks, and I guess that was the way it was sup-
posed to be. All I could see was the easier way to #ll my rock can. 
I was given a lesson on doing a job right. 

Eventually we got a lawn.

David, Barry, M’Jean, Myrna
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Dance Lessons
M’Jean and Myrna took dance les-

sons at the Betty Anderson stu-
dio: Ballet, tap, and tumbling. 

!e dance revues, spring 
of 1951 and 1952, featured stu-
dents from pre-school through 
high school age, each class per-
forming a ballet and a tap rou-
tine. 

M’Jean: My #rst year 
I was a da%odil and a cow-
girl. !e second year I was 
a lamb and a “slowpoke.” 
Myrna had dance the sec-
ond year. She was a little 
yellow bear and a “beauti-
ful baby.”

We had ballet slip-
pers, tap shoes, and a cos-
tume for each number.

Marj sewed all the 
costumes.

We did some tumbling 
with long mats on the 
&oor--headstands, somer-
saults, cartwheels. 

Marj said we should 
practice, and we didn’t, so 
she had us quit.

David, Barry, M’Jean, Myrna
Taking photos with color film was 

generally considered an extrav-
agance, but it was fun for Marj 
to have a few color pictures of  

the kids, especially in the colorful 
costumes she sewed for the dance 

revues.
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Rosalie, Tessy, Jon, Jeanette Lund 
Choreographing their own routines in the same--albeit 
rather rumpled--constumes, made by Marj years earlier. 
The lamb outfit seemed to require a lamb to ride! (Jon)
The cowgirl costume has lost its shiny metallic fringe. 
Marj’s great-grandkids have had fun with the dance 
attire as well. 
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Barney, Myrna, Barry, M’Jean David 
& “Cocoa”

For picture taking everyone had 
to face the sun. The photos turned 

out better, but oh, the faces!
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Visiting Aunt Evie
M’Jean: !e #rst time I remember that Marj took Myrna and 

me to visit Great Aunt Eveline, Grandpa Knapp’s sister, we were 
very young and didn’t quite know how to respond to the extremely 
a%ectionate greeting her two grown 
handicapped sons, Harold and 
Rulon, always had for everyone. 
!ey wanted to smother you with 
love.

Evie was one of Marj’s favorite 
aunts. Evie’s husband, Jack Hillman, 
ran a cattle ranch in Plano, west of 
Rexburg. Aunt Evie had some luxu-
ries in her farm house. Hers was the 
#rst dishwasher I had ever heard of. 
Marj described what it did, and we, 
who had  spent a lot of hours in our 
young lives doing dishes in some-
what primitive circumstances, tried 
to imagine such magic.

Recording Phongraph
She had something even more 

amazing: a recording phonograph 
which cut records that could then 
be played back. While the turntable 
went round and round, Myrna and 
I sang into the microphone “Down 
in Oklahoma,” the song from my 
#rst dance recital. !en we heard 
our own voices as Evie played the 
record.

Visiting Grandma & Grandpa Knapp
At 347 Cleveland
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Into the Woods
This is a great place to raise a family-Barney

Marj had friends in town who wondered how she could so cheerfully leave 
her comforts behind and trek back to Island Park where she would have 
no running water or other indoor conveniences. To Marj, it did not 

feel like a big sacri#ce. Island Park was where her husband had his work, and she 
looked forward to moving each spring to her mountain home. It was, as Barney 
said, a great place to raise a family.

Two things could be counted on in Island Park in spring: Rain and Mosquitoes.
June was always a very rainy month. Some years it rained every day in June. 

Island Park Rain
M’Jean: Between the thunderclaps and the rain pounding on the leaky 

roof, making a terri#c racket, we could scarcely hear one another talk. Marj, 

Myrna, and I would dash around the house placing kettles and pans on the 

table, beds and &oor, wherever water was dripping.

Standing at the kitchen window, we would watch the sheets of water coming 
down, then when it let up a little, we’d go outside on the porch where we could 
keep mostly dry and enjoy the fresh smell of the rain. Hail was even more excit-
ing, as it piled up around the cabin. Although the hail usually disappeared quick-
ly, occasionally there would be a hailstorm that would leave white patches on the 
ground until the following day.

On rainy days when the crew was in the woods, they’d take shelter under a 
tree—or sit in the truck. When Barney and the boys were at the sawmill, if it rained 
hard, they’d wait for a little break in the downpour, then make a dash for the house. 
!ey’d get out the cards and play Canasta or Pinochle until it let up. It might be 
stormy and dark enough to warrant lighting a lantern. 

M’Jean: !ose were fun times for us girls, because we got to play cards with 

them. 

Chapter 82
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ISLAND PARK ROADS
Bernie: Island Park has a unique dark sand. It is basically from the obsidian 

rocks broken down over eons of time. !is sand is hard, some coarse and round. 
It rolls beneath one’s feet. Roads are made across the sage brush &ats by merely 
driving over them repeatedly--no need of being graveled. Even foot paths a$er 
extended use have this type of surface. Graded roads quickly form washboards.

Mud puddles - Stilts
!e rain collected in the low places in the sandy roads around camp making 

huge mud puddles. Drivers would go through them slowly so as not to get the spark 
plugs wet. For kids, the huge puddles were a big attraction.

Myrna: A fun thing the kids did was to walk around on stilts. It was a great 
way to walk through a mud puddle without getting wet feet. 

Barry: I built a pair of stilts, the footholds 8’ high. Simplest way to get on 
them was to get up on the roof of the house. Finally I put little short boards on 
the bottom of the stilts and could walk on the sawdust pile. 

Bernie: It would tickle Grandpa to see Barry walk around camp on one 

stilt.

 Myrna: I don’t know how we started in on stilts. I think maybe Barry’s 

the one who started in on stilts, but it seems like I was the one who really got 

hooked on them, and I walked everywhere on my stilts. !e favorite thing to 

do was walk through the mud puddles.  So, M’Jean, did you ride the stilts, too?
M’Jean:  Yes, I did.
Myrna: But I was really the one who was just obsessed with it, wasn’t I?  
M’Jean:  !at’s for sure.
M’Jean: We would go through phases. When it was stilts, we would not even 

go out to the outhouse without walking on the stilts. At other times, we rode a 
bike everywhere.

Myrna, Marj, Barry, 
M’Jean
To Marj, living at the 
sawmill did not feel like 
a big sacrifice. Island 
Park was where her 
husband had his work, 
and she looked forward 
to moving each spring to 
her mountain home. 
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Mosquitoes – 
Tarzan Swing

A bloodthirsty mos-
quito can #nd you just 
about anytime in Island 
Park, especially in tall grass 
or near streams of water, 
but they are by far the worst 
in springtime. When kids 
failed to pay attention to 
mosquitoes, their playtime 
could end miserably. 

Myrna: One thing 
that we played on were 

some--would it be called trapeze? Swings hanging up between some trees. 

M’Jean: !e “trapeze” consisted of ropes hung from a wooden pole between 
two trees at about 12 feet o% the ground. In various places in the woods close to 
camp there were such poles anchored to tree limbs for the purpose of hanging 
up meat at night to keep it cold. Not far from the house this one pole had ropes 
hanging down--it wasn’t an actual swing-- and we’d just grab onto these ropes, 
then as Myrna says—Tarzan style—swing around on them. 

Myrna: One day I was out there playing for such a 
long time and I didn’t go in for a while, and I was total-
ly covered with mosquito bites—seemed like they didn’t 
bother me much when I was having such a good time out 
there, but once I was in the house, they were horrible. 

We rarely used mosquito repellent. !e men that went 
out in the woods probably used it a little more. If you 
were out in the woods, there were going to be a lot of 
mosquitoes, especially if you were by a river or a creek. 

M’Jean: !e mosquito repellent was really stinky. It 

was called 6-12.

Bug-bombing the House
In the worst “mosquito season” the little 

beasts were thickest about dusk. !e daily ritual 
of bug-bombing the cabin and going outside for 
half an hour  was followed by everyone in camp. 

Making sure all the windows were shut and 
the water buckets were covered with dish tow-
els, everybody would leave the cabin except the 
guy with a can of “&it,” who would #rst spray 
each room, then hurry out the door.

With everyone outside, it was a time for 
visiting and a time for kids to play “Hide and 
Seek” and “Run-Sheep-Run.”

Myrna South
“A fun thing the kids did was to 

walk around on stilts. It was a 
great way to walk through a mud 
puddle without getting wet feet.” 

(Myrna) 
In the background are the 

stockyards, the yellow 
telephone box, and the well.

Flit
Flit is the brand name 

for an insecticide invented 
by chemist Dr. Franklin C. 
Nelson intended for killing 
flies and mosquitoes and 
launched in 1923. A hand-op-
erated device called a Flit 
gun was used for spraying. 
Mineral oil based, the formu-
lation in the 40’s and early 50’s 
contained 5% DDT, and was 

later discontinued. 

Mosquito Weaponry:
6-12  & Flit gun

Myrna
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Grandpa’s Porch
M’Jean: Myrna and I 

would go visit Grandpa, 
sitting out on his porch 
on the bench seat--taken 
from an old car--with a 
&y swatter. We’d sit next 
to him and listen to the 
crickets making a dull 
racket. Grandpa claimed 
he couldn’t hear them. 
Sometimes a mosquito 
would land on his hand or 
face, and he would seem not to notice. Not daring to swat it, we’d tell him—very 
urgently, “Grandpa, there’s a mosquito biting you!” It would drive us cra-
zy that he would just let it bite him. We would watch for the 
#rst star to appear, and he taught us the little wishing-on-
a-star rhyme:

“Star light, star bright, 
First star I’ve seen tonight, 
I wish I may, I wish I might, 
Have this wish I wish tonight.” 

Mosquito Buzz – Trying to Sleep
Barry: A$er returning to the cabins one could sleep free from the annoying 

buzzing for a time until the cracks between logs let the pesky mosquitoes #lter in. 
On cool evenings mosquitoes were not too thick. On warm nights when coolness 
didn’t set in, it was really hard to keep free from these pests. What a bad night 
when you continually heard this unwelcome buzz in your ears! 

Grandma’s Rare Visits
M’Jean: Mabel Knapp, our beloved grandmother, did not o$en visit in Island 

Park. Her milkleg condition made it imperative that she protect her legs from 
insect bites. Grandpa worked at the sawmill, so she and Grandpa would not see 
much of each other in the summer. Only a$er the mosquitoes had cleared out of 
camp would she dare come, usually riding up with Al or another relative. She al-
ways wore dresses, never pants, and as a cautionary measure against mosquitoes, 
her hose would be lined with waxed paper.

I was pretty small the #rst time I remember a visit from Grandma in Island 
Park. I tried to copy everything she did, and when it came time for supper, I was 
going to eat exactly what she ate. Grandma didn’t like tomatoes, and that night 
we had tomato juice, which I loved--and couldn’t resist. !at ended the game.

Big Dipper
Above the city lights of Idaho Falls, stars were in scant supply. But in Island 

Park the sky was generously sprinkled with stars, and they seemed to be closer. 
M’Jean: My brother David showed me how to #nd the big dipper. He said 

it would look a lot like the dipper in the water bucket. I stared at the sky but I 

didn’t quite know what I was looking for. 
We went into the cabin, and he sketched with pencil and paper the outline of 

the 7 stars I since came to know as Asia Major. When we went back outside, he 
pointed to the northern sky, saying the big dipper was over the outhouse and a 
little to the le$. I looked up, and there I could see it—just as he had outlined it. 

Grandma & Grandpa 
Mabel & Justin Knapp
“On our evening visits with 
Grandpa, Myrna and I would 
find him sitting out on his bench. 
Because of  her milkleg condition 
Grandma rarely ventured up to 
Island Park.” (M’Jean)
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Wells
Barry: Our watering source was hand dug wells in the camp. 

A well was a hand dug hole in the sand with wood casing ex-
tending down into the hole. !e well digging process was to build 
approximately 4’x 4’ x 16’ high wood casing and then dig the well 
hole. !e bottom of the well needed to be a few feet lower than 
the underground water level. !e hole was dug down to the water 
level, and then the casing was lowered into the hole. 

Bernie: !e well cribbing of most wells was made of rough 
lumber nailed to the outside of 2x6’s driven down as the sandy 
soil was dug out beneath by shovel and hauled out in a bucket on 
a pulley.

David: We had a pulley and a rope and you pulled the water 
up. When you built these wells you built a square wooden frame 
with a post sticking up. !en as you dig the dirt out from under-
neath it, you pound on it and keep adding it up. So, you had that 

frame going all the way from the bottom to the top. 
Wood that is all in water never rots but the top parts you had to worry about 

changing those boards once in a while. 

Barry: !e digging usually stopped when the water was 3-4 feet deep. By 
then the well digger was about frozen out. 

David: You can imagine in July the water is down a ways so you send some-
one down there with a shovel and a bucket and it’s hotter than anything up on the 
top, but as you go down in that hole with that cold water you were frozen. 

!ey had waders and hip boots, but people couldn’t a%ord #rst class stu% so 
you get down there and get wet and get cold and then you would trade with 
someone to go down and dig and then your turn again. 

Deepening the Well
Barry: !e ground water at the camp site was usually about 6’ below the sur-

face in the spring, and the level would go down through the summer. In late fall 
the ground water level was usually about 12 feet deep. When a new well was dug 
in the spring or the summer it had to be deepened as the water level went down. 

David: What you tried to do is dig as far down as you could because the wa-
ter is going to be a little lower the next time you go out there. Along towards late 
fall you could get down further and then if you dug it out, then the next year you 
had good water clear till late fall.

Barry: When we deepened the well I don’t think we went down too far.  It 
was not a deep well. My impression was that it was maybe only about 8 feet deep. 
Once the casing was 3-4 feet below the lowest yearly water level, the well was 
serviceable for years without very much maintenance. 

Bright Spots
Barry: !e wells in camp were bright spots.  !ey were places of hard work 

but they were fresh and cold and clean.  !e well bucket was always kept sitting 
upside down over a post that extended about 2’ above the wood casing or about 
5’ above the ground.  A quick pull on the well rope would yank the bucket o% the 

Well near the rail-
road tracks

“This was the main 
well  when we were kids. 

It was about half-way 
between the old log cabin 

and the railroad tracks.   
One bucket of  water I 

drew up had a big 
toad in it.” (M’Jean)

In the background is 
the yellow box on a 

telephone pole  by the 
tracks. Inside the box was 

the telephone used by 
the railroad maintenance 
crew.  Barney also used it 

in time of  emergency. 
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post and it would fall down the well pulling the rope with it.  A splash and then 
the bucket would sink into the cold, clear well water.  Pull the rope and up came 
the full bucket.  Most of the trips to the well were with two buckets to be #lled 
for the kitchen.  

David: !e water you bring up for drinking water--you would use the well 
bucket. It was always le$ with the well. You would bring it up and pour the water 
in two buckets that you would bring back to the house. We had a cabinet in the 
house that we would set the water on and you would use a dipper to get the water 
out. Of course by the late a$ernoon the water would be warm so you would go get 
some more water. We were really pretty rich.

Barry: On wash day it was a lot of work to draw the wash water.  Bath day 
(Saturday) was another high water use day. !en there was watering the horses. 

Horse barrel
David: Next to the well we always had a #$y gallon drum that had the top 

third of it cut o%. You cut the top third o% and you set it by the well and you bring 
your water up and dump it in that. !at is how you watered the horses. 

Barry: When the horses were kept in the barn at camp it was usually a kids 
job to feed and water them. !e feed was easy.  Just climb in the barn lo$ and drop 
hay in the manger.  !e water was di%erent.  !e horses sometimes were in the 
barn all day long and only got to drink once a day.  When a 12 year old kid has 
to lead 4 big thirsty work horses a hundred yards to the well, he has to be pretty 
nimble and a #rm leader to keep from getting trampled.  When the horses get to 
the water barrel the work begins.  It takes a lot of buckets of water to #ll 4 thirsty 
work horses.  

The Old Wells
Bernie: !e old wells were always a source of worry for mothers, 

fearing they might cave in and catch an unsuspecting child playing near. 
!e well at the ranger station was a corrugated galvanized culvert [!e 
“old” ranger station just west of the railroad tracks.] It remained for many 
years. It had no top or cover. Many of the other wells in use had no cover.  

!e old well in front of the bunkhouse caved in while everyone was 
still in camp, winter of 1937, the year the mill burned. It was never used 
again. !e gaping hole was covered with a platform of planks and Marj 
had a wooden &oor for her washing machine. 

Floating Woodchucks - Mice in the Well 
Bernie: Some years when we returned in the spring, we would #nd 

drowned woodchucks &oating in some of the wells. !is caused a lot of 
water to be drawn out before any was drunk. 

David: Once in a while the water would start tasting funny. And 
you’d go over and look down the well and see if you could see anything 
in the well but rarely could you see down the well. So the next thing you’d 
do is go in the house and get the big mirror o% the wall and you’d take the 
mirror over and you’d aim it at the sun, and then beam the light down 
in the well, and that way you’d have a real powerful light to look down 
the well. Almost invariably if the water tasted bad, you’d #nd a mouse or 
two down there that you could dip out with the bucket. And go back to 
drinking the water. I’ve done that, not every year, but every other year. 

Danny Kent
The Kent family were frequent 
visitors at the sawmill. 
Barely visible on the left is the 
corner of  the well and next to it 
stands the “horse barrel.”
When someone starts pouring 
buckets of  water into that 50 
gallon drum, little Danny may 
find himself  sliding down along 
the neck of  a thirsty horse.

Barry Note: I 
haven’t drawn a bucket 
of water out of a well 
for 50 years and I do 
miss it.  However, many 
times when I turn on a 
water tap I think about 
the well and the water 
bucket and water-
ing the horses and I 
appreciate the electric 
pump at the bottom of 

my well.
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Watermelon in well
M’Jean: Sometimes someone from the valley came up to Island Park Siding 

and brought us a watermelon. What a treat for everyone—except Marj, who didn’t 
like watermelon. Of course by the time it arrived, it would be warm. !e way to 
cool it down was to take it to the well and put it in—carefully. It wouldn’t work 
just to hang it over the edge and let go. With the 12 or so foot drop it would have 
splattered. !en besides having no watermelon, there would be really messed up 
water. 

So the watermelon was placed in the empty well bucket and lowered into the 
water. !e trick was in lowering it deep enough to get it down into the water but 
not so deep that the watermelon would &oat out of the bucket. !en the rope 
would have to be secured to one of the well posts by wrapping it around a few 
times so the bucket wouldn’t sink any lower. Capturing a &oating watermelon 
back into the bucket was a bit of a trick. Of course if you had two watermelons, 
you had to let one swim. And if you had two watermelons in the well and needed 
a bucket of water, good luck. 

Toad in the Water Bucket
We weren’t very old when Marj sometimes sent Myrna and me with a bucket 

to the well near the railroad tracks to get water. We would always take along the 
wash stick to put through the bail of the bucket to make it easier to carry, one on 
each end of the stick, and reach the house with most of the water. 

A$er taking the well bucket o% its post, being careful not to drop it, lest it splat 
and crack the bucket (so we were told), we would let the rope slide through our 
hands and over the pulley until it reached the water.

!e bucket would sink and #ll and we’d pull it up with the rope, hand over 
hand, and dump the water in the house bucket. One day we went out, let down 
the well bucket, and when we pulled it up, there was a big, disgusting toad in it! 

Roughing It
Barry: Our toilet was a classic 2 holer about 150 feet from the house. It was 

located among a few fair sized lodge pole trees. Sometimes it was quite pleasant 
to sit there with the door open and enjoy the forest view. !e door would swing 
to the inside so if you heard footsteps on the coarse sandy path, you could quickly 
close the door. Other times were not so pleasant. An emergency in the middle of 
the night meant making the trip with a &ashlight and hoping that you would be 
the only bear in the privy that night.

One day we went to Cabin Creek in Montana for a hike up the mountain. I fell 
o% of a cli% face and sprained my ankle quite bad. We ate a lot of junk food on the 

trip and that loosened me up inside a whole bunch. !at night I had to 
make an urgent trip on a very painful ankle to the outhouse. 50 years 
later, I remember the pain very well.

!e ply wood seat was okay, but remember we were up there at 
times when it was as cold as 30 degrees below. We #nally wised up a 
little and bought a regular oval toilet seat and kept it behind the cook 
stove. We would take it with us on the really cold trips and that made 
the visit a little more tolerable. 

Faced Railroad Tracks
Marj wanted hers facing out to the railroad tracks and the &at 

beyond, not facing camp. She wanted to be able to leave the door 
open. Of course, no one could see in, unless someone were out 
by the railroad tracks, but usually, there was no one there. With 
the other toilets around camp, shutting the door was a necessity.

“Our toilet was a classic 
2-holer about 150 feet 

from the house.” (Barry)
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Myrna: And then also it seems to me like there was a really sandy, kind of a 
heavy coarse sandy gravelly soil around the toilet, so that while you had the door 
open, you could hear if somebody was approaching, so bail over there to try to 
shut the door.

Mosquitoes – Yellow Jackets
M’Jean: You wanted to hurry really, really fast, where there were lots of mos-

quitoes around. !at was open season.
Myrna: !e yellow jackets would build nests in the toilet, so then you would 

be almost scared to go to the outhouse, because the yellow jackets would be &ying 
in and out of their nests. !ere was also a little sociality with it, because it was a 
two-holer, so a lot of times,  there’d be two of us go out at a time.

Walking out to the edge of the woods to the toilet at night seemed a little less 
spooky when you had company. Barney’s claim and humorous complaint was that 
a$er accompanying Myrna, then M’Jean, then Marj, out to the outhouse a$er dark, 
he #nally had to take a trip himself!

Scared Because You Run
M’Jean: Later, when the girls would make that last trip before bed together, 

we’d be a little scared and start to run, at least on the way back. Marj told us that 
we were scared because we ran, not that we ran because we were scared. 

She gave a little lesson on human behavior, which I have not forgotten. She 
talked about people acting in a certain way until they came to believe it. Like 
movie stars acting as though they were in love; pretty soon they’d be divorcing a 
spouse and going for their latest #lm co-star.

She professed not to be scared of bears—of course WE were always scared of 
bears—but she was scared of something else. She was more nervous about skunks 
and porcupines, probably with good reason, but I don’t recall our ever having an 
incident at the toilet with a porcupine or skunk.

Outhouse at Night -Starlight
Myrna:  Lots of times you’d have to go out in the middle of the night. If 

there was a moon, you didn’t bother with a &ashlight, but especially when we 
were younger, we used to like the &ashlight, and it seemed like we never had the 
foresight to put one by our bed or anything. It was always wake up in the night 
and search the house for a &ashlight. 

It seems to me like we were always facing the big dipper. !e stars were so 
bright up there, and we could always see the big dipper. I only remember snow-
shoes to the toilet very few times.

Marj, M’Jean, Myrna
“The girls would all make 
that last trip out to the 
woods before bed, and we’d 
be a little scared and start 
to run. Marj told us that we 
were scared because we ran, 
not that we ran because we 
were scared.” (M’Jean) 
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Paper Crisis - New Outhouse
It was aggravating to go clear out to the toilet and #nd no toilet paper, which 

meant another trip back to the house. 
“Barney, are you building a house or an outhouse?” asked one of the sawmill 

workers, when he helped carry in the spring supply of case goods, including toilet 
paper Barney bought in bulk. When the toilet paper supply would run out, that’s 
when the Sears & Roebuck catalog made its appearance in the outhouse.

Myrna: I remember the new outhouse. I’m not sure how old I was when we 
got that. I’m going to guess it was somewhere around seven. I can’t remember 
where the old one was, or anything. But I just remember it was pretty neat having 
a new one.

Who Locked the Door to the Outhouse?
M’Jean: At supper one night when Barney said, “Who locked the door to 

the outhouse?” We knew we were in trouble. !ere was a loose board in one wall 
which just gave us enough space to scootch through, and we had forgotten to go 
back and unlock the door. Barney was pretty mad about that.

Pressure Cooker Down the Hole
Our second cousin, Gwen South, told of her plight when she was pretty young 

and was assigned to dump the spoiled food in their pressure cooker in the out-
house. In the process of emptying out the food, she dropped the pressure cook-
er. It was their best pan. So when she came back to the house with no pressure 
cooker—well, they couldn’t do without it. She went back out, and Rich went with 
her to hold her feet while she went--upside down, head #rst—to retrieve the pan.

Myrna: Well, there were other things about the outhouse, but they’re proba-
bly not that fun to actually write into the history.

Showerhouse
Memorable for everyone who lived at the mill in the days of the old Rumely 

steam engine was the shower house. 

Barry:  !e steam engine that powered the mill provided a nice bene#t for 
the people in Camp, the hot steam shower. Baths at Camp were usually a Saturday 

night event. By keeping the #re in the steamer late on Saturday, we had hot 
boiler water, which was piped into a nearby shower house. Some valves 
would turn on a nice warm shower with all the water we wanted. A second 
pipe ran live hot steam inside. With hot water and steam we had a really 
good steam bath. 

Dion South: Remember the showerhouse was there!
Bernie: !at had to be the best thing invented up there. It must have 

rivaled the Swedish saunas. 
Dan South: Here’s the highlight of the old mill. I don’t know who 

built the shower, but they had a shower built, and of course the steam en-
gine made the hot water, see. So everybody would go shower—not all at the 
same time, but they would go shower.

Maureen Knapp: When Uncle Barney got the steam up, we had 
shower days—girls showered one day, the boys the next.

Elayne Bybee: the steam engine’s warm, warm water was welcomed 
on Saturday night, for it was bath night at the mill. Men, women, and chil-

“By keeping the fire in the 
steamer late on Saturday, 

we had hot boiler water 
piped into a nearby 

shower house. Some 
valves would turn on a 
nice warm shower with 

all the water we wanted. 
A second pipe ran live hot 

steam inside.” (Barry)
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dren took their turn in the stall open to the sky.
Bernie: Saturday nights people lined up from both camps for a turn in that 

old shower house. [!e second camp was at Gene’s portable mill up on Split 
Creek.]

Barry: !e size of the shower house was maybe 6x8 feet. It had a bench on 
one side, and a 2 in. high gap ran along the wall near the ceiling above the bench. 
It was a vent and it was fun to stand on the bench in thick steam fog, and look out 
the vent and breathe the cool air.

Bernie: You could turn on the steam valve and sure clear out the mosquitoes. 
But when you turned it o% you didn’t have much time to get your clothes on be-
fore they attacked again. 

Barry: I remember being in the shower house when it was completely fogged 
full from the hot steam.

Myrna: I remember taking a shower—I couldn’t describe the house or any-
thing, but I do remember going in there, and I remember the smell of the steam—
the steamy wood, I guess. I’m not sure that I really liked it, but it’s kind of been 
nostalgic, ever since then all my life when I smell steamy wood, when I smell a 
smell similar to that, it kind of brought back a good memory to me.

M’Jean: I didn’t like it. !e shower house was awfully hot and steamy, and I 
didn’t enjoy going there. It seems like we had a routine. David and Barry would go 
in #rst and take their shower, and they’d be out—there was a kind of a little outer 
room—dressing room. !ey’d go out and get into their clothes. !en we’d go in 
there. !ere was a large showerhead where the water came out. 

Myrna and I were just little, so we stood on this little bench. !ere was a tiny 
window. It was rectangular shaped and probably about as high as the width of one 
log. We would stand there with our faces up to that little window breathing in the 
fresh air, because we felt the steam to be su%ocating us. 

Saturday Night Baths
Barry: !e alternative to the steam shower was a tub in the house. !e water 

was carried from the well, heated on the stove and poured into the tub.  

David: We had a stove that had a part [reservoir] that had been built on to it 
that would hold about three buckets of water. As you cooked, warming the water, 
you had hot water in that reservoir. When bath time came you had a tub, would 
pour cold water in, and water out of the reservoir to get it warm enough to keep 
from freezing. !e littlest kids got the #rst bath and then the bigger kids got the 
second bath then the biggest kids got the third bath and Dad and Mom got the 
last one in the same tub of water. 

Dip in the Creek
!at is why most of us when we got to a certain age would go up and jump 

in the creek to wash up. Tom Creek was only a mile away. You could get up there 
pretty easy. 

!e water in the creek was always colder than heck but it was not as cold as 
the snow. Snow temperature was always in the lowest 30’s or upper 20’s but the 
creek water was usually about 45 or 50. It ran down over the ground that was 
heated by the sun. 

So you would go up there, and the last bath or two you would take in 
the  fall  in the creek, you would take an old blanket and throw it on 
the snow and build a #re next to it. !en you would strip o% and go 
jump in the creek, clean up and then you would go stand by the #re 
as you dried out and get dressed. It was exciting. It was cold but still 
a lot warmer than snow.  

“The alternative to the 
steam shower was a tub 
in the house. The water 
was carried from the 
well, heated on the stove 
and poured into the tub.” 
(Barry)
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Eventually the weather was too cold for even the 
most hardy souls to tolerate Tom Creek temperatures. 
On Saturday nights, it was back to the galvanized tub 
on the kitchen &oor in front of a roaring #re in the 
kitchen stove, with a teakettle of hot water added to the 
bathwater for each bather.

Accidents
Once the South family had moved to Island Park 

for the summer season, everyone stayed put 
until heavy snow dictated the time to return to 

Idaho Falls for the winter. Barney’s log and lumber de-
liveries to the valley were generally the only exceptions.

Other trips to the outside world were usually to the 
doctor, sometimes on an emergency basis. When in the middle of a work day Marj 
would suddenly see the Federal barreling down the road coming from the direc-
tion of the logging area on Split Creek, her heart would be in her throat, realizing 
something bad had happened. 

David and Barry took turns having head wounds stitched up in the doctor’s 
o"ce in Ashton. M’Jean had stitches in her lip. Barry broke his leg. David broke his 
arm. But for being in such a hazardous environment and involved in such danger-
ous work, the family was very fortunate in having no more injuries than they did.

Mower Blade Cut
Barry: When I was little it seemed that I had my share of bumps and bruises. 

Just having an older brother insured a certain number of them; but there were 
others also. One day Dad was sharpening a big mowing machine blade. He #led 
one side and then he told all of us who were watching to stand back while he 
turned it over. I didn’t move far enough back, and the blade hit me in the fore-
head. 

Well Bucket Cut
David and I were sent to the well for a bucket of water one day. !e place for 

keeping the well bucket was upside down on a 2 x 6 post sticking up above our 
heads. A good sharp pull on the rope would jerk the bucket o% the post, and it 
would fall inside the well casing. !is time it fell outside the casing and hit me 
in the forehead. I was hauled out again for stitches. I still have the scars from the 
bucket and the mowing machine blade. 

Broken Leg
David and I liked to play on the lumber piles, and it was especially fun to tip 

them over. One particular pile was just right for tipping over but we had to get it 
swaying back and forth before it would go down. I decided to move from one end 
of the pile to the other end while David was still pushing on it. !e pile fell over 
and landed on my leg. !e leg broke and I landed in the hospital for a set and a 
cast on my leg. 

Cross-cut Cut 
!e early days of timber cutting were with axes and cross-cut saws. I used to 

watch the long pieces of sawdust come from the razor sharp teeth of the cross-
cuts in the logs. When I got the chance I would grab a saw and cut on a log. One 
time I was cutting away and very neatly cut a gash in my leg when I moved it up 
too close to the saw. 

Barry
“A small jackpine Dad 

had cut fell and hit me on 
the back of  my head. The 

knot hit just above the 
eye and cut a gash there. 
It just about shoved the 

knot into my eye.” (Barry)
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Knot Head
A$er we got chain saws in the woods, my job, a 

lot of the time, was to measure the logs. I used a small 
pole for a measuring stick. Once as I was leaning over 
the tree to mark the cut, a small jackpine Dad had cut, 
fell and hit me on the back of my head. My head was 
knocked into the tree I was leaning over and struck 
a dry knot. !e knot hit just above the eye and cut a 
gash there. It just about shoved the knot into my eye.

Skidding Accident
David:  I used to run skid horse. I would ride 

the horse, and the horse would pull the logs, and then 
there’d be an adult that would attach the logs to the 
horse and unattach them, when we got them to the 
landing. One time, I remember, that my horse and I 
took o%, and the logs smacked into an overgrown sap-
ling that had dried out, and it came crashing down on 
my head and caused about an inch and a half gash. !e gash then had to be sewed 
up, which meant that my dad had to take me about an hour and a half down to 
Ashton to get a doctor to sew me up. When we got back, he insisted from then on 
that we wear hard hats, so that—he said if I’d a’ had a hard hat on, all I’d a’ had was 
a headache, instead of a gash. 

Hard Hats
So we then went to wearing hard hats--that we found were most e%ective for—

hitting the rough grouse. We could sling the hat at a rough grouse and knock its 
head o%, or knock it silly, until we could gather it up. !en we’d gather up the 
grouse—and they are extremely good eating. We’d take home grouse whenever 
we could get ‘em.

School 1951

Frosty mornings and the start of school arrived together. Marj never minded 
making the scenic drive to the schoolhouse through the woods, with accents 
of bright yellow aspens and foliage turning red and orange among the green 

pines. !e schoolhouse was 10 miles from the sawmill. Parents were paid to drive 
their own and neighboring children to school. On school days, the family car, the 
navy blue ’46 Chevrolet, became “the bus.”

Barry: A$er a year or two the school was moved to Macks Inn. I went to that 
school up through the eighth grade for about three months each fall. !ere were 
usually about thirty to forty students from the #rst to the eighth graders. 

!ere were two rooms in the school and a basement. Sometimes there were 
two teachers but usually just one. !e upper graders helped teach the lower grad-
ers. We played a lot of di%erent games at the school. We played lots of football or 
we played in the river down by the bridge. On days when the weather was bad we 
played dodge ball or other games in the basement.

M’Jean: I don’t remember taking sack lunches. Sometimes David, Barry, and 
I, walked down to Mack’s Inn and ordered hamburgers. Other times we stopped 

at Ponds on the way and bought a Little Jack Horner pie and a bottle of pop.  

David
“An overgrown sapling 
that had dried out came 
crashing down on my 
head and caused about 
an inch and a half  gash. 
My dad had to take me to 
Ashton to get a doctor to 
sew me up.” (David)
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Diesel Power&Trusty Trucks

Life is a lot like a trip down the side of a mountain; we must steer through tough 
spots. You have to decide on your route long before you are in danger.-Barney

Barney knew steam engines. He knew what they could do and what they need-
ed to stay operational. He had overhauled and rebuilt steam engines. Barney 
had had a very long and respectful relationship with those great iron titans. 

In 1916, Barney was a lad of eleven when his father, Samuel South, acquired 
the steam-powered sawmill in Monte Cristo, Utah. !at #rst steam engine was the 
Nichols and Shepard, which they moved from Utah to Idaho on the train. It was le$ 
at Split Creek when they bought the Case engine to power the sawmill when it was 
relocated near the siding. !e Case was replaced by the more powerful, two-cylin-
der Rumely. It was the Rumely which went through the #re of 1937. A$er a 30-day 
overhaul, Barney had it going again, and it was moved, along with a new mill, closer 
to the railroad tracks.

Trip to Seattle
But whatever attachment Barney had to those steam engines, he was a man for 

progress, and the time had come for a diesel engine. When Barney set out to buy a 
diesel, he took the family to Seattle to make the purchase. It was the only extended 
trip the family took. !ey did some touring and stayed in motels.

Bernie: One spring Barney took his family in a ‘46 Chevy (the #rst car they 

had owned following the war) and went on a trip to the Paci#c Northwest. !ey 

saw the Columbia River, toured a lot of big mills, and while there he arranged to 

get a diesel engine. It was a GMC. It was referred to as a marine engine. Maybe 

it turned opposite direction of some other diesels. Anyway it was a war surplus 

item, which made it a%ordable. I seem to remember $1500.00 as a price. Maybe 

the rotation had to be changed. I don’t remember the details.  

Barry: When I was about 10, Dad took the family to Seattle, Washington, 

where he bought a navy surplus Grey Marine diesel engine to replace the steam 

engine. 

Chapter 83 

Photo Notes:

Gas Tank
To supply his vehicles 
with gas, Barney had 

a large silver gas tank, 
which stood high off  

the ground on four steel 
legs. It was serviced by a 
gas company, which sent 

in a big tanker truck 
periodically. The gas 

tank was located about 
20 yards north of  the 

house.

The Toilet 
(barely visible beyond gas 

tank to the left)

Grandpa Knapp’s 
old, old cabin

(far to the north on the road 
to Tom Creek)

Federal Truck



David South 
Hauling diesel to the 

Gray Marine Diesel Engine

Barry South
Taking the cat along
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Memories of the Trip
M’Jean: Marj had made batch a$er batch of oatmeal cookies, and she took 

oranges, too. We didn’t stop and eat at restaurants very much. We ate cookies and 
oranges. We stayed in motels. One motel was near a motor-vu, and you could 
look out the window and see the movie—at a disadvantaged angle—but could not 
hear the sound. We thought it was a swell location. We saw huge waterfalls, many 
of them, and I always wanted to go back and take a trip through the northwest 
and see those waterfalls. 

Myrna: I kinda remember some big rivers and some big bridges and taking 
oatmeal cookies in the car. It seems to me that we stayed in a little motel on the 
seashore, and actually, that’s kind of fascinated me all my life—the memory. But 
it might also be the same motel where there were bedbugs, and that was pretty 
creepy. Gross, awful. And then I remember the ferryboat ride, driving the car 
onto this boat. !e main thing I remember there is that Barry lost his hat. 

During the ferryboat ride across Puget Sound the boys were standing on the 
deck. Suddenly the wind whisked Barry’s hat o% his head, and it landed on the 
ocean water.

Barney and Marj were behind some kind of glass barrier when they saw the hat 
sail away and Barry’s distraught look, as if he were about to jump a$er it. Marj had 
probably never seen Barney move so fast as when he bolted around that barrier out 
onto the deck to prevent a possible disaster.

Diesel Power vs Steam Power
David: A signi#cant change came when Barney replaced the mill’s Rumely 

steam engine with a rebuilt, six-cylinder, diesel engine. Made by General Mo-

tors, such units were o$en called Jimmy Diesel. But our diesel had yet another 

nickname: !e Gray Marine, since it had been #tted with a drive pulley and 

used on board a ship during World War II. !e Jimmy Diesel became an Amer-

ican favorite and dominated the diesel engine market for many years. 

“Free Fire”
!e Rumely was still in use when I became really aware of the sawmill. It took 

Barry, Marj, Barney
Myrna, M’Jean

David snapped the one 
and only picture of  the

Trip to Seattle
in front of  one of  the 

motels where the family 
stayed

This had to be before 
the ferryboat ride across 

Puget Sound when 
Barry’s hat blew off  and 
sailed away on the ocean.
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one person, full-
time, to keep a head 
of steam in it. And 
what they would do 
is cut the slabs into 
3-and-a-half foot 
lengths and throw 
them in the #rebox 
to burn to create 
the #re for running 
the sawmill. Now, 
you’d think it would 
be cheap—and I al-
ways used to think, 
“Golly, you get free 
#re,” but the reality 
was that you had to 
hire somebody, and 
sometimes two peo-
ple to cut enough wood to burn for that steam engine.  

$1.25 An Hour
Despite the fact that it required the purchasing of diesel fuel, Barney explained 

how it was still a better deal than the Rumely. I asked him about it, and he said, 
“I can run that sawmill all day long with three dollars’ worth of diesel.  If I have 
to pay a man a dollar and a quarter an hour to feed the steam engine, you can see 
that it’s vastly more expensive.”

!e Rumely had other drawbacks as well: It had to be #red-up an hour before 
you could actually use it. Rain o$en postponed that #ring-up process, sometimes 
to the point of wasting half of a workday. With the diesel, if you decided to start 
sawing, you could #re it up and be running in minutes.

Rumely Retired
A$er Barney installed the diesel engine at the sawmill, the old Rumely steam 

engine was retired to a spot in the woods about 200 feet north of the cabin. 

Bernie: When the steam engine was taken out of the engine shed, I think 
Gene towed it with his cat out behind the little clearing behind Barney’s outhouse 
and chicken coop.

Barry: It was quite the event to tear down the engine building and tow the 
old steamer out to the bone yard. A$er Dad replaced the steamer with a diesel, 
Grandpa worked in the woods most of the time.

No More Showerhouse
Bernie: It changed a lot of things in Island Park. It saved cutting a lot of slabs 

for use in the #rebox to keep steam up. It eliminated getting up early mornings 
to get up steam. It also did away with a great thing--the old shower house with 
its steam bath!

Barry:  Of course when the steam engine got hauled o% into the woods, that 
was the end of the showers. It’s needless to say we really hated to lose the shower 
house.

David SoutH
The sawmill took on a new 
appearance without the steam 
engine. “It was quite the event 
to tear down the engine building 
and tow the old steamer out to the 
bone yard.” (Barry)
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Dinner Bell Couldn’t compete
Once the steam engine no longer powered the sawmill, another 

longtime tradition was changed. During the Great Depression at a 
time when the Souths could not run the sawmill, Barney was afraid 
the dinner bell might disappear, so he buried it for safe keeping. 

It used to hang outside the kitchen door of the old cabin. In the 
years when the steam engine was in use, the dinner bell could be 
heard by the crew out at the sawmill. 

M’Jean: When Marj was close to having a meal on the table, she would 
have one of us kids ring the bell at noon to call the men for dinner and 
again at 6:00 for supper. She never had any trouble #nding someone will-
ing to ring the dinner bell. We clanged the bell with a stout iron clanger 
in a circular motion. It made a terri#c sound, and ringing the bell never 
got old. 

When the steam engine was replaced by the noisy diesel motor, the 
dinnerbell could no longer be heard out at the sawmill. Gone were days of 
calling the men in at mealtime by ringing the dinner bell.

Barney Hauled Diesel to SLC
Bernie: One winter Barney hauled his diesel to SLC where one of Marj’s 

cousins, LeRoy Walters, had his students in the old vocational school on 600 East 
completely overhaul it. He used to visit Island Park each summer and #sh. He 
would go out to the mill and just listen to that diesel run and always acted so 
thrilled to just listen to it. He told Barney it was a great engine. He advised Barney 
on how to winterize it.  

TWO CLUNKERS
With the diesel powering the sawmill, David and Barry were no longer help-

ing to #re a steam engine. And they were too small to do much o)earing. Less 
time spent at the sawmill meant more time in the woods, but also more time to 
hone their driving skills. Barney saw to it that they had that chance.

Barry: Dad bought two old clunk cars for us at a city auction. He took them 
up there, and we got to drive those cars quite a bit. One was a ‘37 Dodge and the 
other a ‘41 Chev. !e older one gave up pretty quick but the Chev became our 
truly old run-about. One of our #rst runs with it was a speed try down the Eccles 
Road. We got caught in the sand and lost control and took out about six fence 
posts and a quarter mile of barbed wire. I was pretty proud of my driving abilities 
when I was young. 

Bernie: Barry drove the Dodge mainly. !ey drove all around camp. !ey 
ran out of gas and carried gas and drove some more. David had the Chevy and 
they traded--one, one day the other the next. 

David: Barney bought us two, beat-up, old cars at a police auction: a 1937 
Dodge that was a real loser and a 1941 Chevy that ran like a champ. !e Chevy 
became Barry’s and my car. We drove it wherever we wanted, whenever we want-
ed, as long as we didn’t take it out on the highway. Our driving privileges depend-
ed on keeping that rule, so we did, and in the process, the backcountry roads 
became ours! 

Amy Lund (Barney’s 
great-granddaughter)

Rings the dinner bell
which Barney salvaged, now 
hanging from Barry’s porch, 

with the handiest iron 
implement: pickaroon.

“Marj would have one of  
us kids ring the dinner bell 
at noon to call the men for 

dinner and again at 6:00 for 
supper.” (M’Jean)
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From then on, driving the logging truck from the woods to our mill became 
my job, but I didn’t mind.

Two New Trucks
Barney’s next upgrade in horsepower was in the logging end of his oper-

ation.

Bernie: One spring he had two new trucks, not new, but new to him:
!e ’47 Chevy with the Brown-Lipe 3 speed over and under and direct drive; 

!e Army six by six. !e six wheeler had tandem duals, and if it got loaded too 
heavy the front end got light, especially if you went up grade.

Barney bought the army truck and ‘47 Chev the same year, a$er Dad (Grandpa 
Knapp) stopped working as custodian of the temple and worked for him. 

Barry Drove Fast - Grandpa Nervous
It used to make my dad nervous to drive with Barry. Barry would drive the 

Chevy, and David would drive the Federal. Barry could outrun David in the 
Federal. !e Chevy 3-speed Brown-Lipe transmission had a high range and low 
range, and the truck itself had a midrange, so the truck had 3 ranges of speed. 
Barry drove too fast; he liked it.

!e #rst day Barry drove the Chevy to the woods with the semi I was behind 
him as he le$ camp. My dad was riding with me. He said, a$er Barry outran us 
all the way across the &at, 3-4 miles, “You had better get ahead of him before he 
starts up the timber road or he’s liable to run into a tree.”

I tried, I really tried at one place where there were two roads for about a 

quarter of a mile that went parallel to each other and then joined again into one 

road. But the old Federal didn’t have it against the Brown-Lipe and BARRY! So 

M’Jean, Marj, Myrna, Barry
A good outfit to lean on--and 
count on, the Federal was not 
only Barney’s logging truck and 
delivery vehicle, for some years it 
served as the “family car.”



he won. His little friend 9 years old was bouncing nearly to the top of the cab as 

they &ew across the bumps along the way.
My dad, every time he had a choice, would drive with David in the Federal. 

Going fast over those bumps in the road, as heavy as Dad was, made it pretty 
uncomfortable. David would drive enough slower that it was easier for him in the 
Federal. Some of the time David drove the army truck. But they took turns also 
with the trucks. 

Barry: I was about 8-9 years old when Dad bought two more trucks. !ey 
were used, but new to us. One of the trucks was a simple, small, two ton, 1946 
Chevy with a single axle trailer. We used it for hauling logs out of the woods, and 
for delivering the lumber and house logs that we sold.

6x6 – Special Truck
!e other truck was really special. It was a six-wheel drive Studebaker army 

truck. It was geared low and built high. We #gured it could go just about any-
where. All of the time that I lived in the woods I wanted an army jeep. !ere were 
so many great places to go that could not be reached by a two-wheel drive vehicle. 
!e army truck was pretty big, but what it lacked in maneuverability it made up 
for in brute strength. !e front bumper was good for pushing over small trees. 
Stumps could be straddled. Down falls could be driven over. 

Climb Mountains
!at was probably my favorite truck in the world. !at thing would go any-

where and climb any mountain, and push any tree over, never get stuck—drive 
through all kinds of water. 

Dad let David and me use the 6x6 for a lot of our recreational trips. We could 
drive to most of our favorite #shing and hunting spots. We could pull about any 
vehicle that was stuck in the mud or snow. !e bumper was about 30” high. I re-
member driving in a fresh powdery snowfall and pushing snow with the bumper. 

Big Truck with “No Driver”
David and I had 3 big cushions in the truck to prop us higher and closer to 

the controls so we could see better and reach the pedals. We were sent out one 
time to pull out a stuck #sherman from a mud hole. A$erward he reported that 
as the big truck was approaching, he couldn’t see a driver. He was surprised and 
concerned when he saw two kids get out. He was also grateful to have his pickup 
pulled out of the mud.

Barney South
“Barney bought the army 

truck and ‘47 Chev the 
same year. The Chevy had a 

3-speed Brown-Lipe 
transmission. Barry would 
drive the Chevy and David 

would drive the Federal. 
Barry could outrun David. 

It used to make Grandpa 
nervous to drive with Barry.” 

(Bernie Knapp)
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Dragging Lumber Skids
We found another great use for the 

6x6. We built some skids out of timbers 
that we placed at the sawmill and then 
stacked the lumber on the skids as it 
came o% the saw. !e 6x6 came in about 
every day from the woods loaded with 
logs, and it was simple to hook onto a 
lumber skid. !e power and weight of 
the loaded truck could easily pull a big 
pile of lumber away from the mill. !is 
saved a lot of time hand loading and un-
loading the lumber.

Puddle Drenching
Barry: I’ve mentioned the big mud 

puddles up there. One thing about the 

6x6. !e windshield was hinged at the top, so it could swing up and out until 

it was level. I had learned that by driving through a big mud puddle quite fast 

a lot of water would splash up and forward, and then back to the windshield. 

If the windshield was up, that water would suddenly come right into the cab. 
And that’s something I knew exactly would happen when you did that. I had 

a pretty nice, big wide-brimmed hard hat on my head, and my two sisters were 
in the truck with me and I thought, “Ah, now’s my chance.” !ere was a big mud 
puddle, and I drove through that mud puddle pretty fast, and I ducked my head 
and covered my face with that hat, and those two got drenched, and that was lots 
of fun. 

M’Jean is sitting here just laughing about that. Do you remember that, M’Jean?  
(Laughing)

M’Jean:  Oh, yes. (Also laughing). It was fun for you. We were so surprised. 
We didn’t know what hit us.

Barry: It was fun to remember both from the view point of the perpetrator 
and the victims.

Favorite Truck
I have owned a lot of trucks in my life. !e old six by six was my favorite.

Dad Taught – Responsible Job
Dad taught me a lot about driving. When I was twelve and thirteen, one of 

my main jobs was working in the woods at cutting, skidding, and loading logs. I 
would also haul logs to the mill. I usually made two trips per day. 

Woods Roads - Dugways 
!e roads into the woods were narrow and rough. !ere were dugways on the 

roads that were so steep that the trucks would barely pull the loads up the hill. 
Sometimes we even used chalk blocks to insure that if the truck did stop on the 
hill it would not roll back down and o% the road.

!e roads were rough, steep and muddy. I had to know how to do it or Dad 
would not have assigned the job to me. 

Lost & Found
One time David and I were driving one vehicle to Island Park, and Barney was 

driving another. David was about 14, and he was driving. We were a little unsure 
about the navigation. We drove up through Lewisville, then Menan, then pulled 
up to the entrance to the main highway. Just then the Federal went past, and we 
pulled out on the highway behind it and followed Barney. !at felt pretty good.

6X6 Army Truck
“That was probably my 
favorite  truck in the 
world. That thing would 
go anywhere and climb 
any mountain and push 
any tree over.”
(Barry)
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Barney and the Dugway
David: A dugway is a road, usually with zig-zags and blind, hair-

pin turns, that runs up the side of a hill or mountain. My dad once told 
me a story that involved him and two companions, in a 1.5 ton logging 
truck that he was driving, up a steep dugway. Barney and his friends 
knew that a blind, hairpin corner — not wide enough for two trucks 
to pass each other — topped this particular dugway. !at meant that 
if a truck going uphill met a truck going downhill, the downhiller had 
the right of way, especially if it was loaded. 

Now, keep in mind that this particular incident that Barney told 
me about occurred in the 1930s when most trucks did not have good 
brakes. Sure enough, the unthinkable happened. At the dugway’s hair-
pin turn, Barney’s small truck met a big, log-loaded truck coming 
down. !at gave Barney two choices, each potentially deadly: collide 

with the truck or go over the side of the mountain.
Barney immediately chose the latter. He turned his truck over the edge of the 

dugway where there was a nearly vertical drop of about six feet, followed by the 
rest of that extremely steep hill that terminated at a creek.

“Wow - Lucky”
Going down, Barney plowed the truck through some thick huckleberry bush-

es, into a large willow patch, zigged through a second willow patch and zagged 
into a third willow patch. !at got the truck to a more level part, where Barney 
was able to stop it before they hit the creek. “Wow,” one of the companions yelled. 
“Wow, you were really lucky! You just went through one bunch of brush, then 
another and another and they slowed you down, so we didn’t wreck!”

It Was Not All Luck
“Indeed, we were lucky,” Barney replied. “But it was not all luck. I had that 

route planned. I have been on that blind corner, both coming and going, quite a 
few times. So, I had considered what to do if forced o% the road. I plotted a course 
through those brush patches, knowing they would slow the truck down and keep 
it from turning over. Some time ago, I had looked the area over and determined 
that there was only one way to get down that hill: aim for and go through those 
patches!”

Life - Like a Trip Down the Mountain
Dad told me that life is a lot like a trip down the side of a mountain. We are 

barely in control and must steer the course that will best bene#t us. Many times, 
we must steer through tough spots. It is there that we learn and get the valuable 
experience we need, even when it is a “dragging” experience. Most importantly, 
you have to decide on your route long before you are in danger. Most o$en when 
danger occurs, you don’t have time to then properly determine a solution.

Had my dad waited for the emergency to plan his route, it would not have 
worked because he went over that dugway at an angle that made seeing the brush 
an impossibility. But he knew it was there; he had examined the area and planned 
his route in advance. In other words, Barney was prepared.

I always thought that was a pretty good story that illustrates how to keep your 
life in order and plan it out ahead of time, so you are ready to deal with hair-rais-
ing situations. 

Generation Gap
Barry: I spent lots of time with Marj’s parents, Justin Knapp and Mabel 

Knapp. We worked with Grandpa Knapp all the time up in the woods. He was a 
guy that absolutely loved horses. He’d grown up all his life working with horses. 
He’d driven teams. !ere’s a picture &oating around in the family somewhere, 

Andy Sealander, Barney, 
Elmer Snowball

Possibly Andy and Elmer were 
the guys in the truck with 

Barney when they went over the 
side of  the dugway and were 

glad they lived to tell about it.

grandpa Justin Knapp
“We worked with Grandpa 

Knapp all the time up in the 
woods. He’d grown up all his life 

working with horses.” (Barry) 
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where he was—I think he was driving a team of as many as 26 horses on a thresh-
er. Really classy-looking picture. 

As we were working with him up in the woods, he really enjoyed those horses 
for skidding logs and whatever. But here I was, a kid, 12 years old, and he would 
rather have me drive the truck than him drive the truck, cause he just didn’t feel 
good operating equipment.  

Looking Back
About 2 or 3 weeks ago I stopped and talked to Allen Knapp—that’s Al’s son, 

or another one of Grandpa’s grandkids. Allen Knapp is probably 50 years old now, 
maybe a little more. And we started talking about Grandpa, and Allen says, “You 
know, I remember him as kinda being a grouchy old grandpa, but when I talk to 
my dad,” he says, “my dad really tells me how fun-loving and great a guy he was” 
and he says, “that kinda shows you the generation di%erence.”  

And I says, “Yeah, I worked with Grandpa a lot and knew him really well, and 
he was a guy that, I think really had a hard time adapting to the modern world—
the modern world being cars with automatic transmission and trucks instead of 
horses,” and I made the comment to Allen, I says, “back when I knew him then 
I really thought that he #t the older generation a lot better, and now I feel the 
same way about myself.  I #t the older generation a lot better than the younger 
generation.” And Allen said, “Yeah, I know what you mean. I feel the same way.”

Amy Lund (top)
Natalie Lund 
(bottom)
Barney’s great 
granddaughters 
pose with his now 
antiquated ‘47 
Chevy logging 
truck.

M’Jean, Barney, Marj, 
Baby Susan (born 1952)
Ready to deliver a load 
of  sawn-on-three-sides 
houselogs in the 1947 
Chev truck.
(Note the rolled pant leg 
cuffs, which was actually the 
style at the time, as per the 
Sears & Roebuck catalog.)
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M’Jean
& Myrna 

South
Marj sewed 

the royal blue 
corduroy 
drop seat 

coveralls with 
red buttons, 
along with a 

matching pair 
of  her own.

The little 
heart-shaped 

lockets 
opened up.
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Mud Pies n’ Dolls
Snips n’ snails & puppy dogs’ tails, That’s what little boys are made of.
Sugar n’ spice & everything nice, That’s what little girls are made of.

M’Jean and Myrna Lynn were partly girly and partly tomboy. It varied hour 
to hour throughout the day. Every day. 

Marj was very protective of her children, which was a real challenge 
in such a rugged environment. 

She followed Hannah’s example in protecting her girls’ faces from the sun. Out-
#tted with cowboy boots to protect against the weeds and gravel, cowboy hats as 
defense against sunburn, and a coating of lemon juice on their faces to keep away 
the freckles, they would go out to play.

Hazardous Playground
Her kids had a diverse and dangerous playground. !ere 

were hazards on all sides: the nearby railroad tracks with the 
passing trains, section crews, and occasional hobos. !ere were 
open wells, scattered sawmill machinery and equipment, stacks 
of logs and lumber. And then there was the forest itself, which 
could quickly swallow up a child who had wandered o%. Yet they 
were relatively unaware of the perils when they went out to play. 
!ey simply knew to don their cowboy hats to keep the sun o% 
their faces and come home if they heard the car horn. 

Making our Rounds
Myrna: When I was growing up in Island Park, we made our 

rounds from time to time--not that we discovered anything, really. 

Steam Engine
!ere was a steam engine out in the woods not far from our 

house--previously used to run the sawmill, and we would go out and 
play on it. We would check the grease and oil. !ere was a little place 
that you could li$ it, and that was the grease cap, and then there was 
the oil gauge. And there was a place that you put wood in.

Every day we’d go through our routine of checking everything, 
opening it, and shutting, and climbing all over it. It seems to me we 
played on that, just all the time.

Chapter 84

M’Jean & Myrna 
The cowboy hats were  
for sunburn protection 
in the high altitude of  
Island Park. Lemon 
juice on their faces 
was supposed to deter 
freckling.
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Gas Tank - Swing
M’Jean: We also played on top of the gas 

tank. It had some gauges and gadgets, too, so we’d 
climb up on there and play around on it. 

In the clump of trees by the gas tank was the 
swing, and Myrna never got tired of swinging.

Myrna: Mostly I remember my mother 
pushing me in the swing. Seems like I would ask 
to be pushed incessantly.

 “Play Sawmill”
!en o% to the old sawmill, a carriage remaining, mostly, and we would scoot 

boards over the rollers and pretend to be sawing. 
M’Jean: In a logging and sawmill camp, old sawmill parts were plentiful. We 

had observed enough of what went on out at the sawmill to mimic its operation.

Strawberry Patches - “Bear Cabin” – Woodpecker Hole
Myrna: !en we had to check all of our strawberry patches; they were not 

plentiful. Somewhat close to one of our patches was the cabin our grandfather 
had stayed in. We would stop in and play the pump organ (its #nal resting place), 
then go have a look at the cabin where supposedly a bear had lived, passing the 
woodpecker hole on the way. I don’t recall ever seeing a woodpecker in Island 
Park, but one tree had a very nice round woodpecker hole in it. Well, it was to-
wards Tom’s Creek, down the railroad tracks a little ways, probably just on the 
other side of Grandpa’s old cabin. 

Stockyards – Train Tracks - Picnic
Backtracking a bit we’d cross the railroad tracks to the stockyards. Oh, they 

were fun. We would swing 
on the gates back and 
forth, We’d go from “room 
to room” almost as though 
we were herding our cattle. 
We’d go up and down the 
chutes. We knew which 
one was the sheep chute 
and the cow chute. We’d 
go in the weighing house 
and play with the scales. 
And I guess maybe we’d 
try to weigh each other or 
pretend to weigh the cows.

We went on a picnic 
one time. We had ham 
sandwiches—we rarely 
had ham. 

M’Jean: It was pretty 
cloudy when we started 
out with our little paper 
sack lunch, heading to-
wards the &at. We went 
over the railroad tracks 
near the north end of the 
stockyards.

Myrna: And it started 
to rain,  so we ducked un-
der the cattle chute and ate 

Gas Tank
Barney bought gas from a  
company which sent up a 
truck periodically to refill 

the tank.
“We’d climb up there and 

play on  it.”
(M’Jean)

Myrna 
The little swing hung from 

trees near the gas tank.
”Mostly I remember my 

mother pushing me in the 
swing. Seems like I would 

ask to be pushed incessantly.”
(Myrna)
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our sandwiches.
M’Jean: Marj indulged us by making those sandwiches. I remember how 

good that hot ham was. I guess it was maybe a little cold by the time we got to the 
stockyards, and it was raining, and that ham was hot, and it really tasted good.

Myrna:  !e best ham I ever had.

Grasshoppers in Pop Bottle
M’Jean: !ere was a big open, somewhat circular area fairly close to the rail-

road tracks where Barney and the boys stacked piles of lumber, which were fun 
to play on. 

Myrna: Speaking of that circle, because it comes right to my mind, that’s 
where we were going out to catch grasshoppers all the time. 

M’Jean: It was quite weedy, and there were always a lot of grasshoppers. !ey 
would jump all around that area, and the cat would jump a$er them. We caught 
a bunch, too.

Myrna: We’d stu% as many grasshoppers as we could in a pop bottle.  I don’t 
know why we weren’t a little smarter, wondering how we’d ever get those out, 
because we never could get them out. We wanted to feed them to the cat.

M’Jean:  Oh, we could get them out. We shook them out, a few at a time and 
watched the cat pounce on them.

Myrna:  Okay, so, but then, at the bottom it would get kinda wet and sticky 
and we couldn’t get them out. But as I remember, the cat liked them, and we 
thought we were doing the cat a big favor.

M’Jean: !at’s disgusting.
Myrna: I suppose it is.

Mud Puddles
!ere were always these little blue butter&ies in the mud, in the mud puddles. 

We used to go out and watch the butter&ies and sometimes try to catch them. 
And then if we were really lucky, we got to see Monarchs and other beautiful 
variety, but the little blue ones you could kinda count on being there.

M’Jean & Myrna 
The Souths’ cabin is on the 
left, the railroad tracks and 
stockyards behind. To the 
right of  the trucks is the 
weedy area great for catching 
grasshoppers to feed to the 
cat.

Sitting on the bike is the 
sheepherder, Bert Miller. To 
his right is Marj’s brother, 
Warren Knapp. The boy with 
the dark coat is probably 
Steve Knapp, playing with a 
friend.
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Chicken Feed
Right next to the L-shaped cabin was the bunkhouse, where things like chick-

en feed and Marj’s canning jars were stored. And where o$en a slab of meat 
(sometimes illegal), was kept away from the heat, the &ies, and the game 

warden.

M’Jean: We inherited from our brothers the job of feeding the chickens and 
gathering eggs. Chickens will eat about anything. (Probably why Marj wouldn’t 
eat chicken, unless it was grouse or sage hen). But in addition to whatever they 
scavenged on their own, we fed the chickens wheat and mash, stored in the bunk-
house and carried out by the chicken coop in buckets. !e mash we put in a 
trough; the wheat we just tossed out on the gravel. !ey ate gravel anyway. Else 
what’s a gizzard for?

Feeding the chickens was a pretty good job for little kids, but I remember 
gathering the eggs was scary. Just walking inside the chicken coop was a little 
unnerving, because the chickens would look you over, along with your little 
egg bowl, and blink, blink, squawk, &utter, make a dive, and when you got close 
enough to grab an egg, PECK!

Warehouse - Organ
M’Jean: Next to the bunkhouse was the warehouse--a favorite place to play. 

In order to get into the warehouse, we had to pick our way through a collection 
of old rusty sawmill parts, then climb up to the high doorway. !e warehouse 
was rather dark, but on a bright, hot day, it was cool inside, and a good place to 
explore.

Myrna: We went in and played. We saw an old stencil that said “Logs: 5c per 
foot.” (!e price had since gone up.) !ere was an attic, and we climbed up to 
see what was up there: boards—a platform—
dangerous, and searched through the junk. 

M’Jean:  It’s where the big box full of 
tall #shing boots was kept, along with tools 
and piles of both old and new sawmill parts.

Myrna: !e organ was there.
M’Jean: !e old organ was just about 

the best “toy” in camp. It must have been 
salvaged from the old schoolhouse where 
they had church in the “olden days” of the 
1920’s. 

Only a few of the knobs were missing, 
and the keyboard was mostly intact. But it 
wouldn’t make a sound without air in the 
bellows. !at took diligent pumping on the 
one pedal not damaged by mice.

Chicken Coop
& scattered Chickens

Grandpa’s cabin (far right)
The swing (far left)
In the woods behind is the 
garbage pit where the bear 
was spotted which Barney 
shot from the porch. 

Barry South
Behind Barry is the 
warehouse, full of  
sawmill parts, truck parts, 
and miscellaneous 
hardware. Amid the junk 
was the old organ, which 
had missing knobs and 
one damaged pedal, but 
with hard pumping, it 
could still be played.
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Myrna: It still worked pretty well. I think there must have been some holes 
in whatever it is that holds the air. But there were several stops, and the stops 
worked pretty well, and you just kept pumping, and you could play it. 

Empty Cabins - Mud Pies
M’Jean: We liked to play in the various empty cabins. !e two small cabins 

closest to the railroad crossing were frequently unoccupied. !e slab cabin we 
always called Whitings’ because Mr. and Mrs. Whiting lived there for a time, 
but our favorite was the little log cabin. !ese were the two cabins which Marj’s 
parents and younger siblings occupied back in 1937. 

!e cabins were never totally empty. !ere would usually be an old iron bed-
stead with bedsprings, a stove, cupboards, sometimes a few dishes, and various 
odds and ends.

A very few utensils would be su"cient to inspire an a$ernoon of making mud 
pies. We didn’t need much to make mud pies, something to hold water, a few cans 
or broken dishes, and dirt.

Gooseberry Bushes - Rhubarb
Directly behind the cabins were the remnants of Grandma Hannah’s garden: 

three gooseberry bushes and some rhubarb plants. !e gooseberries were sour, 
and so was the rhubarb, but we picked and ate them anyway.

Garbage Pit
Just inside the timberline on the north side 

of camp was a large clearing. In the old Targhee 
Tie Company days, when Marj was a little girl 
living at the siding, it was the location of the 
commissary, company barns, and even the old 
schoolhouse where she went to school. !ose 
buildings were long gone. !e retired steam 
engine rested on the west side of the clearing, 

Miji Note:

 Every time we go to 

Island Park, I love to see 

the stockyards and locate 

a very special landmark—

Grandma Hannah’s one re-

maining gooseberry bush.

Amy & Natalie Lund (granddaughters of  M’Jean South Lund)
The stockyards--part of  kids’ playground.
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and in the center, there was now just a big garbage pit. Gene 
Jones, with his Caterpillar, had scooped out a sizable, wide 
indentation in the ground. Strewn there were everything 
from rusty car parts to old wrinkled, weathered shoes. 

M’Jean and Myrna frequented the garbage dump, 
#nding treasures useful for making mud pies. !ere were 
warped pans, chipped dishes, bent co%ee pots, and plenty of 
old rusty cans to be had—although many of them had been 
used for target practice and were too shot up to hold water.

“Nora” - Two-Tone Doll
M’Jean: One day when we were scavenging, we found two 

dolls which had seen better days. One had a crack in the back 
of its otherwise solid head. Its body was just made of cloth, 
which was raggedy and dirty. !e other was a little Negro dolly 
with a hard rubber body, but it had no head at all.

We carried them home for Marj to doctor. Marj quickly 
discarded the #lthy cloth body (while we were not looking) 
and attached the white head to the dark body. !e head was 
a little too large for the body, but it didn’t bother us, and we 
didn’t care that this was a two-tone baby.

However, since we thought she was so unlovely, we decided 
to name her the ugliest name we could think of. We decided it 
had to be Nora. And Nora became the most played-with doll. Because we wanted 
to “save” our good dolls, we would play with Nora.

Playing House
Of course we played with all the dolls a lot of the time. We could play house 

all a$ernoon, and when Marj said it was time to put everything away and set 
the table for supper, we would protest, claiming that we “just barely got set up.” 
Naturally, we had to establish which “house” was whose and outline perimeters. 
!en there were names to #gure out. “I’ll be ‘Mrs. So-and-so,’ and you be ‘Mrs. 

Such-and-such.’” Usually, we forgot the names selected and referred 
to each other simply as “Mrs.”

Fingernails
Each “Mrs.” must have fancy-looking, polished #ngernails. 

Along with doing her own nails, Marj would polish ours in the 
old cabin. It took a lot of patience for us, just anxious to get the 
red color on. But Marj always did a proper job, #rst #ling, then 
soaking, then pushing the cuticle back. She le$ a “moon” when 
applying the polish, as had been the style for a time.

A Real Princess
!e subscription to the Post Register was for-

warded to Island Park during the summer. A trip 
to Ponds for groceries also involved picking up 
the mail, including the newspaper. 

M’Jean: One day Marj read us a news item in the Post Register. On 
Tuesday, August 15, 1950, a brand new, real live princess had been born, of the 
house of Windsor, in the far o% country of England. Her name: Anne Elizabeth 
Alice Louise. Imagine—four given names!  Marj said that with royalty it was quite 
the usual thing to have several names. Myrna and I were properly impressed!

Moon 

Manicure 

In the early-mid 

‘30s, women usually 

only painted the cen-

ter of the nail, leaving 

the half-moon cuticle 

and tips bare with the 

underside tinted with 

a nail-white pencil or 

cream. It’s the “moon 

manicure.”

Myrna, & M’Jean
“Garbage pit scroungers”
Background: doghouse & toilet
Back in the woods to the right 
is the garbage pit.

Queen Elizabeth 
& Baby Anne Elizabeth 
Alice Louise.
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Barney Reading Funny Papers
M’Jean: !e weekend paper had the colored comics, which everyone scram-

bled for. Myrna and I especially liked the ongoing story of young, twin boys with 
curly yellow hair. !ey were always bent on some mischief. 

!e twins were saving up cereal box tops to win something, maybe a pony. 
To get more box tops, the twins hid cereal in various places, fooling their mom 
into thinking they were eating huge amounts of cereal, so she would keep buying 
more. Each week there would be another creative venture involving getting the 
cereal out of sight.

Eventually they started running out of places to stash the cereal. Barney en-
joyed reading the comics and would laugh so hard it was fun to watch him. He 
was really getting a kick out of the mischievous twins. 

When Marj made a trip to Ponds during the daytime to pick up groceries and 
the mail, Myrna and I would have a chance to read the comics before anyone else. 
When Barney came in from the woods or sawmill, we would be anxious to see his 
reaction to the latest wacky episode.

!e day when the twins’ dad opened up a closet and an avalanche of cereal 
&owed out on his head, we waited with anticipation until Barney came in and 
picked up the paper. !en we watched and waited for the fun. Watching him 
reading it was more fun than reading it ourselves.

Paid Job: Picking Up Nails
Occasionally one of Barney’s trucks would pick up a nail lurking in the dust, 

and he’d have a &at tire to #x. !e trucks were in constant use, being loaded, un-
loaded, making short hauls, making long hauls, and being gassed up at Barney’s big 
silver gas tank inbetween trips. !e trucks covered the various dirt roads surround-
ing and cutting through camp at odd intervals and angles. Nor did they always stick 
to the roads. A truck might be driven up alongside a neatly stacked lumber pile 
amidst a patch of weeds prior to being loaded. !ere were way too many places a 
nail could #nd its way into a tire.

Horseshoe Magnet
M’Jean: Barney enlisted Myrna and me to be on nail lookout. He trained us 

to keep a watchful eye for nails lying around. He provided us horseshoe magnets 
on long strings to drag around behind us to pick up nails and large tin cans to put 
them in. !en he set a price—a penny per nail. 

We were not making very good money at that job. But then we discovered 
a bonanza. When the house with the lo$ that Charlie built burned down, the 
perimeter of that burned area was chock full of nails. We happily showed our full 
can to Barney, who looked at the charred nails and then gave us a lesson on not 
taking unfair advantage of one’s employer. 

M&M Club
!e M & M Club was the M’Jean & Myrna club. We hit upon the novel idea 

when we obtained a package of m&m candy. It seemed like a swell plan to have 
club meetings now and again, especially whenever we had the good fortune to 
acquire m&m’s. 

Myrna: It was out by the steam engine at the edge of the woods that we 
would take the guns and do our target practice. M’Jean and I set up a bull’s-eye 
target out there. We went there on our M & M club meetings and would shoot 
the .22 once or twice. We had our own shells. We would carefully preserve our 
resources, shooting once or twice and eating one or two M&M‘s apiece.

Miji Note:

 Ever since,  I 

have been very 

conscious about 

noticing nails and 

screws in road-

ways—probably 

spared a few driv-

ers a flat tire.
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Cousin Jeannie
Myrna and Jeannie Jones were close to 

the same age, and they became fast 
friends. 

Glenna Jones: Myrna was not very big 

then. She and Jeannie were really good pals. 
M’Jean: Myrna and Jeannie played dolls in-

side and lots of stu% outside. Of course I played 
with them, too. I didn’t have any girl my age, so 
there were three of us playing together, but they 
were much closer, because they were closer in age. 

!e three of us slept out on our front porch in 
sleeping bags.

Always Together
Jeannie: Myrna and I were together all the 

time. I loved Myrna so much. She was a lot smart-
er than me, but I was ok with that.

M’Jean: She’s smarter than me, and I’m ok 
with that.

Jeannie: One day Myrna and I found some &our in a cabin, and we mixed 
it up. I don’t know why we mixed the &our up, but there was some kids that were 
coming around so we made it into &our balls and threw it at them (laughing). I 
can’t remember what happened to us that day when we did that. (laughing). 

Played Under the Big Tree
Myrna: Jeannie Jones, who was a daughter of Glenna, was a few months 

older than I was, and we played together a lot. She came to our house to play, and 
I went down to her house. We played dolls and played under the big tree.

We’d go out and play in this area around the big tree, and there were some 
kind of wood—I think we called them racks [truck racks]. !ey were lying on 
the ground but elevated--it seems like there was somehow a club house e%ect in 
there, almost an enclosure with these racks and the tree branches. So we’d go in 
there and play all the time.  

Davey Bit Myrna
Jeannie had a little brother Davey, and I used to like try to pick him up, and he 

didn’t like that. I was always carrying him around. Anyway, once when we were 
down there by the big tree, I picked him up--put him in perfect position to bite 
me on the chest, and he bit me, and I think that was the end of picking him up.

Glenna: David was 3 years younger than Jeannie. Myrna wanted to carry 
him around all the time, and this one day she picked him up with his face toward 
her tummy, and he hated it, cause his feet were kinda dragging, cause she had him 
under the arms, and he bit her on the stomach. And boy, she went home howling, 
and your dad (Barney) came out and gave David the one, two, and he never bit 
again, ever—which was a good thing.  Oh, my. 

Jeannie: I remember the day David bit Myrna. She used to pick him up all 
the time. His head would be right here in her middle, you know, and she’d carry 
him, and he just hated it So one day he bit her. And oh wow, he got in trouble 
sixteen times that day.

Myrna: And of course, every time I ever see anybody in Glenna Jones’s fam-
ily, especially Glenna or Jeannie, they remind me of how David bit me, and it was 
out by that big tree.  Because I always would pick him up, and he hated it, so I 
guess I got what I deserved.  (Laughs)

Myrna, Jeannie, 
M’Jean
“Babes in the Woods”
Finding new hideouts up 
in the timber where the 
men are logging.
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Girl Cousins 
Myrna: One time Glenna’s younger 

sisters, Gayle, Connie, and JoAnne, came. 
I especially remember when JoAnne was 
there. We played mud pies with JoAnne. She 
was a little older that M’Jean. It seemed like 
we tried to put on a play. Anyway, we had 
fun playing with them. Jeannie brought her 
cousin Melanie, from the other side of the 
family, and we made mud pies out in the 
cabin we called the Whitings’ cabin [slab 
cabin]—it was a cabin close to our cabin.

Lost Strawberry Pickers 
Glenna: You’ve heard about when 

Myrna and Jeannie decided to hunt for 
strawberries, and we couldn’t #nd them. 
And that was very frightening, because—be-
hind our cabin, close to our cabin, there was 
trees that were really close together—those 
little pines that grow straight up, and they 
say that’s one of the worst things where you 
can really get lost. When you get in them, 
all you can see is straight up, cause they’re 
so close together. And so we imagined all 
kinds of things, and we hunted and hunted, 
and come to #nd out they’d gone strawberry 
picking, and they’d been over by the railroad 
tracks. 

Just Desserts
Jeannie:  Myrna and I decided to go 

pick strawberries. So we each had a buck-
et. We were holding our hands and walking 
down the #eld to that old train. We picked 
our strawberries; we were having a good 
time, visiting on the way home. All of a sud-
den, Marj come &ying down, and she picked 
up Myrna, and she had a stick with her, and 

she started giving her a lickin’. She gave her a lickin’ all the way home. And my 
mom did the same thing to me. (laughing) I guess they’d been looking for us for 
about an hour and a half. !at would be scary, not to #nd us, you know.

Glenna: And I don’t know if Myrna got a spanking, but Jeannie did—a$er I 
got through loving her, you know, and crying, because I was so scared. !en I give 
her a spanking. (Laughs) Oh, dear.

Myrna: I remember when Susan was born, that I went down and stayed 
with them—a night or an a$ernoon. I think I remember that Jeannie didn’t have 
to clean up everything on her plate, and I thought that was pretty cool. She was 
a cute little girl.

She Didn’t Skin Us
Typical of parents who tend to direct idle threats to their children, Glenna was 

frequently heard saying, “I’m going to skin you alive!” Marj had to laugh when 
Jeannie was telling her about something the kids had done which her mother was 
not happy about. Jeannie said, “She was pretty mad, but she didn’t skin us!”

Jeannie Jones,
Gayle South, 

M’Jean South, 
Connie South,
Myrna South

It was fun having girl 
cousins visiting from 

Wyoming. 
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Glenna: One day I watched Jeannie talking to her 
doll, and I heard her say, “I’m going to skin you alive.” I 
decided to quit saying that to my kids.

Get Me a Stick from the Woodbox
When Marj #gured one of her kids needed a 

spanking, she would say, “Get me a stick from the 
wood box.” !en the o%ender had to bend over her 
lap and get the designated number of strokes.

M’Jean: Sometimes we could spank the boys. If 
they’d picked on us, she’d put them over her lap and 
send us to the woodbox for a stick. And then they’d 
say, “Get that great big thick stick,” you know, and they 
knew we could hardly even li$ it.” 

Myrna:  (laughing) So they probably laughed. I 
don’t remember being spanked with a stick. I think I 
had to get the stick from the woodbox a few times, but I 
don’t remember it ever being used on me. It seemed like 
the hand did plenty of damage. 

Myrna’s  Spanking - Laughed
M’Jean: One of our favorite forbidden delights was 

to jump on the bed. !e old bare bedsprings were not 
encased in a wooden frame as are modern box springs 
and were therefore more easily damaged. !e fact that it was not good for the bed 
didn’t distress us very much, and we jumped when we thought we could get away 
with it. One day Myrna and I were caught jumping on the bed and knew that a 
spanking was imminent. 

Myrna declared, “If you spank me, I’ll just laugh.” And laugh she did. Marj 
wanted her punishment to mean something, so she spanked harder, but Myrna 
kept laughing. “I spanked her so hard my hand hurt,” she said. Myrna was pretty 
determined that day, and the laughing outlasted the spanks.

Myrna:  Oh, the last spanking I ever got was for jumping on the bed. It seems 
to me that most of the spankings were for jumping on the bed—it’s too bad we 
couldn’t have had a trampoline back then. But the harder she spanked, the more 
I laughed, and she never spanked me again. (laughs)  Must have been frustrating. 
(laughs) I have no idea what got into me.

Filling the Woodbox
Ten cents a day to keep the woodbox full. !at was the deal. When David 

and Barry were big enough for Barney to take them to the woods, the 
chore of #lling the woodbox fell to M’Jean and Myrna. Marj told them 

she would pay them each ten cents for every day that she did not have to go for 
a single stick of wood. 

M’Jean: We were pretty conscientious, needing only occasional reminders 
that the woodbox was getting low on wood. Every ten days was “payday.” From 
the tall dresser in the bedroom of the little cabin she would take out two dollars. 
“Now here is a dollar for you, and here is a dollar for you,” she’d say, and they’d 
probably be silver dollars. Now, I’ll save them for you in this safe place.”  So we 
could see that we’d been paid. We carried in wood to the cook stove as long as we 
lived in Island Park.

Miji Note: 
It was fun to read a 

little story of Bernie’s 
where he said his dad 
had the kids get a stick 
from the wood box: “I 
remember the 1st time I 
ever told my father ‘No’ 
when he asked me to pick 
something up. He said 
to Al, ‘bring me a stick 
of wood from the wood 
box,’ which was real 
handy just next to the 
Majestic range. I remem-
ber I did what I was told 
before Al had time to get 
the stick of wood and 
hand it to my father.” 

Apparently Mar j’s 
methods she adopted 

from Grandpa!

Myrna, Jeannie, M’Jean 
Note gas tank and chickens 
in the woods.
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Trykes to Bikes
Everyone in the family 

learned to ride a bike on 
the trusty old orange bicy-

cle, a boys’ bike with a bar across 
the top.

M’Jean: It was that cursed 
bar on the orange boys’ bike 
that made it so di"cult to get 
on. I tried and tried to ride it. 

My system consisted of 
wheeling the bike alongside a 
stump or short lumber pile to 

stand on, swinging my leg over, and shoving o%. I’d go a ways before crashing. I 
remember the #rst day I actually rode successfully. It was Sunday, my 7th birth-
day, July 1, 1951. Barry’s friend, Lindon White, had come up to visit him for a 
few days. He was holding up the bike and running alongside as I pedaled from 
our house toward the Big Tree. When I turned and looked behind me, he was 
not there. He was quite a ways back, and I was on my own, and that was pretty 
exciting.

For quite a while a$er that I still had to line the bike up by a lumber pile or 
stump to get on. I #nally mastered the trick of getting a running start. 

Since we were a one-bike family, and Myrna and I wanted to go places togeth-
er, we eventually found the wretched bar to come in handy, when we learned that 
she could sit side saddle on the bar, and even steer, while I pumped. When she 
learned to ride the bike, we could switch around.

We did a few silly tricks, our favorite: “Ghost Riding Toast,” whatever that was. 
What we really wanted/needed was a second bike.

The Blue Bike
With our job of keeping the woodbox full of #rewood, at the rate of ten cents 

apiece per day, Myrna and I earned money for a second bicycle--a blue girls’ 
bike—it was also bigger. With two bikes, no longer having to pump each other, 
we could really travel.

We covered the whole camp from one end to the other and beyond--from 
Grandpa’s old cabin down by the railroad tracks to Gene and Glenna Jones’ cabin 
and farther--on to the old mill site. We rode around both sawdust piles, down a 
ways on Ripley Butte Road or Eccles Road, and #nally, over the railroad tracks 
and across the Flat to the timberline. But always within the sound of the car horn, 
which would be our signal to “come home.”

Myrna: I think we had the blue bike when I was in the #rst grade. I bet we 
bought it during the year (1953). We were so lucky. Because we had the boys’ bike 
and the girls’ bike we could ride them both together, and then we could spend a 
lot of time on bikes. We’d ride on all these little roads around. 

And sometimes we rode towards Ponds. We’d ride at least over the whole Flat, 
which was about a mile, I think. 

Reckoning a Mile 
Everyone in the camp reckoned a mile’s distance by the length of the road across 

the Flat--from the railroad crossing by the stockyards to the timberline. It was quite 

M’Jean & Myrna
Tricycle transportation 

worked well on the 
gravelly ground.

The goal post to the 
left of  Grandpa’s old 

car was used by Cousin 
Berdett for football 

practice.
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possible to view the entire distance at once. If you traveled half-
way to the timberline and looked forward to the west, then 
glanced backward to the east over the distance traveled from 
the stockyards, it would be rather easy to visualize a mile. 

!ere was more than one &at in the vicinity (large mead-
ow-like area with few trees), but only one was distinguished by 
the name, “!e Flat.”

Buttercups and Sego Lilies
M’Jean: !e Flat was covered with sagebrush and grasses and 

sprinkled with &owers. !e little buttercups were special but could only be found 
in the early spring. 

Myrna: We knew where to #nd the tiny brightly colored violet &owers and 
a few sego lilies. 

M’Jean: It was fun to bring home a bouquet of sego lilies and just as much 
fun to take a stick and dig up their bulbs. !ey tasted a little bit like a raw potato. 

Myrna: If we’d get a little too far away and Marj wanted us back, she’d honk 
the horn, and we didn’t always want to come back, but we had to.

We had an area with a big pile of lumber out in the middle, seems like there 
was a circle around it. And we would always ride our bikes around this circle, and 
we’d get faster and faster. 

Bike Broke in Half
And of course I remember the time the bicycle broke in half while I was riding 

it. I was riding around that circle and it came apart. !e blue bike. Yeah, right 
smack in the middle. I don’t remember that it was any big injury—just the usual. 
It seemed like I always had scrapes. So they welded it together, and ever a$er, it 
was welded. 

Riding Bikes off the Sawdust Pile
M’Jean: It was pretty fun to ride a bike o% the sawdust pile. A$er struggling 

to push the bike over the sawdust all the way to the top, you then had quite a vis-
ta. !e top was fairly &at and quite broad. You could look out any direction and 
consider what route suited your courage. All along the north end, which looked 
right down into camp, the drop would be practically straight down, with a bunch 
of big trees at the bottom. Out of the question. To the south was the sawmill and 
skidway—impractical. 

!e safest direction was west, the “front side.” It had a very long, gradual slope. 
!e bumps and dips were always changing, due to the frequent addition of fresh 
sawdust. Next to the mill there’d be a small pile, kind of skinny, but it would get 
very high and be in the way of workers at the mill. Grandpa was usually the one to 
move it up onto the bigger pile with a scraper hitched to a horse. We usually 
rode our bikes down that side, and it was fun, but not a huge challenge. 

Too Much Thrill
It took a lot more bravado to go o% the “back side,” which was far steep-

er. One area had the shape similar to the bottom two sections of a giant 
snowman. I came down there once, and when I hit the second hump, it shot 
me o% so fast I almost &ew to the bottom, and I sailed out onto the road that 
ran between the two sawmills for quite a ways. It scared me to death and 
gave me more thrill than I was looking for. 

Sawdust Pile Crash
Myrna: I rode down the east side one night, and Jeannie was with me. 

I think it was just the two of us. And I crashed. And the next thing I knew 
is that I woke up in my bed, and I think it was dark. I think it had been a 
while. !ere were people in and out. It seemed like there was sawdust in 
my nose.

Myrna
“The Blue Bike” 
Everyone in the family 
learned to ride on the 
old orange bicycle. 
With money earned 
from filling the wood-
box, M’Jean & Myrna 
acquired a second bike, 
could ride together, 
and covered a lot of  
territory.

Bike riding on the city
sidewalk was less 
adventurous but a lot 
smooother than in 
Island Park.
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Susan South
Born Sep 7, 1952

Ashton, Idaho

“I a innocent child”
 (Marj heard coy Susan’s remark to a stranger.)
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Susan South
Get together and figure out a name, and when you get it figured out,

 we’ll call her “Susan.” -Barney

During the summer of 1952, Marj had her usual load of cooking, carrying 
water, washing, and ironing. She also kept the treadle sewing machine go-
ing, making white &annel baby nightgowns. 

Barry: As our family grew, the little three-room house became smaller. A$er 
M’Jean and then Myrna came, there were six of us in the house and we hardly 
had room to sneeze.

Exciting Announcement
Barry: I think I was 11 years old when Dad said, “We have lived in this old 

log cabin long enough. We’re going to build a new house.” And that was exciting. 
Barney taught David and me to build a log house as we were building our new 
home. 

New House - Just in Time
!e new house was built just in time. On the day we 

were pouring the foundation, Dad had to make a quick 
trip to Ashton. Our mother Marj was expecting sibling 
number 5, and the time had come. A new sister, Susan, 
was born in the Ashton hospital—Sunday, September 
7, 1952. 

David: !e arrangements had been made. Curley 
Kent and some of his men were on their way to our 
place in Island Park, Idaho to help mix concrete and 
pour a foundation for the new Barney South home. It 
was just a$er daybreak when Dad wakened Barry and 
me. He went over what was to be done very careful-
ly. I was 13 and Barry was 11. We were to help pour 
the foundation as Barney was taking Marj to Ashton 
to have a baby--Susan. !is was her #rst upsetting of 
plans. She was born later that day, about the same time 
the footings were #nished. September 7, 1952 will be 
remembered by that unique start, at least for me.

Chapter 85

David, Baby Susan, 
Jeannie Jones, Myrna
Through the kitchen 
window of  the old log 
cabin, Susan’s first home.
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Baby Sister
The summer before Susan was born was probably Teddy Jensen’s second year 

in camp. Barney had hired his dad, Moyne Jensen. !e going wage was $1.25 
per hour. His mother’s name was Roma, and he had an older brother, Terry, 

who worked in the woods with his dad most of the time. !ere may have been a 
younger brother, also. !e Jensen family lived in the old Al Smith cabin (where the 
famous photograph of the old Sunday School was taken) on the east end of camp.

M’Jean: Teddy had been in my 1st grade class at Riverside School, and was I 
surprised to see him in camp! !e younger kids in camp played outside togeth-

er a lot, and Teddy became a pal. Although 
Kent Perrenoud was closer to Barry’s age, 
his mother kept him cleaned up and close to 
home, and he o$en played with us, too.

Myrna and I knew our mom was going to 
be getting a new baby. Teddy told us the baby 
was in her tummy. We maintained she got the 
baby at the hospital. So we asked Marj about 
it. It bothered me that Teddy was right.

Baby’s Home
It seems it was already dark when Bar-

ney and Marj arrived from Ashton and came 
into the old cabin with the new baby. Every-
one fussed over the new baby, of course, and 
when it was time to change her diaper, Marj 
displayed the newfangled netted diaper cov-
ers and liner inserts.

Not long into the evening, Marj or Bar-
ney noticed the baby had some little chunks 
of something in her mouth. Upon investiga-
tion they discovered that #ve-year-old Myr-
na, who had been eating peanuts, had shared 
with her new little sister!

With the addition of the baby basket at 
the foot of Marj and Barney’s bed, the bed-
room was slightly more crowded. For some 
time, David and Barry had been sleeping in 
the living room on the pull-out daveno bed. 

M’Jean: During the daytime the basket 
would be wheeled to the kitchen or living 
room, wherever the action was. I have one 
little memory about that. Marj had her hands 
full in the kitchen and needed David to rock 
the squalling baby in her basket in the living 
room. It became a bit tiring, so he sat in the 

Grandpa Justin Knapp 
& Baby Susan

By the back porch of  the 
old log cabin

Susan is wearing the 
traditional yoked flannel 

nightgown Marj made for 
all her babies.
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rocking chair with his foot on the rung of the basket and rocked 
back and forth, rocking the basket as well. He thought he was pretty 
clever, and so did I.

When Baby Susan outgrew the basket, she slept in the living 
room in the sturdy white crib Barney had made for David. It had 
served as a bed for Barry, Myrna, and me, as well.

Building the New House
!e house was built very quickly, although most of the inte-

rior work would be completed the following spring. David and 
Barry worked on the house every chance they had, although 
school interfered. 

School 1952

David was in 8th grade, the top grade in the little one-room schoolhouse, 
and thus the last year he would attend school in Island Park. Barry was in 
6th grade, M’Jean in 3rd. Five-year-old Myrna stayed home with Marj and 

the new baby.
!e new house was close to being #nished when time came to move to the 

valley, and the kids transferred to schools in town.
School in Idaho Falls was quite a lot di%erent from school in the one-room 

schoolhouse in Island Park where so few students attended. At Riverside there were 
several classrooms. In each there was a large class, everyone of the same age and in 
the same grade. !e teacher gave everyone the same assignment. 

!e recess bell was a loud, electric bell, not the little handheld bell the kids 
would take turns ringing at Mack’s. At noon, school was dismissed for one hour, 
and the South kids, along with most everyone else, walked a few blocks home for 
lunch.

David was in his second year at O. E. Bell Jr. High, where he attended multiple 
classes each day with more academic resources and opportunities, and more was 
expected of the students.

Blessing the Baby
M’Jean had turned eight on her July 1st birthday but had no opportunity to 

be baptized in Island Park.

M’Jean: I was baptized on the stake baptism day, Saturday, January 3rd, 1953, 
in the North Idaho Falls Stake Tabernacle (Dedicated September 17, 1950). Marj 
#xed my hair in French braids tied up with white ribbons, so I wouldn’t come out 
of the water “with hair streaming in my face.” 

!e next day, which was Barney’s birthday, I was con#rmed by the bishop. 
Susan was blessed by Barney in the same fast meeting. Barney, who was pretty shy 
in church, told Marj he could only do one. She said, bless the baby.

Myrna: Were you con#rmed the same day Susan was blessed? 

M’Jean: Yes, I was con#rmed by Bishop Lloyd Ricks.

The foundation was poured 
the day Susan was born, 
Sunday, September 7, 1952. 
David and Barry had to give 
Barney’s instructions to the 
concrete crew, as Barney had 
taken Marj to the hospital in 
Ashton. 
David and Barry helped 
Barney in building the house 
that fall and the next spring. 

The family moved from the 
little log house next door to 
the big log house on M’Jean’s 
9th birthday, Wednesday, July 
1, 1953.
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Myrna: What do you remember about me sitting in the car during fast meet-
ing? Seems to me that one or both ordinances were performed that day and it 
must have been our #rst Fast Sunday in Idaho Falls and the routine was di%erent 
and I couldn’t #gure out where to go so I sat in the car - and it was cold. While 
my memory seems quite clear about this, I can’t believe someone didn’t come and 
#nd me in the car.

M’Jean: !at is so sad that you had to sit in the car. You are probably right 
about it’s being a new routine. It was only on Fast Sundays that Sacrament Meeting 
followed right a$er Sunday School. If we le$ Island Park sometime in December, 
it would have likely been the #rst Fast Sunday we were in town. 

One more thing. !e junior Sunday School kids came up from downstairs and 
sat with their classes, not with their families, during Fast Meeting. I remember 
always sitting by Shirley during Fast Meeting. Maybe that is why no one noticed 
you were not there.

Myrna: !anks for that little trip down memory lane and the reassurance 
that my family wasn’t trying to lose me. I totally had forgotten that we sat with 
our classes. I have a vague recollection about coming up from downstairs and it 
seems that I didn’t recognize anyone. 

Marj, Susan, Myrna
What a luxury to have a real 
bathtub with running water.

Myrna, Barry, Barney, Marj, 
Baby Susan, M’Jean

“I was baptized January 3, 1953, 
and confirmed the next day, on 

Barney’s birthday,  by Bishop 
Ricks. Susan was blessed by 

Barney in the same fast meeting. 
Barney, who was pretty shy in 

church, told Marj he could only 
do one. She said bless the baby.” 

(M’Jean)
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First Christmas - First 
Easter

Susan was the #rst in the 
family to spend both her #rst 
Christmas and #rst Easter in the 
new house in Idaho Falls.

M’Jean: Myrna and I were 
avid fans of the Easter Bunny, 
who would leave colored eggs 
hidden around the house. 

One time the Easter eggs had a new, 
distinctive look—paisley, with lots of 
bright, swirling colors. Apparently the 
Easter Bunny helpers had been a little 
sloppy with the dye, because we found 
little swirls on the kitchen wall, and we 
became suspicious. It seemed our old-
er brothers must have been involved. 
I don’t remember much in the way of 
candy associated with Easter, just eggs. 

Easter Coats and Bonnets
Marj did not want her girls to have 

the signi#cance of Easter be all about 
Easter dresses, so getting new dresses 
was not a tradition. But one year we 
got some cute spring coats and hats—
probably around Easter time. 

Precocious Child
Little Susan both delighted and 

worried everyone, especially Marj. It was 
alarming to #nd her seven-month old on top 
of the upright piano!

David: She was precocious. She could 
walk well at 9 months. She learned to talk 
early and practiced much.

Barney taught her to do some counting 
and other things far beyond her normal years. 

She was his sweetheart. At 2 she would 
travel with him in the car or truck o$en. At 
least as o$en as they could arrange it.

Susan & Barney
“She was his sweetheart.” 
(David)

Marj, M’Jean, Susan, Myrna
“Marj did not want her girls to 
have the significane of  Easter 
be all about Easter dresses. 
Sometimes we got spring jackets 
around Easter time.” (M’Jean)

Labeled on the back in Barney’shandwriting:
8 mos 1 week
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Baby Susan & Fans:

David

Barry

M’Jean
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Barry, M’Jean, Marj,
Baby Susan, Barney
A truckload of  houselogs ready 
for Barney to deliver.

Myrna Lynn & Susan
“Little Pals”
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“I Think I Was Kind of a Live-Wire Child”
Susan: Marj’s mother, my grandmother used to have to take care of me sometimes, because my father 

passed away when I was very young. I have no memory of him. And I remember that my mother did not like 



Targhee Ties   875

to leave me with her mother, because she knew it would be hard for her to care 
of me.  I think I was kind of a live-wire child.  

Grandma Patient & Kind 
But when I did stay with my grandmother, she was so patient and so kind.  

She seemed like she was without much energy.  She just seemed like some-
times she muscled her way through her  days.  

Basket of Toys
When I would come to stay with my grandmother, she had this little basket 

of toys.  !ey never multiplied—the same old toys all the time, and I remem-
ber teeny little perfume bottles in the stash—they were empty—that I loved, 

and a doll that I inherit-
ed that she had—one of 
those little upside down 
dolls where if you pull the 
skirt one way you have 
Goldilocks, and if you 
pull it the other way, you 
have another doll.  What 
I loved about my grand-
mother was that she would 
sit there—there was kind 
of a love-seat-sized chair—
she would sit there, and I 
would sit beside her.  

Sit & Be Still
A lot of times, she 

would just sit and be still. I 
don’t even think she’d talk 
to me. But she would just 
sit there, and I always felt 
her love for me. 

So that was a very lov-
ing person—very tolerant 
and loving person—that 
was the mother of my 
mother.  And her name 
was Mabel Fidelia Hale 
Knapp.
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The Magic Piano

Soon a$er the family was established in the new house in Idaho Falls, Barney 
and Marj bought the family a wonderful gi$—a “magic piano.” 

!e “player piano” appeared much like any other upright piano, but two 
little doors in the upper cabinet slid open to reveal a player mechanism which 
could play the piano without hands. Only feet were required—to pump the pedals, 
lowered from the under side of the cabinet. 

!ere were about 40 piano rolls to go with it. 
Everyone enjoyed the piano. !e kids loved being able to make music without 

knowing how to play. All they had to do was to insert a piano roll in the player 
mechanism and pump the pedals. Everyone would sing the lyrics printed on the 
roll. 

When they got to the end of the roll, they opened the long, 
hinged, narrow panel in front of the keyboard, slid the switch over 
to reverse, and pedaled to rewind the roll. 

Learning to Play
When Barney bought the player piano, he intended it would not 

just be a toy but that the family would learn to play it. He led the way. 
He bought instruction books, including those on chord construc-
tion, and taught himself to play both by note reading and by ear.

Barney and Marj were both very musical but had had limited 
opportunity in their lives to pursue music training.

Six Weeks Course - Dummy Piano
As a child, Marj had taken a six-weeks piano course from C. W. Reid. He 

developed a unique system of teaching note reading without bothering about 
note names. During the time she had the lessons, she had only a dummy wooden 
keyboard to practice on. !is course was her only formal instruction, but she 
retained enough to play a little whenever she had the chance. 

Chapter 86

The family spent a lot of time pumping the pedals and singing the songs 
as the piano played the tunes.-Barry

Marj’s Piano Books
She had only 2 weeks of  

formal instruction,
 practicing on a dummy 

keyboard.
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At long last she now had a piano available, and she enjoyed playing hymns and 
a few favorites pieces, particularly “Melody in F” by Anton Rubinstein. She proba-
bly did not have much time to practice.

Music Heritage
The family of Barney and Marj South had a rich musical heritage. Barney and 

Marj were desirous of continuing that love and learning of music in their 
family.

Marj’s musical parents, though untrained, made a valuable addition to the var-
ious choirs in every ward in which they lived. As a young missionary, Justin found 
singing to be a great missionary tool. He always enjoyed singing in male quartets. 
His mother, Marj’s beloved grandmother, Eliza Lemmon Knapp, was a sought a$er 
soprano soloist. Her grandfather, Justin Abraham Knapp, delighted those around 
him with violin music, which he played on the violin he made himself.

Marj’s great grandfather on her mother’s side, Alma Helaman Hale, Sr., also 
made his own violin.

Although he never knew his grandmother Elizabeth, Barney inherited her tal-
ent and love for music, as had his father. Barney grew up hearing violin music 
played by his father. Samuel was in demand at all the dances. At home he practiced 
for hours, while the farming su%ered. 

Myrna Lynn South
Receiving her first piano 
instruction from her fa-
ther on the player piano, 
she studied in earnest, 
earning Bachelor’s and 
Master’s degrees in pia-
no performance. (Note the 
sliding panel in the cabinet 
for the player mechanism 
and the hinges in the long 
narrow control panel in 
front of  the keys.)
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Self-Taught Musician
Barney was quite an accomplished, self-

taught musician. He learned to play several in-
struments, including the violin, guitar, mandolin, 
&ute, and concertina. With the piano, he took his 
music study to a new level, gaining a greater un-
derstanding of music theory. 

Gifted Teacher
He practiced and had fun learning to 

play, then began teaching his kids to play, 
as well.

Barney was a gi$ed teacher. Marj said 
that he was always willing to teach what h e 
knew if someone were interested i n 
learning. 

Setting the Soundpost
Along with intonation on the 

violin, sound production was im-
portant to Barney. He made his 
own soundpost adjustments with a 
soundpost setter. 

Tuned His Piano
Not satis#ed with the results when the piano 

tuner was #nished tuning, Barney learned to tune 
his own piano. He made so many adjustments 
that the tuning pins would no longer hold, and 
he had to get a technician to come do resto-
ration. !e piano had to be laid on its side and 
stay that way until the glue dried.

Catalyst
!e player piano was a catalyst of great 

things to come—piano and violin pro#cien-
cy, vocal training, participation in choirs, or-
chestras, musicals, as the posterity of Barney 
and Marj carried on the great musical tradi-
tion in the Knapp and South families.

The mechanism of a player piano.

1-Pedal
2-Pedal connection
3-Exhauster (one only shown)
4-Reservoir; high tension (low-tension not 

shown)
5-Exhaust trunk
6-Exhaust tube to motor
7-Air space above primary valves
8-Secondary valves
9-Strinking pneumatic
10-Connection from pneumatic to action of piano
11-Piano action
12-Pneumatic motor
13-Trackerboard (music roll passes over tracker-

board

Barney’s
Soundpost Setter

Tuning Fork
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Player Piano
A player piano is a self-playing 

piano, containing a pneumatic mechanism 
that operates the piano action via pre-pro-
grammed music recorded on perforated 
paper. The paper, wound on a roll insert-
ed into the mechanism, dictates the player 
action as it rotates.

The rise of the player piano grew with 
the rise of the mass-produced piano for the 
home in the late 19th and early 20th cen-
tury. Sales peaked in 1924. At one point, 
more than half of all pianos being made 
in America contained a player unit. The 
player piano was not an obscure by-line—
it was the dominant force in the industry. 
In the early 1920’s, many pianists of note, 
in classical and popular fields, were called 
on to make rolls. An automated recording 

device could record a pianist’s note 
timings and dynamics.

Myrna, Barry, Marj, Baby Susan, M’Jean
Player Piano

Player piano, now residing at Barry’s house. Piano rolls are placed on spindle. 
The keys move up and down as the roll rotates. Like Magic--”No hands, Ma!”
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The New Log Cabin
Chapter 87 

I work on deadlines best, you know. I used to have a very guilty 
feeling about this. I’ve come to appreciate deadlines.-Marj

It was always exciting for the South kids, at the end of the school year, anticipat-
ing the trip back up to the sawmill. In the spring of 1953, there was even more 
to look forward to, as the new house would soon be completed. 
During the fall of the previous year, Barney had built the exterior of the house. 

No one would ever forget the day the foundation was poured, September 7, 1952, 
as it was the day Susan was born. Barney had taken Marj to the hospital in Ashton 
in the early morning, and he had le$ instructions with David, age 13, and Barry, 11, 
to relay to the guys already on their way to pour the concrete.

!e house was the only structure on a concrete foundation ever to be built at 
Island Park Siding. Even so, the property was never owned by the Souths but leased 

from the Forest Service.
Barney had worked fast to get the logs up, the roof on, the &oor down, and 

the windows in before the snow and the annual winter move to Idaho Falls. 
David and Barry had worked on the house every minute they were not in school.

5-Inch Logs
Barry: !e house was built of #ve inch logs squared on three sides that were 

peeled and oiled. Dad was selling 3-sided sawed house logs all over the area for 
building very nice summer homes. Most of the logs were “six inch logs.” !at was 
pretty much what most of the customers wanted, and they were the main sales 
item from our mill. 

Some of the logs were not big enough to make 6-inch logs, so we made them 
into 5-inch logs. !ey sold for less money and were not as popular. Sometimes 
we had a pretty good stockpile of those. And Dad decided to build our new house 
using 5” logs.

M’Jean: Our house was not built of the logs Barney intended to use, I don’t 
think. He had a very nice set of 6-inch logs. Someone came and wanted them, 
and so he got a good price for them and used the 5-inch logs on hand--not quite 
so fancy. 

Barry: Dad set up a cut-o% saw. It was a circular saw powered by an old 
Briggs and Stratton engine on a kind of a swing table, and he could put a log on 

Susan
Striding out onto the 

front porch of  the new 
house is veteran 

traveler Susie, who 
started her walking 
career at 9 months. 
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there and swing the saw down through the log and it would make a real smooth 
square cut. And we started building that house. And I got to work a lot at helping 
build the house, got to peel a lot of the logs. I got to help cut them. I got to help put 
them on the wall and drive the spikes into them to hold them down, and I learned 
a heck of a lot about building a log house when I was 12 years old.

M’Jean: Myrna and I helped peel logs. We used huge peelers that were of 
the same idea as potato peelers. !ey had a blade about a foot long or so with a 
handle on each end. 

Nice Green Roll Roofing 
Barry: !e roof was built of rough sawn 2x6 ra$ers 12” on center. !ey were 

covered with rough 1” lumber sheathing, and the roo#ng, instead of just lumber 
over tarpaper, was nice roll roo#ng with green colored sand as the top #nish.

!e exterior of it was peeled logs that were varnished, so it was nice looking, 

Knotty Pine
!e interior was made out of knotty pine paneling, essentially one-by-sixes. 

And it was #nished o%, and it was really nice inside. !e ceiling was of knotty 
pine, and it had 6” of sawdust in the attic for insulation. !e interior walls were 
also covered with knotty pine. !e house was built quite fast, but 
the walls were not lined with knotty pine until the following 
year. All of the knotty pine we used was cut at our mill and then 
hauled to Rexburg where it was planed into patterned Knotty 
Pine and then we hauled it back to our new house.

Six Rooms!
!e new house was really great. It was 26 feet by 46 feet (1196 

Sq. Ft), and it really had a lot of room. We had a total of 6 rooms. 
Can you imagine the di%erence, going from 3 rooms to 6 rooms? 
!ere were 3 bedrooms and another little room that we called 
the cooler--it was just quite a large pantry. We’d keep our food 
supply stored in that. !ose 4 rooms were on one side of the 
house.

!e other side of the house had two rooms, the kitchen and 
the living room--divided by a big #replace.

Myrna & M’Jean
The Shiny New Log Cabin
“Life in the new house was 
great. Some things didn’t 
change. We still had to go to 
the well for our water. We still 
had to make a trip to the woods 
for the toilet.” (Barry)

Cut-off saw
“Dad could put a log on there 
and swing the saw down 
through the log and it would 
make a real smooth square 
cut.” (Barry)
The cut-off  saw was later used 
to cut firewood.
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Fireplace - Scrap Iron Foundation
We hired a fellow by name of 

Pete Peterson to come up and help 
us put in the #replace. !ey talked 
about putting steel in the foundation 
for reinforcing for the #replace. We 
had a lot of scrap metal around. So 
we gathered it up—old tire irons and 
so forth, really a lot of metal. So the 
reinforcement was pretty unique—it 
was pretty much scrap iron.

And this #replace was made out 
of colored gemstone bricks, red and 
green. It was a sort of a rectangu-
lar structure that was maybe 8 foot 
wide, maybe a little wider, and may-
be 6 to 7 feet high. And a large #re-
place in that. 

M’Jean: Marj said our #replace 
was built using the largest heat form 

available.

Last Move to Little Log Cabin
Spring of 1953, for the last time, the South family moved into the little old log 

cabin. In just a few weeks the new house was ready, although some of the interior 
#nish work would have to wait until the following year. !e old cabin, which was 
in the door yard of the new house, was not removed right away, although Marj was 
anxious to get rid of it. 

Moving DAy - M’Jean’s Birthday
 M’Jean: We moved from the old cabin into the new one, a distance of a few 

yards, on my 9th birthday, July 1, 1953. !ere was still some work to be done to 
#nish it. !e exterior was given an oil #nish which made it pretty and shiny. 

Barry: !e house was built in a hurry. A$er we built the new house and lived 
in it, it was much better living conditions. !ere 
was still no electricity or running water, but that 
house was just great. Some things didn’t change. 
We still had to go to the well for our water. We 
still had to make a trip to the woods for the toilet. 

Firewood
And again, the kids’ job was to get the wood 

for the #replace. !e #replace was big enough 
that we could put some pretty good sized logs in 
it. We could put a 3 foot long log in that thing. 
And it took a lot of logs, a lot of wood, so—by 
then we were old enough that we could drive the 
trucks, and we’d go driving out in the woods look-
ing for some dead timber, some dry trees. We had 
chain saws by then. We’d cut the tree down and 
cut it up into logs and bring it home and stack it 
up, and that was our #rewood supply. 

Marj
Oiling the logs of  the new 

house. The old cabin still 
stands in the background. 

Marj was anxious
 to get rid of  it.

David South
“The knotty pine was cut 

at our mill, then hauled to 
Rexburg where it was planed 

into patterned Knotty Pine, 
and then we hauled it back to 

our new house.” (Barry)



Targhee Ties   883

Ice Box
Marj acquired an ice box which she kept in the walk-in pantry, or “cooler.” 

!ere was no ice to be had, but as sawdust makes great insulation, the solution 
was to bury an ample supply of snow under the sawdust. !is Barney did when he 
made his annual mid-winter trek into Island Park to shovel the snow o% the roofs of 
the buildings. !e spot he chose was on the north side of the sawdust pile, where a 
cluster of trees would provide shade throughout the day. !e snow kept all summer.

M’Jean: Barry had the daily assignment of replenishing the snow in the ice 
box by digging up buried snow in the sawdust pile. !e girls had the job of clean-
ing up the water and sawdust that would land on the &oor when the snow melted.

And there was Light
David: Barney bought a little Briggs and Stratton motor and then attached it 

to a small generator about the size of what would be in a car. !en he ran a cord 
into the house and hooked up a couple of 12 amp light bulbs that would light up 
one or two of the rooms far better than a gasoline lantern. !at little generator ran 
on gasoline. We would take turns pouring gasoline in it and starting it at night. 
It gave us light for school work and to read and do other things. We used it for 
several years until we sold the sawmill and we sold that building.

Everyone loved having the light but it came at the expense of the usual qui-
etness of evening, as the motor chugged loudly on the back porch. !e silencing 
of the motor at bedtime came as a relief. To none more so that to Grandpa, over in 

Barney, Marj, Grandpa
Myrna, Baby Susan, M’Jean
“All dressed up to go to Ponds”
(Note the stickers still on the new 
windows)

Ice Box (similar to the 
one Marj had in her cooler)
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his cabin, enduring the racket with none of the bene#t. In writing to 
Grandma he made mention of how late and how noisy.

Double Swings
!ere were two tall pine trees a little 

ways from the back porch, about 10-12 
feet apart. Barney put up two tall swings 
with chains hanging from a pole secured 
to branches of those trees.

M’Jean: We loved our swings. Grownups 
watching us twisting up in a swing and then spin-
ning fast said it made them dizzy just watching. 
Just watching? I never could #gure that out, al-
though we were plenty dizzy when we got out of 
the swing and tried to walk in a straight line.

Mice Problem
Barry: One perpetual problem we had in 

Island Park was mice in the house. And it became 
my job at one point to be the mouse catcher. I had 
a trapline for mice. And that was a pretty good deal 
for me, because it was a money source. I’d get paid so 
much per mouse—something like maybe a dime or a nickel a mouse, or 
something like that. And in that new house, it was quite a tight house, and 
it was a little bit hard to #gure out how those mice would get in. Course, 

a lot of times the doors would get le$ open. But I’d set traps and I was 
doing pretty good, and I found out that there was one area in the 
house that was a little more productive than other areas, and as I 
got nosing around in that area of the house, I went into a closet, 
and I found a hole in the boards in the bottom of the closet. And it 
was a hole that the mice had actually chewed through the lumber. 

Mouse Freeway
And that was just like a freeway for them. Man, they’d go in and 

out of that hole. So it was a good place for me. I’d just set the traps 
around the hole. And my catch increased dramatically. I was mak-
ing pretty good money. And I didn’t want to tell anybody about the 
hole, cause that would shut o% my money supply. But I caught a lot 
of mice around that hole.

You’re in the Army Now
Uncle Bernie had lived at Island Park Siding practically ev-

ery summer since 1937 and had been on Barney’s payroll for 
the past ten years--from the time he was 13 years old. But he 
was to have his sawmill career interrupted with an invitation 
from Uncle Sam to serve a hitch in the army.

Bernie: I was there summers and a$er graduating from Ricks 
until July ‘53 when I was dra$ed. I believe I was in Ft. Ord at the 
same time as Burton South.

M’Jean 

Al & Bernie 

Double Swings
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Cousins in Camp
Camp was full of cousins, on both the South and Knapp sides. Marj’s sister, 

Ann Walker, lived in camp that summer in the Al Smith cabin with the big 
covered porch. !el and Elmer Snowball and their family had lived there. 

in 1949. Gene and Glenna Jones, Jeannie and Davey, were on the east end of camp. 

The Runaway
Jeannie: My mom and I had had a #ght. I was mad at her. And so I packed a 

box of clothes and took my stu% and walked down to Leitha and Floyd Perrenoud’s. 
I walked down there, and I can still see—they were tall. And I knocked on the 
door, and Leitha answered the door, and I said, can I stay at your house tonight? 
She says, really? I said, uh-huh, I don’t want to ever go home again. And so I went 
in the house, and she sent Kent down to tell Mother that I was there and it was 
okay, if it was alright with her if I stayed. 

Mother knew I was mad, so she said yeah I could stay, so the next morning I 
went home, and everything was #ne. Mom never mentioned it that I can 
think of a$er that. !at was the only time I ran away from home. 

Pincurls
I remember one day riding in the back of a jeep. I can’t remember who 

it was that was driving. But I’d just had my hair put up. I’d just washed my 
hair, and Mother always put little pincurls in it. We were going along, and 
there was someone else in the back of there too, and he hit a big bump, 
and I went “whoop” right on my head. And Oh, I was so mad at him. I 
was mad at him for a long time, cause he messed up my hair. My mom 
had #xed my hair so cute.

Out on a Limb
One day I decided to climb the tree by our cabin, big tall tree. I was 

about maybe four, so I climbed that tree. I got clear up in the top of the 
tree and sat out on a limb and started singing “All I want for Christmas 
is My Two Front Teeth.” (laughing)  I can still see Mother coming out the 
door, and she could hear me singing but she couldn’t #nd me. And when 
she #nally looked up and saw me in that tree, her hair just about turned 
green. It just scared her to death. And she said, “Come down here!” And 
I said, “I can’t! I don’t know how.” So she had to climb all the way up and 
get me out of that tree. It was scary for both of us. So she didn’t give me a 
lickin’ that day, but she told me don’t do it any more.

Davey Jones, Gene Jones, 
Paul Walker, Cherie 
Hess, Saundra Walker 
Myrna South, Jeannie 
Jones
In front of  Grandpa Knapp’s 
cabin

Jeannie Jones
“I can still see Mother 
coming out the front door, 
and when she saw me 
up in that tree, her hair 
just about turned green” 
(Jeannie)



886 Targhee Ties

Walkers
Ann’s husband, Paul Walker, was working for Barney. He had 

worked for Barney twice before, but it had been a number of years 
since then. !ey now had 5 children: Saundra, 12; Billy, 9; Robert,  
5; Larry, 3; and baby Dennis, who was born the previous winter. 

Bill Walker: !at cabin we lived in only had two rooms, just 
the one bedroom in the back and kitchen in the front. It was full 
when everyone was in it --5 kids and parents. It had a porch on it. 
It had a cellar.

!e cabin became even more “full” for a time. !ings had 
not gone well in Aberdeen for the Snowball family. !el and 
Elmer divorced in 1953. It was a sad and hard time for all of the 

family. !e oldest two children, Shirley and Dan, went to stay 
with their Aunt Ann in Island Park.

Shirley Snowball: When Ann and Paul lived in the same cabin 
that we lived in, Berdett lived with them and also Dan and I. Mother sent 

us up to live with them for a while. It was just me and Dan there. Dennis 
[Walker] was a little guy. Dennis was a baby.
Bill Walker: !ey just came up to visit. I remember that Danny got inside 

a truck tire and we rolled the tire down the sawdust pile. It rolled down the hill 
and hit the back of Perrenoud’s cabin and it jammed his head inside the tire. We 
used to play kick the can a$er dark and hide and go seek kind of thing. !ere used 
to be a steam engine sitting out by the garbage pit.

Robert Walker: I remember riding tricycle through the pond in the road 
there. I played on the steam engines--2 engines they had up there. And the saw-
dust pile--oh yeah we played on it a lot.

Cousin Berdett 
Marj’s nephew, Berdett Hess, who by now was playing football at University of 

Idaho in Moscow, had been o)earing for Barney for about three seasons, some-
times bunking with Bernie. Living with Walkers, he became quite attached to the 
children. 

Hung Kids on Clothesline
Ann Walker: Seemed like he was by 

himself for a while. One time Berdett was 
teasing my boys. !ey used to wear those 
striped overalls. He hung them onto the 
clotheslines by their striped overalls.

Shirley Snowball: I remember him 
clearly. How big he was; how he picked up 
Ann’s boys and would throw them around. 
He would drink milk out of the bottle even 
if it was sour. He just couldn’t get enough to 
eat—was always hungry.

Ann Walker: I’d sometimes watch 
him training running up and down those 
hills. He found a big steep hill he’d go run up 
and I’d go up and watch him.

Ann & Paul Walker
Robert, Billy, Saundra

Summer of  1953
Paul had also worked for Barney 
several years ago, before the war.

Billy Walker
Dan, Shirley & Dee 

Snowball
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Bill Walker: Berdett was up there helping in the timber and he was get-
ting ready to go back to school. He was running up and down the hill in Trail 
Canyon getting in shape for football.

Ann Walker: Paul and Berdett and I would go places. I didn’t want them 
to shoot the game. I’d say, “run away, run away!” Paul and Berdett and me went 
together a lot over to Macks Inn and places.

Barney and Berdett used to have a time together. One time Berdett li$ed 
the back of a Plymouth. !en went in and told Barney he could do it—made 
bet. Barney said I don’t think you can li$ this car, but he got a bet out of him. 
He was tricking Barney.

Warren Working for Gene
Steve Knapp: !at summer Dad got a job working for Gene Jones at the 

siding. He was the sawyer at the mill, so that le$ me time to wander around the 
area around camp as much as I wanted. Bill, Mcdougals, Kent Perrenoud and 

I would catch a ride with one of the trucks and go #shing on 
Split Creek or walk up to Tom’s Creek and #sh. 

!at summer, My Uncle Paul Walker and Aunt 
Anna worked for Uncle Barney at the mill. For 

some reason, Shirley Snowball and her family 
were up there also. !at was a great summer. 
Saundra, Shirley, Danny, David and Barry and 
I and Billy and some of the younger cousins 
were all about the same age, and we had a great 
time that summer.

Saddle Horse
My Aunt Anna owned a saddle horse, and 

she even had a saddle, which for me was al-
most unheard of. !ey brought up this horse 
and to my surprise, she let me use him anytime 
I wanted to. He was a little hard to stop when 
you let him out, so some of the kids were afraid 

of him, but I had been around horses all my life 
and I soon learned that I was smarter that he 

was and I rode him all over the country. 

Bill Walker: Another cabin to the east was 
where McDougals lived. It had a sign “keep out” on the 

door. McDougals had worked for Gene that summer. 

Rode to Sheep Camp
Steve Knapp: One time Saundra, Kent and I found out 

that the Millers were coming up through Ripley Butte with the 
sheep. So I took the horse, and Kent and Saundra rode their 
bikes and we went down to visit the sheep camp. When it start-

ed to get close to noon, I felt the urge to get home and #x Dad some lunch so he 
wouldn’t get mad at me. So I saddled up the horse and rode home, #xed lunch 
for Dad, and a$erward rode back to the sheep camp. We helped the Millers 
around the camp for a couple more hours and then went back home. I #gured I 
had ridden that poor horse about 20 miles that day.

On the weekends we would take o% in our Studebaker and travel around 
the country side. We went to Virginia City and West Yellowstone and into 
Yellowstone Park. We would also go up to Phillips Lodge and go to their barbe-
que and listen to the performers that came up to play on Friday and Saturday 
nights.

Barney & Berdett

Saundra & Brothers
Billy, Robert, Larry
“Saundra and Billy went to Mack’s 
to school. Seems if  there were a 
certain number they paid you for 
driving.” (Ann Walker)

Steve Knapp
 Saundra Walker

“Close Cousins”
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School 1953

Myrna was a new #rst grader. Unfortunately, she and her cousin and pal 
Jeannie Jones would not be able to go to school together. Gene was #n-
ishing his tie contract, which was not to be renewed. It was the last sum-

mer the Jones family would live in Island Park. Jeannie started school in Evanston. 

Glenna Jones: We took Jeannie to Evanston where she started the #rst 
grade. She stayed with Ruth. !is was okay because we knew we would soon be 
moving to Evanston. When the rest of the family followed, they lived with Ruth 
and Ren for a time. 

Myrna joined Barry, M’Jean, the Walker cousins, and a few other children who 
were living in camp traveling from the siding to the schoolhouse at Mack’s each day. 

Myrna: I remember Barry being in school when I #rst started. We went to 
school at Mack’s Inn. !at was about ten miles away, and Marj, my mother, was 
the school bus driver for our little neighborhood. 

Ann Walker: Saundra and Billy went to Macks for school. Someone had 
to drive the kids. Seems if there was a certain number they paid you for driving.

Bill Walker: !ere were two rooms, grades 1-4 in one room and then 5-8 
in the other. !ere was a principal and teacher.

Barry (photoshopped)
Barney, M’Jean, Susan, 

Myrna, Marj (front)
Tommy Haack, (friend)

Grandpa Knapp, 
David (back)

With no school in Idaho 
Falls on Labor Day, David 

and friend Tommy Haack are 
on hand to celebrate Susan’s 

first birthday, 
September 7, 1953.

The family had lived in the 
new house for two months 

and one week.
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M’Jean: Bill and I were in the same grade, the 4th, so we sat in the same row. 
!ere were some McDougal kids, a boy and a girl, about our age, who lived in 
the sawmill camp and went to school with us for a few weeks. !e girl and I had 
our hair permanented at the same time. Hers turned out to be a tighter wave. At 
school they called me “Curly Top” and her, “Frizzy Top.” 

New School Era
!e fall of 1953 started a new school era. With the start of school in 1953, the 

Souths were faced with a dilemma. !e one-room schoolhouse at Mack’s only went 
to 8th grade, and David was past that point. !e family would not be able to leave 
the sawmill until November or December. It worked out pretty well for David to 
skip half of the school year back 
when he was a #rst grader, but it 
would not be okay in high school.

David: As a ninth-grader 
who could no longer attend 
the Island Park School, I lived 
with Grandmother Knapp and 
went to school in Idaho Falls.

I rode the train. It was re-
ally exciting for a kid. I made 
several train trips. !e depot 
was downtown, down by li-
brary. When I got o%, then I 
walked to Grandma’s. I don’t 
think I came home riding the 
train. When it snowed they 
quit running the train. 

Cousin Steve Knapp was 
there, also.

Steve Knapp: We both 
stayed at Grandma Knapp’s 
until the weather got bad and 
shut down the mills at Island 
Park. !en David moved 
home with his family and Dad 
came down and we both lived 
with Grandpa and Grandma 
Knapp. Uncle Bernie was in 
the Army and had been to 
Germany. He came home for 
a while so we had a full house 
for a time while he was home. 
!at house was pretty small.

First Birthday 
Little Susan turned one year 

old in the new house on Labor 
Day, September 7, 1953. 

Susan South
The 5th child in the 
family to sit in the high 
chair made by Barney, 
Susan eyes her pretty 
birthday cake with one 
glowing candle.
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Music in our Lives
Chapter 88 

Tell how much music has blessed our lives, cause holy cow it’s a chore!- Susan

At their home in Idaho Falls the family had enjoyed the player piano. But it 
was in Island Park, where they were so isolated, that it was really treasured. 
Without letting the kids know, Barney had the player piano moved up there 

to the new house. What a surprise it was for them when they walked in the house 
and saw it sitting there against the wall!

(Another surprise awaited them in the fall when they moved back to Idaho 
Falls to see in the living room another upright piano--not a player, however.)

Barry: We had some great times up there as a family. Marj and Barney want-
ed their kids to have some music in their lives. We had room in that house for a 
couple of musical instruments. One was a player piano. I think we had about 40 
rolls of music with the piano. Most of the rolls had words to the song printed on 
the roll. 

!at provided a lot of entertainment. Kids could gather around that thing and 
pump that old player piano and put a roll on there and get together and sing the 
songs. !e family spent a lot of time pumping the pedals and singing the songs 
as the piano played the tunes. Some tunes I remember were, “Don’t Fence Me 
In,” “Meet me in St Louis,” “Polonaise,” “!ere’s a Star Spangled Banner Waving 
Somewhere.”

Some of the others:
“!e Little Brown Church in the Vale”
“Let the Rest of the World Go By”
“When Irish Eyes are Smiling”
“My Wild Irish Rose”
“Till We Meet Again”
“Beautiful Blue Danube”
“Sweet Rosie O’Grady”
“!e Birth of the Blues”
“Beautiful Ohio”
“Mexicali Rose”
“Jada
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David & Susan,
M’Jean, Barney, Myrna
Enjoying a little music on 
the porch of  the new log 
cabin.

Cousins, friends, anyone who came to visit would frequently 
wind up at the player piano, taking a turn pumping the pedals and 
singing along.

Flute 
Barry: Barney had learned how to play a violin when he was younger. I never 

tried to learn it, but we did have a &ute come into the family once, and I learned 
a little about the &ute. 

[Barney bought the Armstrong flute on December 22, 1951, from Chesbro Music Company in 
Idaho Falls for $137.50.]

Victrola
Barry: We also had a wind up phonograph in the house--had some old time 

records. !at was fun, being able to put the records on. Between the piano and the 
phonograph we were pretty well exposed to music.

!e record player was a tall cabinet wind-up Victrola. !e records were 78 
speed. A$er winding it up with the crank sticking out of the side of the cabinet, 
it would play a record or two at the appropriate speed and pitch. But as it wound 
down, the pitch of the song would start going lower, and lower, and gradually the 
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music would get slower and slower until 
it droned to a stop--unless, of course, you 
wound up the phonograph while the re-
cord was still playing, and 
then the sound would slide 
back up to normal.

A package of very 
short phonograph needles 
was handy by the side of 
the player arm, and the in-
structions called for replac-
ing the needle a$er each 
record was played. “Where 
the Blue of the Night Meets 
the Gold of the Day” by Bing 
Crosby and “I’m My Own 
Grandpa” were among the 
favorites.

Versatile Musicain
Barney was quite an ac-

complished, self-taught musi-
cian. He learned to play sever-
al instruments, including the 
violin, guitar, mandolin, &ute, 
concertina, and piano.

M’Jean: Barney gave Myrna and 
me piano lessons, gave us money for 

practicing--one cent for each 5 minutes. We 
kept track with a practice chart.

We had some beginnner piano books. I 
remember how he also taught me to play fa-
miliar tunes by ear, #guring out the chords in 
the le$ hand to accompany the melody. 

Barney was a gi$ed teacher. Marj said that 
he was always willing to teach what he knew 

if someone were interested in learning. He 
gave Myrna and me a solid start in music, 
which we have appreciated all our lives.

Barney and Marj expected the kids to use 
their time learning to work and accomplish 

something useful, rather than just to play all 
day. To our daily chores was added piano prac-
tice, which was sometimes frustrating to a cous-
in who had come to play.

Jeannie Jones: I would come over to your    

cabin and you guys were always practicing.

Barry 
Player piano bought by Barney

Sold by family in time of  financial need
Repurchased by Barry & Elinor

Victrola
Similar to the one owned 
by the South family 
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Susan South Crandall
Learned to play and performed 
on Barney’s mandolin.

Randy & 
Grandson 

Carter Hall

Myrna & M’Jean
“Barney gave Myrna and me piano 
lessons, gave us money for
practicing--one cent for each 5 
minutes. We kept track with a 
practice chart.” (M’Jean)

Barney’s Mandolin

Barney’s Violin

Barney’s Guitar

Concertina
Similar to Barney’s

Armstrong
Flute
Similar to the one 
Barney  bought
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City Life

Living in the big, beautiful, log cabin in Island Park was such a luxury! Yet with 
the cold weather coming on, things like carrying wood and water through the 
snow and doing the wash outside in freezing temperatures made moving to 

the valley look pretty appealing.

David: !e sawmill was small and old. But life was good. Friends were plen-
tiful. !e family moved to Idaho Falls, Idaho in the winter. It had the good stu% 
-- running water, indoor plumbing, light bulbs that worked.

At the sawmill, Barney worked hard, but in Idaho Falls he lollygagged. Yet, I 
do remember that during one winter he built a steel main frame to replace the 
sawmill’s wooden one, and during another winter he built a steel main carriage. 
Barney also #xed the trucks and equipment for the next season’s work. 

Barry: At the lumberyard Barney did quite a bit of welding and shop work. 
He built that new mill husk.

Ford’s Pool Hall - Snooker Table
David: But he still had ample time for Ford’s Pool Hall, where he played pool 

or snooker with the men who gathered there every day — mostly farmers and 
loggers with not much to do during the winter.

During the winter months, Barney sold lumber out of the lum-
ber yard, overhauled his trucks, and made improvements 
on the house, besides taking care of his mother’s apart-

ment house. He still had some free time, and he was never 
one for all work and no play. He became a skillful pool player, 
and the time he spent likely did a lot for customer relations 

with farmers who bought his sawn material. 
However, he preferred the atmosphere at home to the pool hall at-

mosphere, and he decided to get his own table to put in the large upstairs 
room. !e table he bought was a snooker table. David and Barry slept up-
stairs in a bed near the snooker table.

Chapter 89

I feel sorry for a kid who never had to want something.-Marj

Snooker
More skill 

is required to play 
snooker than pool 
since the table is 
larger, the pockets 
narrower, the pock-
et lead-in curved, 
and the balls smaller. 
Because accuracy is 
critical to snooker, 
a person who plays 
snooker becomes bet-

ter at pool.
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Barney, david, Barry, M’Jean, Myrna
Back yard, Idaho Falls house. 

Myrna, M’Jean, David, Barry
Front yard, Idaho Falls house. 
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Half Day
 School Pals 

At the sawmill Barney 
spent a lot of time with 
his boys. !ey worked to-

gether every day, and when there 
was time to go hunting or #shing, 
the boys went along.

In Idaho Falls a new opportu-
nity presented itself, and Barney 
found himself in the delightful 
company of little Myrna, who as 
a #rst grader attended school half 
days.

When M’Jean was in school 
and Myrna was le$ with no play-
mate at home, Barney would of-
ten take her with him during the 
day. And when she was in school, 
she was o$en bored. Barney gave 
her “homework” to work on at 
school.

Myrna: In Idaho Falls, 
of course, we started out at 
Riverside School, and I went 
there #rst grade and third 
grade [Myrna skipped 2nd 
grade.] 

Well, Barney took me down 
in the morning to enroll me, 
and they had split sessions. 
You either went in the morn-
ing or the a$ernoon. Well, they 
signed me up for the a$er-
noon session. !ey showed me 
where my room was. He took 
me home, and then in the af-
ternoon, I went back alone. 

Perhaps he drove me to the 
school, but when I got there, 
I walked in my room, and the 
teacher wasn’t there. And one 
of the boys walked up with 
his #sts doubled up: “!is isn’t 
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your room.” Anyway, I guess the 
teacher must have come back in 
time to stop any real trouble.

Safe  at  Movie
I only went to school in the 

a$ernoon; I had my mornings 
free, so sometimes he would 
take me someplace. One time 
he took me to a movie—I think 
it was called the “Squeezebox.”  
Somebody played something 
like a concertina—I guess it’s 
called a squeezebox, but he le$ 
me there, and then he came and 
got me when the movie was 
over. You couldn’t do that now, 
but it seemed to be #ne, then. 
Perhaps he played some pool.

Another time he had me 
with him when he went to vis-
it Al. !e thing I remember 
about that was another one of 
those silly things only a little 
kid could think about. It had 
been snowy—so snowy for so 
long, that I saw some dirt on the 
ground, and I was so excited—
there’s some dirt!

Bored at School
I was in the #rst grade. 

M’Jean and my mother, between the two of 
them, had taught me to read. And I think I 
was probably a pretty good reader by the time 
I started #rst grade, and then I kept reading, so 
I kept getting a little better. Back in those days 
I’m not aware that there was a Kindergarten. I 
don’t think anybody in my class had ever been 
to Kindergarten, so they were all starting out 
from scratch. And they didn’t learn phonics. 
!ey just started reading Dick, Jane, Baby Sally. 
Tom?  No, there was no Tom. Pu%, the kitty, and 
what was the dog’s…. Tim, the teddy bear…..
Spot the dog.  So, anyway, while the other kids 
were writing their letters out, and while they 
were writing from one to a hundred on a piece 
of paper, I would be a little bored, and I would 
go home and complain that I was bored. 

So, I remember my father writing out arith-
metic problems for me--times tables.

He taught me how to play Canasta.

Myrna & Barney 
“I only went to school in 
the afternoon; I had my 
mornings free, so some-
times he would take me 
someplace. 
In school when the other 
kids were writing from one 
to a hundred, I would be a 
little bored, so I remem-
ber my father writing out 
arithmetic problems for 
me--times tables.
He taught me how to play 
Canasta.” (Myrna)

Barry,David, 
Myrna, M’Jean
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Christmas
The Christmas tree was always a fresh ev-

ergreen placed in Barney’s homemade 
stand with a pan of water underneath. 

!e #rst string of lights remembered had bub-
bly, colorful candle-shaped light bulbs. !ere 
was always tinsel, or icicles.

In spite of threats to get nothing but “coal 
in your shoes,” everyone always got presents.  
(With a coal furnace, there was plenty of coal 
to be had.) David and Barry got ice skates and 
sleds and went skating and sledding.

M’Jean: Each Christmas Myrna and I would 
receive dolls and doll furniture. !e dolls were 
always “twins” and had twin names: Judy and 
Trudy, Lula Belle and Lilly Belle (both of which 
ended up being donated to the #remen to give 
to children less fortunate). Our last pair were 
beautiful Terri Lee dolls, and since they could 
not both be called Terri Lee, we named one 
Sanda Lee, a$er our cousin Sanda Lee Bybee, 
who was about our age. In the case of each set 
of twin dolls, no one else in the family could 
distinguish one from the other, but we had no 
trouble telling them apart.

Myrna: We had a buggy and were always 
hauling them around in the buggy. 

M’Jean: !e little doll buggy met with a 
mishap and received an L-shaped tear. Marj re-
paired it and showed us how to do a “football 
stitch,” which has o$en come in handy since. 

Myrna: !en we got the red table and 
chairs and the blue dishes.

M’Jean: Barney made us a classy little 
wooden kitchen cupboard, varnished and shiny, 
and the blue willow dishes #t inside. (All of 
which still enjoyed by his great-grandchildren)

Tinsel & Bubble Lights
Tinsel was originally made from shredded silver, but the silver tarnished quickly. 

Lead foil was a popular material for tinsel manufacture for several decades of the 20th cen-
tury. Unlike silver, lead tinsel did not tarnish, so it retained its shine. Use of lead tinsel was 
phased out after the 1960s due to concern that it exposed children to a risk of lead poisoning.

A bubble light is a decorative device consisting of a liquid-filled vial that is heated and 
lighted by an incandescent light bulb. Some early bubble lights used a lightweight oil or 
camphor, and because of the liquid’s low boiling point, the modest heat generated by the 
lamp causes the liquid to boil and bubble up from the vial’s base, causing them to shine. 

Bubble lights for Christmas decoration were first patented in the United States by Carl 
W. Otis in 1944 and were very popular from the 1940s through the 1970s.

Myrna 
With such a sweet

innocent look, who 
should ever have to  

worry about getting 
“coal in your shoes”?
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Rosie O’Neill (aka)
Nurr Nurr

Trudy

Little Pear

Doll sent from Aunt 
Zelma in Boston

Terri Lee & Sanda Lee

Blue Willow Dishes

Tinkerbell & Peter Pan              Storybook Dolls

Party favor 
Made in Japan
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Dolls

Lund Kids with Cupboard, Red Table & 
Chairs & “Glass Dishes”:

Jeanette & Jon (top left)
 Rosalie & Tessy (top right)
Molly (below left and right)

“Barney made us a classy little wooden kitchen cupboard, 
varnished and shiny, and the blue willow dishes fit inside,

 enjoyed by his kids, grandkids and great grandkids.” (M’Jean)
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Playing with Dolls 
was a favorite activity  
for big and little sis-
ters alike. Susie o$en 
carried a doll around 
under her arm,  and 
much of the time it was 
“Nora,” the two-tone 
dolly with the crack in 
its head from the gar-
bage pit.  

Birthdays - Party at 
Funeral home

M’Jean: We celebrat-
ed everyone’s birthday 
rather modestly, just with the family at home. !ere was always birth-
day cake and the inevitable “birthday spankings,” with a last extra spank: 
“And one to grow on!”  !e birthday child and sibling closest in age 
would usually receive matching presents.

Marj did not host birthday parties where other children were invit-
ed. She was always very sensitive about “begging for gi$s.” However, we 
attended birthday parties of school friends occasionally. One girl, whose 
father was an undertaker, lived in the upstairs of a funeral home, and 
I was invited to her party. !e table favor, a tiny china cup and saucer, 
and the prize I won, a porcelain #gurine—both made in Japan—remain 

in my collection of little child-
hood treasures. !e #gurine is 
a Chinese boy with an umbrel-
la, whom I named “Little Pear,” 
a$er the character in story 
books my teacher read aloud at 
school.

Bikes & Roller 
Skates

When compared with 
the vast “playground” the 
South kids enjoyed in Island Park, 
outdoor recreation in the city had its 
limitations. However, the city side-
walks o%ered a smooth surface 
for rollerskating not to be had 
in the woods. !e kids were 
acquainted with the grumpy 
neighbor with the great sloped 
driveway, as well as every large 
crack in the sidewalk. 

Myrna, Susan & M’Jean
Susie clutches two-tone, cracked head “Nora,” dolly created from 

two discarded dolls in garbage pit at the sawmill.

Roller skates, sized to fit with 
the key, were clamped onto the 
soles of  leather shoes, secured 
with straps over the ankle.
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Socializing
Barney and Marj socialized with a group 

of friends: Gene and Glenna Jones, Fred and 
Elaine Parker, Blair and Delsey Hammon, 
Virgil and Delva Edwards, and probably oth-
ers. 

!ey would go to the dances, the boxing 
or wrestling matches at the armory, go rab-
bit hunting, or have pinochle parties. When 
the kids got up one morning and found the 
remnants of a pinochle party that Barney and 
Marj had hosted the night before while the 
kids were in bed, that seemed pretty exciting. 
!e card table was set up, and alongside the 
poker chip carousel and cards, there were a 
few le$over refreshments.

Bernie: I remember living in I. F. when 
Glenna and Gene lived in the motel along 
the North Yellowstone Highway during the 
winters. I think it was Vissings. I used to tend 
Jeannie sometimes when they, Barney, Marj 
and Blair Hammon went to the Friday night 
wrestling matches at the Armory. 

“Wolf Girl”
!e kids were really taken with Marj’s 

niece, Claudia’s daughter Shar-
leen Hess, when she came to 
stay with the kids. She fascinated 

them with her wild tale about the 
“Wolf Girl.” Sharleen was regard-
ed as somewhat of a celebrity. She 

was very pretty and even had her 
picture in the paper when she 
was queen for“Spud Day.”

Later on, when David and 
Barry were old enough to be 
responsible, the kids were le$ 
home alone.

M’Jean: Not very o$en 
would Myrna and I be le$ home 
alone, but one evening when this 
was the case, a man knocked, and 

Marj & Barney
With baby #6 on the way, 

Marj dons her flowing 
maternity jacket.

Sharleen Hess [Kelsey]
As a two-year-old in Island 

Park, Sharleen  had been one 
of  Marj’s favorite camera 

subjects. The third child 
of  Marj’s sister, Claudia, 

Sharleen grew up in Shelley, 
potato country.
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we could see his face through the glass in 
the door. As the expression goes, he had a 
face that would stop a clock, and we #g-
ured anyone with a face like that had to 
be a bad guy, so we didn’t open the door. 
It turned out to be one of Barney’s good 
friends—very nice, but a homely guy.

Fire in Lumber Shed
It was on a school day, during the win-

ter of 1952-53, that the lumber shed caught 
#re.

M’Jean: I was sitting in my 4th grade 
classroom at Riverside Elementary when 
word was brought to our room that there 
was a #re at the Souths’ lumberyard. 
Whatever possessed my teacher to think I 
should go home, I don’t know, but she sent 
me home to help partake of the disaster. 
She chose a classmate, Georgia Brunt, to 
accompany me, to lend me support along 
the way. 

When we got to Ada Avenue, sure 
enough, there was a #re in the lumber 
shed. Of course I was of no use to Barney 
and others dealing with the damage. 
“What are you doing here?” I was asked. 

“Go back to school!” So I was sent 
promptly back.

Barney and his brothers had built 
the lumber shed shortly a$er building 
the apartment house in 1935. It had 
two levels. For over 15 years Barney 
had hauled logs and lumber from the 
sawmill in Island Park and stacked 
them in the lumbershed to be sold 
throughout the winter season. 

Losing the lumber shed, along 
with the sawn materials inside, was 
a signi#cant loss for Barney. It was 
added to the list of losses by #re in the 
South family.

David & Barney
Just to the south of  the 
apartment house can be seen 
the two-story lumbershed, 
which burned in 1953.

Marj
At the lumbershed. When 
Barney was not available, it 
was Marj who did the 
figuring on a sale of  lumber.
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Horse Tales
It is my honest opinion that some animals have more common sense 

than some of us humans.-Ren South

Back in October, 1923, when Sam South and his family le$ Monte Cristo, 
Utah, and traveled by train to the Targhee National Forest in Idaho, they had 
arrived in Island Park with everything they owned. Included with the saw-

mill, steam engine, wagons, and household goods were several horses. !ey were 
dependent upon these horses for transportation and for logging. 

!e following year, when Justin Knapp contracted with the Targhee Tie 
Company as a tie hauler, he likewise depended on his horses to haul loaded wagons 
and sleighs out of the timber. It was in a horse drawn sleigh that his family traveled 
to Island Park in January, 1925.

Gradually, the use of horses for transportation and hauling had been replaced 
by vehicles. However, for those engaged in logging, horses remained an essential 
part of their operation. 

Barry: Our early logging days depended a lot on horses to help move the logs. 
We usually had two to four workhorses in the woods whenever we were working. 
!e #rst horses I remember were Nig and Bolley. We liked them very much and 
they were good horses. One fall, when we had to move out or get snowed in, the 
horses had succeeded in getting loose and they could not be found. We le$, and 
the horses died that winter a couple of miles from camp. 

Bernie: !e year that Charlie was logging up there in Trail Canyon, he was 
using Nig and Bolley. !ey disappeared, and he thought they went to Ashton 
someplace. !e next spring they found Nig and Bolley in the Vanoy cabin, tail 
to tail.

Vanoy Place – Nig and Bolley’s Bones
Barry: (Family Reminiscences) -!ere were some cabins just as you go into 

the trees there. !ey were called the Vanoy place. And I remember coming up one 
spring when we were really little when Barney was with us. We came up in the 
spring early to get the mill going, and he told us that they weren’t able to get the 
horses out the year before.

Susan:  And they had to winter up here?

Chapter 90 

David & Barry 
Sitting high in the 

saddle. 
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Barry:  I never did hear the full story about 
that, other than, I think Barney kind of blamed it 
on Charlie—that Charlie didn’t do something, and 
the horses were le$ in here. When we came up that 
spring, the horses were there by the Vanoy place. 
!ey were dead. I always really felt bad about those 
horses, having to freeze to death, starve to death, 
whatever.

M’Jean:  Didn’t we call that Betty’s Cabin?
Barry:  Nope.
Myrna:  We called it Nig and Bolley’s bones.
Barry:  Yeah, that was Nig and Bolley’s bones. 

But it was always interesting to ride by that old pair 
of cabins there. !ey just gradually deteriorated. 
!ere’s hardly anything le$ of them now.

Bernie: !is is what I think happened. !ey 
had the horses up in the woods, and they hauled 
hay and water to them. When they #nished with 
the horses, they moved them to the sawmill. !ey 
got loose and disappeared. It was thought they went 
to Ashton, where they were from originally. In the 
snow they didn’t have anything to eat, so they went 
up to where they had been fed, by the Vanoy cabins, 
and got caught in that storm. !e door to the cabin 
was shut, and they were trapped inside.

In Targhee Tie days they had a pond by the 
Vanoy cabin; they had Canada geese in the pond. 

Just past there into the timber a little ways, there was 
a homestead place, the Clark place, and that is what Stimson and Malan bought.

Pet and Tops
When it was time to move to Island Park in the spring, there was the need 

for replacing the skid horses, Nig and Bolley. It was likely at that time that Barney 
bought the two roan mares, Pet and Tops, from the Rameys in Blackfoot, where he 
had bought the cow. 

Barry: Pet and Tops were two rodeo bronc mares that we got at the same  
time. !ey were both strawberry roans and getting on in years, quite gentle but 
they both would give us a little excitement by bucking when we kicked them in 
the &ank. We only had Pet a few years, and she started getting old really fast, 
and she got ringbone at the ankles and was getting lame. We sold her during the 
winter. 

Tops – Grandpa’s Favorite
Tops didn’t seem as though she ever would get old. She became Grandpa’s 

favorite skid horse and the two of them plodded along all day, not moving very 
fast, but they got a lot of work done. !ey both liked each other a lot but they 
surely worked a lot at antagonizing each other. Tops would stop in the skid trail 
while pulling a drag, Grandpa would holler at her, then cuss at her, then “talk to 
her with a stick,” or his pickaroon, and then they would go on down the trail as 
though nothing had happened.

Mischievous Barry
Bernie: Dad told me Barry was helping skid, and he was riding Tops, and 

Skid Horse
Harnessed and 

ready to snake logs 
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leaned way out over the hames and put his hands over the horse’s eyes, and she 
walked right into a tree.

Barry: Other horses we had at di%erent times while working were Dick, Jane, 
Peanuts, Zorro and Chub. 

Bernie: One time they had a horse and they called it “Peanuts,” fairly gentle. 
If we’d sit down for lunch, if someone would give it a crust of bread it would eat it. 
Paul [Walker] gave it the name “Peanuts.”

Lunch Leftovers - Timber Cruising
Barry: !e horses were o$en fed various le$overs from the men’s lunches 

and each horse would accept or reject certain morsels. I remember Peanuts, espe-
cially, because he never turned down anything. He even ate tomatoes, something 
none of the others would eat.

!e horses were used for many di%erent jobs during the summer. !ey pulled 
many cars and trucks out of mud holes when they were stuck. !ey pulled small 
trees out by the roots to make roads to get back into new logging areas. 

!e horses we used for timber cruising or, when there were other occasions, 
to ride through the woods. 

Bucked Off – Walk Home
!e horses were used for recreation sometimes--pulling a skier or cart or wag-

on. During hunting season sometimes we would ride the horses back into the 
higher mountains looking for game. 

On one such trip Dad and I were on two horses and we were passing a ri&e 
between us when the ri&e accidentally #red. !e horses bucked us o% and ran. We 
had a long walk home, but the horses were waiting for us when we arrived there.

Skidding
Most of all, the horses were used for skidding and loading logs. When Dad 

worked in the woods he would have David and me each ride a horse from the 
loading area out to where he would hook logs to the horses; then we returned to 
the loading area dragging the logs. !is would go on all day, and it was hard work, 
avoiding snags, watching for dead falls and keeping the horses moving.

Stuck in a Bog
David and I would skid our logs with horses, and sometimes David and I 

would take the horses out just for kind of a fun little ride. We were up on Split 
Creek—really pretty canyon. I can’t remember exactly how we got into this mess, 
but we took a horse, Peanuts, up the canyon. Peanuts was pretty clumsy and fell 
and got stuck in some kind of a bog and couldn’t get up. 

And we worked with it—David and I worked with it. We were just little kids. 
We couldn’t li$ it or anything, but we tried to encourage it to get up, but the horse 
was stuck, so we said, “Okay, let’s go get Dad.” 

And I can’t remember the exact details, but somehow we got word to Dad that 
the horse was stuck up there and we couldn’t get it up, and a little bit later we saw 
Dad riding another horse up there, and he had a chain hooked to the singletree 
on that horse, and that chain was quite a special chain that we had, and we called 
it the “loading chain.” It was 50 feet long, and he brought that chain up to hook 
onto that horse and pull it out of the bog. As it turned out, I think, the horse got 
up on its own. I can’t remember exactly how. But I remember Dad riding up that 
canyon pulling that chain. It was quite a sight to us.

Watering Horses in Woods
Since the horses were used mainly in the woods, we le$ them at night in the 

woods. A$er work each day we tied them at a manger box where they were fed. 
!e horses required a lot of water, and where we could, we kept the mangers at a 
creek. When we were not near a creek, we hauled water in #$y gallon barrels. !e 
horses were seldom thirsty in the morning but a$er working all day they were 
really ready to get to the water.
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Barney’s Wild Ride
David’s Tale:  Giddy Up!

David: When I was about thirteen or fourteen, we spent a lot of time logging 
in an area we called Betty’s Cabin, located on Split Creek. At Betty’s Cabin near 
the water, we set up portable mangers for hay. At the end of each logging day, one 
of us — o$en I — would lead our three workhorses to the creek, water them, #ll 
their mangers with hay and tie them up for the night.

Three-horse Procession
One season, we began logging a ridge, probably about a quarter of a mile as 

the crow &ies above the creek bottom and the spot where we had the mangers. 
By car, the only way to get from that ridge to the mangers was by driving about a 
mile over steep, rough roads. But for the horses, I devised a shorter, faster route. I 
created a procession of three horses by tying the last horse to the rear harness of 
the middle horse and tying the middle horse to the rear harness of the #rst horse. 
!en, I would swing onto the big, black lead horse and go down the mountain-
side. Now, normally, you might let a workhorse trot, but you don’t gallop him. I 
did. When that lead horse got almost to the bottom of the hill, it was “Giddy up, 
Fella!” 

Car vs Horse Race
During this entire process of getting the horses o% the ridge and to their night 

spot, someone else would be driving a car over that winding mile to the mangers, 
so I could get a ride back. Well, you guessed it. It became a race to see who could 
get to the mangers #rst — the car or the horses. Generally, I beat the car. In fact, 
most of the time I could get there, unharness the horses and get them watered 
before the car arrived.

Fast Ride
One autumn day a$er school started, Barney decided to ride the horses down 

as I had been doing all summer. But his was not the fun experience I had had. 
Apparently, Barney, knowing the horse knew the way down, didn’t really guide 
him. And all went well till the animals almost reached bottom. !en “Whoa, 
whoa!” !e horse took o% at a dead run, narrowly missing a tree whose branches 
nearly knocked Barney o% his steed. I knew all about that tree and always guided 
the horse to swing wide of it, but, of course, Barney didn’t know that. When I got 
home, Barney was sort of laughing about this incident, but I still got a scolding.

Barry’s Tale:  Trained to Go!
Barry: One incident was really quite funny, I thought. In the summer we 

were logging in the Split Creek area, and we had our horse mangers up right at the 
creek, so that we could water the horses in the creek instead of having to haul wa-
ter to them. We were logging in that same area sometimes as much as a quarter of 
a mile away from the mangers. And this was when David and I were old enough 
to drive. When we got through loading the trucks with logs, Dad and the other 
crew members would take o% in the trucks driving home, and David and I would 
take the horses to the mangers to unharness them and feed them for the night. 

A Pretty Good Ride
David and I would take turns riding the horses down the mountainside along 

the creek to the mangers where there was no road, and the other one would take 
the car and drive it from the logging site to the mangers. And we would have to 
follow the road. !e road took quite a bit longer path, so we got in the habit of 
racing each other to the manger. !e guy on the horses would run the horses 
down pretty fast. And these were big old work horses with harnesses on them, 
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but we rode them. And those horses—they were 
through with the day’s work, and they wanted to 
get the water and the feed, so they weren’t hard to 
get to move fast, so when you got on that horse, 
you had to be ready for a pretty good ride. A$er 
doing that for a month, those horses were trained 
to go. 

Dad Rode the Horse
And then all of a sudden school started. David 

and I went to school, and Dad was up there with 
the crew, and he was the one that rode the horses to 
the manger that #rst night. (Laughs) !ose horses 
were trained to go, and that night when we all got 
back together, he said, “What in the hell have you 
been doing with those horses?” (Laughs)  Cause he 
nearly got brushed o% on a tree at a sharp bend in 
the trail. !ose horses really gave him a wild ride.

Watering Horses in Camp
Another similar incident happened during a 

di%erent year, this time at camp. It was during the 
fall and the horses were kept in the barn. It was 
either David’s or my job to water the horses. !is 
meant going #rst to the well and #lling the horse 
barrel and then leading the horses from the barn to 
the well and then drawing water as fast as possible 
while the horses drank. 

Net Wire Fence – Barney Surprised
Some of us kids had been playing, and we stretched a net wire fence across the 

path from the barn to the well. Since we knew the fence was there, we just went 
around the fence when we led the horses to the well. One day, neither David nor 
I was there to water the horses, and Dad had to do it. When you lead four big 
thirsty work horses to water, it requires your full attention just to keep from being 
run over. Dad did not know the fence was up. It was a$er dark and he walked 
right into it with four big horses right on top of him. We surely heard about that 
the next day.

Dick Standing in Manger
Wild animals usually spooked the horses to some degree. One morning we 

went to work and found Dick standing with his feet in his manger. We got looking 
around, and sure enough there were moose tracks a few yards down the road, and 
we even found a bale of hay where the moose had eaten down partly through that 
bale of hay. 

Dick Died
I only remember of one horse dying during the summer. !at one was Old 

Dick. I guess he was our favorite one. He was the biggest and most dependable. 
He was a little sick for a while when he was in the woods, and one morning when 
we went to work he was lying, dead, by his manger. We hooked onto him with the 
“6 by 6” and pulled him down the road about a mile and up onto a ridge. (Later 
that summer Cli% Jensen killed a bear that was feeding on his remains.)

Chub
Chub was the best work horse that we acquired. He was a good steady, hard 

worker. I took him with me one day when a California hunter asked me if I would 
pack an elk out for him. !e elk was clear up on top of Black Mountain. It took 
two trips and all day to get the job done and I got home a$er dark. He paid me 
twenty dollars for the job.

Barney 
Taking a break on the saw-
dust scraper. 
In later years David and 
Barry did much of  the work 
with the horses. 
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Bernie: !is Chub was pretty fast, a good skid horse. We must have been 
logging on the section. We had Bolley [not the one of Nig and Bolley fame] log-
ging on the section also. !ere’s a picture of Bolley at the sawmill. Also a picture 
of Ann’s boys on Tops, Grandpa leading the horses around.

David: We spent many summers riding, leading, teaching, consoling and 
caring for those big, gentle workhorses, that were not only our responsibility, but 
just about our only playthings.

Kids Ride
M’Jean: As kids we were always anxious to ride the horses. Our chance 

would come when the horses were brought in from the woods. Of course, they 
were big work horses, and we never had the bene#t of a saddle. !e horse would 
not move very far or very fast, and it wouldn’t be much of a ride, but it was quite 
a sensation to be perched up so high and feel all that power moving beneath you. 

Myrna: When we rode, we were always worried about getting scraped o% 
going through the barn door.

Wintering the Horses – Ariel Petersen
Barry: At the end of the season when we would move out, we would load 

the horses in one of our trucks and haul them to Rexburg where they would be 
wintered. Ariel Peterson took the horses most of the time, and he would move 
them to Kilgore in the early spring. 

B e r n i e : 
In the winter 
he’d let Marj or 
Barney winter 
horses in their 
winter pasture. 
Ariel Petersen 
had sheep; Bert 
Miller came up 
and tended the 
sheep. He had a 
section of land out 
in Kilgore. So we’d 
go up there in the 
spring.

Picking up 
Horses at 
Kilgore

Barry: A$er 
we moved to 
Island Park each 
spring we would 
take a truck out 
through Shotgun 
Valley on that 
long rough road 
to Kilgore to pick 
up the horses. It 

David & Susan 
Always excited to be 

on a horse, Susan gets 
a ride on a saddle horse. 
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seemed that that trip was always full of hazards, 
from not being able to catch the critters to getting 
the truck stuck in the mud holes. 

We always managed to get the horses back to 
Island Park, however, and then we were ready to 
go to work. We had a slow turnover rate of horses. 

COWS
It all started with one milk cow. With no re-

frigeration anywhere in the camp, it was impossi-
ble to keep milk from Ponds for very long before 
it turned sour. Trips to Ponds were made as infre-
quently as possible, as the means of transportation 
was by truck. So Barney obtained a cow, and al-
though he did not relish doing the milking, there 
were others who were willing to do the milking in 
exchange for milk or extra pay. One Guernsey cow 
produced enough milk for the entire camp. Also 
produced calves. !e calves produced calves, and 
soon there was quite the little herd.

Milking the Gentle Guernsey Cow
Barry:  I remember we used to have to go milk that cow once in a while. I 

think that was kind of unproductive. I think we’d lose as much milk as we’d get. 
We must have been awfully little then. 

!e old Guernsey was just a really, really gentle cow. But I know the next gen-
eration wasn’t nearly as gentle—kind of an ornery old critter. About all I really 
remember of them is that they were a good source of milk for quite a while. But I 
think they got to where they were probably just more hassle than they were worth 
to us, as a milk cow. 

And we had a place that we were taking them to in the wintertime. A farmer 
was taking care of them for us, feeding them. I think it was down by Rexburg or 
someplace down there, and I think we quit bringing them up here. 

Herding Cows in ’46 Chev
M’Jean: I remember being in the old blue ‘46 Chev as Marj drove behind the 

little herd of cows down the Island Park road to meet the guy picking up the cows 
at the highway.

Too Many Cows
Barry: And they just slowing started adding a few more cows, and #nally, the 

farmer told Barney, he said, “You’ve got too many cows. I can’t take care of them. 
You’re going to have to #nd somebody else, or we’re going to have to sell them.” 
And Barney said, “Well, would you take them to the sale for me?”

Sold Cows – Good Price
!e guy took them to the sale and sold them. Barney got a pretty darn good 

check out of them. !e farmer, a while later, talked to Barney, and he says, “You 
know, I sure wish I’d have sold my cows instead of yours.” !e price dropped a 
long ways. We got a good price, and he didn’t.

Barry (left) 
Giving a ride to the 
little Kent boys, Danny 
and Larry, visiting from 
Ashton.
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Woman’s Work
I’d rather wear out than rust out.-Marj

Keeping the family fed, clothed, and clean was woman’s work. From the time 
she built a #re in the kitchen stove early in the morning until the lantern 
light was extinguished late at night, Marj had work to do. No one ever did 

it more cheerfully. 
While the boys were at the sawmill or in the woods with Barney, the girls would 

be helping Marj with the long list of household chores:
Carry water, carry wood, stoke the #re, cook breakfast, dinner, and supper, 

do dishes, make lunch to go to the woods, bake bread, make beds, change sheets, 
empty pot, wash, iron, mend, shine the stove, wash cabinets, dust furniture, clean 
o% mantel, mop and wax &oors, sweep porch, wash windows, change diapers, bathe 
babies, potty train kids, cut and wash hair.

Move to the New House
!e move into the new cabin was pretty simple, since the new cabin was right 

next to the old one. Talk about spacious! Going from one bedroom to three, with 
a large kitchen, including a walk-in pantry, and a king-sized living room was a 
fantastic change. And such luxury! Built-in kitchen cupboards and brand new lino-
leum in every room. High on Marj’s list was that the new house was nice and bright, 
with plenty of windows throughout. 

Cook Stove
Going from the small iron stove in the living room to an enormous #replace 

was a major change. Another signi#cant change was the cookstove. However, it 
turned out to be disappointing. Instead of moving the big, black Majestic cookstove 
into the new house, Marj had found a smaller, attractive, beige enamel-covered 
cookstove, which was placed back-to-back against the #replace. 

Although it was a pretty stove, it was inferior in other ways. In the large Majes-
tic oven Marj could place 8 loaves of bread, and they would bake to perfection. She 
discovered that the new stove had a thin wall between the #rebox and smaller oven. 

Chapter 91

Marj South
Barney and Marj 

had spent all night 
rabbit hunting 
just before the 

appointment at the 
photo studio.

Marj didn’t like her 
portrait very much  

because she said she 
looked tired.

Her kids always 
loved it.
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Only 6 loaves would #t, and they would quickly burn on top while remaining 
undone in the center. 

Additionally, the much smaller-capacity reservoir had rusted, and 
the water could be used for washing but not for cooking. Water for cook-
ing had to be heated on top of the stove in the tea kettle.

Shining the Stove
But Marj did enjoy the handsomeness of her new stove, and she kept 

it clean and shiny. !e &at stove top had six round, removable plates. In 
order for sticks of wood to be put in the #rebox, a stove lid was removed 

with a coiled metal handle, which could #t in the indentation of each plate. When 
the plate was li$ed up and set on top of the stove, &ames and sparks o$en shot up 

through the open space. !e stove would get dirty, with soot from the bottom of 
the stove lids, ashes, and scorched wood chips. 

Marj had an excellent method of cleaning up the surface and making it shine, 
even while it was still hot. In those days, there were no plastic bags. Bread came 
wrapped in cellophane or heavy-duty waxed paper. A crumpled up waxed paper 
bread sack was ideal for shining up the stove. !e trick was to smear the smok-
ing waxed paper around quickly without getting #ngers burned. !e black surface 
would have a lovely new shine.

Ashes - Tea Kettle
Ashes fell through the grate onto the bottom of the stove and would have to be 

raked out regularly with the ashes rake. !is was best done when the #re was out. 
An essential kitchen utensil, Marj’s tea kettle, was a permanent #xture on her 

stove. When set on the hottest spot over the #rebox, water would quickly come to a 
rapid boil, and the tea kettle would “sing.” !e hot water was needed for simmering 
soup, for scalding a chicken, and for warming up bath water. Island Park water was 
so so$ that the hard water buildup in the tea kettle, accumulated through use in 
Idaho Falls, would soon disappear.

Table & Benches
As in the old log cabin, the big oval kitchen table was situated in front of the 

west window. It was covered with a colorful oil cloth with a bright &oral pattern. 
Every spring a brand new one was purchased. Marj always made it seem like this 
was a big event, and the girls looked forward to going with her to help pick it out. 

Marj liked being able to slide Barney’s wooden benches under the table when 
they were not in use, thus freeing up a lerge space in the center of the kitchen.

Cooking
Marj was a good cook. She never claimed to be a “fancy” cook, but she turned 

out three plentiful meals a day for the family and guys on the crew. She was proud 
of her excellent cooking tools. Her cast iron skillets were great for frying bacon 
and eggs, steaks, and #sh. Hot cakes o% the large aluminum-coated griddle were 
tempting and tasty. Best of all was the set of Wearever kettles, designed for slow, 
waterless cooking. 

Potatoes were a staple, and they were served hashed for breakfast, mashed for 
dinner, and scalloped for supper. Meat might come from Ponds, but quite o$en it 

Tea Kettle:
for boiling water for the 
soup, scalding a chicken, 

warming up the bath 
water

Enamel-covered 
kitchen stove

Marj shined up the 
stove top by quickly 
smearing crumpled 
waxed paper bread 
sacks over the hot 

surface.
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would be sawed o% a quarter of 
venison wrapped in white cloth 
and kept cool in the bunkhouse.

Vegetables and fruit came 
out of a can: Peas, corn, and 
string beans; peaches, pineap-
ple, and strawberries, bought by 
the case in Idaho Falls. 

On washday, dinner con-
sisted of homemade bread and 
lima beans.

Spice cake topped with 
mashed banana, devils food 
cake thinly frosted served with 
jello (set overnight in the win-
dowsill), bread pudding, and 
pies were the most common 
desserts.

Barney’s mother, Hannah, 
had o$en treated her family 
and guests to lemon meringue 
pie. Marj kept up the tradition 
with her spectacular pies. Prob-
ably everyone’s favorite dessert 
was lemon meringue pie, in 
close competition with huck-
leberry pie, when the berries 
were picked at the logging site. 
She usually made three pies at a 
time.

Marj taught M’Jean and 
Myrna to do every task in the 
kitchen, and they acquired 
cooking skills from helping to 
prepare meals.

Kitchen Talk: M’Jean and Myrna
M’Jean: You and I did a lot of the cooking, and we never really used a recipe. 

We just learned how to do it, and we could do it, as long as we had those partic-
ular utensils, and then later on in life, I thought, “I don’t really remember how 
to make this. I used to know when I was little.” So it felt silly having to look up a 

recipe to make an applesauce cake or scalloped potatoes.
Remember making bread in that great big oval pan—white granite with a red 

rim around the top?
Myrna: I do remember that. Every time it was time to make bread, seems 

like we’d make four big loaves and two small loaves and a pan of rolls, and then 
once in a while, we got to do cinnamon rolls, and that was extra special.

Susan & M’Jean
Trading seats, M’Jean gets 
the high stool, while Susan 
sits on one of  the benches 
Barney made. 
Note: oil cloth on table
wash stand, bucket (right),
medicine cabinet (left),
old cabin slightly visible 
through the window.
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M’Jean: Oh, I wish I had one right now. I remember the way you did it. You 
put the pan on the stove with water up to a certain mark, or about so high, 

and then the yeast in the pan, and shortening—oh, and Myrna says pow-
dered milk. I don’t remember ever measuring anything, but then you 

just—if we’d had a di%erent pan, I’d have been sunk, but I knew what 
to do with that pan—you put in so much &our.

Dough Girls
And once when Marj took o% and le$ me to do more of the 

#nishing up of the bread, a$er she came back in, oh I think she was 
pretty unhappy with me, because I had put in sooo much &our—I 

#gured that the more &our the better, if you could get more &our in 
there, then go for it, you know, and that…

Myrna: !at was me...

M’jean: And that ball of dough was hard as a rock.
Myrna: See, now I remember that as being me. So maybe it was the two 

of us, but it seemed to me, though, there was some misunderstanding about how 
much &our was supposed to go in.

M’Jean: Well, I guess whoever did it, had the idea that you just put &our in 
until it wouldn’t take it anymore, and it seemed to be taking it, so it seemed like 
the noble thing to do to keep putting it in. She had quite a time undoing the dam-
age and making that big clump into decent dough.

The Lunchbox
On days when the crew would be going to the woods, right a$er breakfast,  

Marj and the girls would pack the lunchbox for Barney and the boys while they 
were getting the trucks ready to go and #lling up their water bags.

!e lunchbox was a cardboard box #lled with everything they needed to make 
their own sandwiches: a loaf of bread, a jar of peanut butter, a jar of jam, and a can 
of tuna #sh. Without refrigeration, the family did without mayonnaise or salad 
dressing in summer. 

Barry described the way he and David made their sandwiches: “First you spread 
peanut butter on the bread to hold the bread together. !en you spread on a layer 
of the jam so the tuna will stick, and then the tuna goes on top.” 

Barney would watch the boys eating that concoction day a$er day until he 
#nally decided to try it himself. He said it wasn’t bad. 

Lemonade
Also into the box went a lemonade pitcher with sugar and the juice of 3 lem-

ons--squeezed with the help of a an antique lemon squeezer, a round metal gadget 
with a little crank. At lunchtime the guys #lled the pitcher with cold water from 
the creek. Canned strawberries and maybe some applesauce cake were included as 
dessert. 

Pretty important was the can opener, and on a day the girls forgot to put it in 
the box, they heard about it!

!e lunch had to be made before the dishes could be started, but on “woods 
days” there was more free time in the middle of the day, with no noon meal to pre-
pare for the men. 

Miji Note: 
On reflection, it seems 

remarkable that lemons 

were available up in that 

isolated place where 

there was little access to 

fresh vegetables or other 

fruits. 

Yet for our noon meal 

we had lemonade made 

from fresh-squeezed 

lemons every day.

M’Jean & Myrna
Marj taught the girls to do 
every task in the kitchen as 

they helped prepare 3 meals 
a day for the family and 

sawmill crew.

Lemon Squeezer
“Precisely the kind we used.” 

(M’Jean)
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Canning Apricots & Chokecherries
M’Jean: Occasionally people would come up from 

the valley and bring us some fresh fruit, which was nev-
er available in Island Park. And the #rst time I remem-
ber ever seeing apricots was when Marj’s cousin, Roy 
Walters, brought up 2 or 3 lugs from Kaysville, and we 
canned them. Do you remember that, Myrna?

Myrna: I do remember that the #rst apricots I re-
membered, somebody brought from Utah, and that we 
ate, and ate and ate them. I also remember canning apri-
cots.

M’Jean: Do you remember canning the chokecher-
ries?

Myrna: Oh, yes. Our hands were bright red. And it 
seemed like it was quite a few months before I would ever 
taste that stu% again—kinda sickened me. 

M’Jean: I don’t remember not liking the taste. I al-
ways liked chokecherry syrup, which is what we made, 
but yeah—purple hands forever. We’d wring it through a 
cloth trying to get the juice out of the berries and leave 
the pulp and the seeds back in that cloth.

Myrna: We used wax to seal the bottles when we 
canned the chokecherry juice.

Washing Dishes
!ree large meals a day, all made from scratch, and 

with a sawmill crew added to the family at the table, 
resulted in a lot of dishes, pans, and kettles to wash. Doing dishes was a big 
e%ort, took a lot of time, required a hot #re in the stove and a lot of helping 
hands. 

Dishes time was time for singing songs, reciting poetry, story telling, 
and girl talk. 

!e table was cleared, dishes stacked, le$overs put in the “cooler” (the large 
walk-in pantry), and scraps tossed outside to the dog, sour milk poured outside 
for the cat. !e wash and rinse pans were #lled with hot water from the stove res-
ervoir, then transported to the cabinet top next to the draining rack. “Vel” dish-
washing powder was added to the wash pan (also used by boys to wash hair).

Marj almost always insisted on washing the dishes, while the girls dried and 
put them away. As the water cooled o%, the pans were carted to the stove, and the  
dish washer kept washing dishes until the water became too hot for her hands, 
and the pans were returned to the cabinet. With a large batch of dishes, this 
might happen two or three times. Keeping wood in the stove was part of the job.

“Old Men’s Dishwashing”
M’Jean: When Grandpa returned a dish which had contained cooked food 

Marj had sent over to him, it would have been washed, of course. She’d wash it 
again with a regular batch of dishes, with M’Jean or Myrna pointing out that it 
was already clean. Washing dishes was quite a project—Why would anyone wash 
a clean dish? She said, “I don’t trust old men’s dish washing.” As a kid, I thought 
that seemed a little insulting, being directed at Grandpa.”

Vel
Vel was one of the 

first synthetic detergents. 
Before detergents were in-
vented, people used soap 
flakes or powdered soap. 
Besides being sticky and 

hard to dissolve, soap 
makes lots of suds.

Marj Knapp South,
Dorothy Brotherton South, 
Ruth Biorn south, Connie
“Women of  the Woods” knew all about 
canning on a wood-burning stove.
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Songs, Readings & Poetry
We sang songs, and Marj would sometimes recite readings she 

learned in college. Our favorite was “One-legged Goose.” !ere 
were several others, like “Laska,” “Gunga Din,” “!e Revenge of 
Hamish,” and “!e Ballad of Blasphemous Bill MacKie.” !ey most-
ly had sad endings. 

We also learned a few poems together. I can still recite “Between 
Two Loves” by T.A. Daly and “An Order for a Picture,” a lengthy 
poem by Alice Carey.

Sometimes one girl would be excused to practice the piano, and 
at times Marj would o%er to #nish the dishes alone if we would go 
play duets.

Bathing Baby
Bathing a baby was a special daily ritual, the highlight of the 

morning. Baby had to wait until a$er the family and crew had 
eaten breakfast and the men had gone o% to work, dishes were 
done, and the dishwater thrown out. !en came time to get the 
baby’s bath pan, which would be hanging with the other tubs on 

the outside wall of the cabin over 
the back porch. 

!e pan was set on the table 
end nearest the stove and #lled 
with warm water from the reser-
voir. !en came the baby sham-
poo, baby oil, baby’s towel, wash-
cloth, clean diaper, diaper pins, 
and clothes. At last came Baby. 
An appreciative audience, not re-
quired, but always at hand, made 
the scene complete. !e more 
Baby splashed and squealed, the 
more the fans liked it.

Hair Washing - 
Permanents

Hair washing called for the 
same big shallow pan as for the 
baby bath, but it was propped in-
side the  #2 size galvanized wash-
tub to catch the wash water and a 
couple of rinses. !e tub was set 
on a bench in the kitchen near the 
stove. It was a two-person job, as 
the warm water had to be carted 
from the stove’s reservoir. 

!e boys would be done in no 

Baby’s Bath
Favorite ritual of  the morning: Baby’s bath. The 

more Baby splashed, the more the fans liked it.

M’Jean, Susan, Myrna
With her naturally curly hair, Myrna never 

suffered through getting a permanent.
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time, taking turns 
pouring for each 
other. If the #rst guy 
to pour got too ram-
bunctious, he knew 
the other would get 
even.

Girls’ hair was 
a bigger project. 
For hair cutting and 
doing permanents 
Marj would pick a 
day when the men 
were in the woods 
and would not be 
around for a noon 
meal. !ere would 
still have to be a hot 
#re going, though, 
to heat up all the 
needed water. 

M ’ J e a n : 
Myrna, with 
her natural-
ly curly hair, 
never knew 
the torture 
of getting a 
stinky per-
manent (now 
called a perm). 
Every summer Marj would give me a Toni. Sometimes Glenna was there to help.  
!ey wound me up on tiny curlers and poured on the su%ocating potion--many 
times more powerful smelling in those days.

!e dripping down my neck was not fun. Nor was bending over the tub for 
multiple smothering rinses, gallons of water each time. “You have to pay the price 
for beauty,” I was told. 

Washday 
Barry: Wash day at our house was every Monday. !e washer was outside. 

It had a dasher and a wringer and was powered by a gas engine. We always were 
having to “#ll the reservoir,” “#ll the boiler,” “#ll the washer,” “#ll the rinse tubs,” 
“go hang the batch out.” One compensation for all the water hauling and work 
was the lima beans. Every wash day we had lima beans for dinner, and I really 
liked them.

Myrna: Wash day – it took all day.

!e wringer washer was set up near the house on a wooden deck, which cov-
ered an old well. 

Susan South
Everyone pitches in 
on washday. Little 
Susie is on hand with 
the dolls, the famous 
“two-toned” Nora in 
her right arm.

The retired wash 
machine (left)
will likely be relegated 
to a spot next to the 
well to serve as a 
watering trough, or 
“horse barrel.” 
The long oblong 
bathtub came into use 
on Saturday nights in 
front of  the kitchen 
stove.
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Bernie: !e main 
well in front of the bunk-
house next to Souths’ 
house caved in late in the 
winter of 1936. It was nev-
er used again. !e gaping 
hole was covered with a 
platform of planks, and 
Marj had a wooden &oor 
for her washing machine.

!e gasoline engine, 
mounted on the far end of 
the deck, turned the wash-
er motor by means of a long 
belt. Situated next to the wash 
machine on wooden benches, 
were placed two round galva-
nized rinse tubs. !e clothes 
basket was placed on a third 
bench.

Before starting the wash-
ing, a list of preliminary tasks 
took place, one of which was 
#lling the motor with gasoline 

from the gas tank. 
!e clothes had to be gathered onto a nearby table and sorted into batches. 

!ese included the long, rectangular, cotton-gauze pre-washed diapers, which had 
been scrubbed on the washboard with heavy duty “Fels Napatha” bar soap. [As 
were the sheets, the diapers Marj hung on the line were always snowy white!]

M’Jean: On washdays Grandpa, Bernie, and any other bachelors working at 
the mill would bring their dirty clothes at breakfast time. !ese were sorted with 
the rest. We rounded up laundry soap, bleach, clothes pins, clothes basket, and 
put out some sticky jam bottles #lled with water to catch the yellow-jackets.

Getting Well Water
!e biggest chore was getting the water from the well about a hundred feet 

away. We transported the tubs in the army cart, along with the oblong copper 
boiler. It took drawing a lot of buckets from the well to #ll them, and a lot of that 
water slopped out on the way back, leaving a trail, but we managed to save most 
of it.

On good days, we’d get an early 
start, with the boiler ready to be 

hoisted onto the kitchen stove 
as soon as breakfast was ready. 

By the time the dishes were done, the water would be 
hot. 

!e boiler was so large it covered most of the stove. 
!ere was only a corner le$ for cooking--just enough 
room for one big pot full of lima beans. By noon, when 

Barry South
”One compensation for all 

the water hauling and work 
was the lima beans. Every 

wash day we had lima beans 
for dinner, and I really liked 

them.” (Barry)

 “Army Cart”
H a n d - d r a w n , 

wooden ammunition cais-
sons date from the First 
World War. US Army 
ground personnel used 
them to deliver ammuni-

tion to aircraft on 
the flight line. 

Army Cart

 Bar 
Soap
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the sawmill crew would come in for dinner, the beans 
would be ready to serve, along with homemade 

bread and lemonade.
When the water in the boiler was hot, we 

bucketed it outside to the washing machine and 
started the motor. Marj added “White King” laundry 
soap to the washer, and the Island Park so$ water did 

its magic, turning it into mounds of suds. A$er only 
a few batches there would also be a thick coat of soap 

suds in the #rst rinse tub, and soon a$erwards, in the sec-
ond tub. !ese were fun to play in as we scooped them out, 

whole armfuls at a time. 
Batch a$er batch went through the washer. !e order went: white batch, dia-

pers, sheets, dish towels, bath towels, light coloreds, hand towels, underwear, dark 
coloreds, work shirts and socks, levis and overalls. By the time we got to the end, 
the wash water would be black as sin, and the rinse water almost as dark.

Wringer
An important part of the washer was the wringer. Its appearance was a 

little bit like two rolling pins, one on top of the other, set in a frame. One end 
of the frame was attached to the washer motor by a sha$, which ran up along-
side the wash tub. 

!e two rollers turned in opposite directions, either towards the center, where 
the two rollers met, or in reverse, both turning away from the center. Dripping wet 
clothes were fed through the wringer to squeeze the water out.

!e sha$ always remained in the same place, but the wringer arm extended out 
from the sha$, and it could be swung around into 3 or 4 di%erent positions. 

!e two galvanized rinse tubs--a #2 and #3--were arranged on the benches so 
that the wringer when swung around would allow the clothes to fall into whichev-
er tub they should go. It would #rst straddle the edge of the washer and 
one of the tubs, and the sudsy water was wrung out of the clothes as they 
dropped into the #rst rinse. !e wringer was repositioned between the two 
tubs, and the clothes were wrung a second time. A$er the second rinse, 
they tumbled from the wringer into the clothes basket.

As the wringer was linked directly to the motor, it was very powerful and 
would easily grip a heavy pair of denim overalls and pull them between the 
rollers. It was also strong enough to pull  #ngers and hands through. In an 
emergency, it could be stopped by hitting a safety release lever on top, which 
would split the wringer open.

Fingers in the Wringer
M’Jean: !ere were three occasions when the wringer got the best of me. 

Once my #ngers went through the wringer, and someone quickly hit the reverse, 
and they rolled back out. !ey were pretty sore for a while. 

Another time, it was cold weather, and I was wearing Barry’s brown coat. 
Standing there waiting for a batch to #nish washing, I leaned against the churning 
sha$. !e coat sleeve began winding around the sha$ and grabbed my shoulder 
with it. I wound up with an ugly bruise on my shoulder. 

My worst wringer mishap was when I got my hand caught in the wringer up 
past my knuckles before I could hit the safety release. !e metal frame gouged my 

Copper Boiler

Wringer Washer

Galvanized 
Wash Tub

Sudsy soap
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hand between my thumb and #ngers, and I ran to the house with blood running 
down to my wrist. 

Wringer Scar
Marj met me on the porch. As she washed o% the blood and bandaged my 

hand, I couldn’t #gure out why she was so cheerful. She seemed a little unsym-
pathetic. !en she told me that when she saw the stream of blood, it appeared 
to her that that my hand had been sliced in two, and she had a sick feeling. She 
was rejoicing that it was not what she #rst feared. I am also grateful that the 
damage was not worse, but it did leave me with a small permanent scar on my 
right hand.

Hanging Out the Clothes
Each batch of clean clothes was carried in the clothes basket to the near-

by woods and hung on the heavy wire clothes lines strung from tree to tree. 
On a windy day, by the time the last sheet was hung, the #rst sheet would be dry. 

While one batch was being hung out, the next was washing.
!e clothes basket was a wooden bushel basket with a colorful liner which 

looped over the handles and #t snugly inside.
At the end of the wash, then came the job of dumping out all the water--onto 

the adjacent gravel road, so as not to kill the friendly weeds which grew around the 
house. 

M’Jean: !e clothes brought in o% the line smelled wonderfully fresh. We 
folded them and put them away, except for those to be prepared for ironing the 
next day.

Marj was a cheerful worker. By following her sunny, contagious example, we 
learned the joy in hanging clothes out on the lines in the frisky Island Park breeze. 

However, washing outside in the snow and cold truly was miserable. Even 
with a good wash stick, you had to get your hands in the icy water. A sheet would 
be frozen sti% the moment you fastened the clothespins. Amazingly, some of the 
frozen clothes dried quite a lot out on the line. Most everything had to be brought 
in and hung over the furniture. 

Wash Day Root Beer
Marj related a little incident about one of her early wash days in Island Park. 

She and Barney had made their own root beer, which they bottled, and the bottles 
were kept in the bunk house. With no one living in the bunk house, it had become 
a sort of store room for various supplies, including laundry soap.

It was on a wash day, long a$er the root beer making, when Marj went to the 
bunk house and discovered there was one more bottle. What a nice wash day 
treat! Well, that bottle of root beer had been there for a very long time and had its 
e%ect. She said she felt awfully “happy” doing the wash that day.

Folding Sheets - Sprinkling the Ironing
Marj taught us how to fold the sheets right as they were taken o% the line. !e 

rest of the wash was brought in the house to be folded, then put away. Except 
items to be ironed. !ose were sprinkled, rolled up tight, set close together inside 
the clothes basket and covered for next day’s ironing. 

To sprinkle a shirt, we spread it out on the kitchen table and dabbled water on 
it. Handkerchiefs would be laid out in a little stack, sprinkled and rolled together. 

One day Marj acquired a great little invention that really improved the sprin-
kling process. It was a small, perforated metal nozzle with a hollow cork end 
that #t in the top of a pop bottle. Shaking water from the bottle through the 
nozzle sprinkled the clothes more evenly and was a lot more fun than the hand 
dip method. 

Clothes Basket

M’Jean

“My worst wringer 
mishap was when I got 
my hand caught in the 

wringer up past my 
knuckles before I could 

hit the safety release. !e 
metal frame gouged my 

hand between my thumb 
and #ngers, and I ran 

to the house with blood 
running down my hand.” 

(M’Jean) 

Perforated nozzle
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Ironing with Sadirons 
!e day following washday was ironing day, and the clothes 

in the basket were now pretty evenly damp, just right for ironing. 
But if you waited two days, you’d better shake out the clothes, or 
they would mildew in the heat. 

!e heavy sadirons, stored in one of the warming ovens over 
the stove, were set right on the hottest spot on the stove, over the 

#rebox. We had four or #ve of them, and they would get really hot 
as long as the #re in the stove kept going—which meant that 

the kitchen would get pretty hot.
!e irons were about eight inches long, four or #ve 

inches wide, two and a half inches high, weighed about six 
pounds, and were shaped like little boats, pointed on both 

ends. On each side was a small round hole. Since a heavy, 
solid block of hot iron could not be handled, a wood-
en-handled detachable metal shell #t over the iron and 

was secured into the holes with a latch.
A$er latching onto a hot iron, we would carry it by the wooden handled 

casing to the ironing board. We would iron until it cooled o%, then carry it 
back to the stove, unlatch, and latch onto a hot one. Since the iron might pick 
up a little soot from the top of the stove, we’d always swipe it a few times across 
a cloth by the iron trivet before ironing. Even so, there were times when a black 
streak would appear on a shirt.

We ironed Barney’s work shirts and handkerchiefs, Barry’s and David’s shirts. 
Not Grandpa’s or Bernie’s—their clothes must have been designated second class. 
Not too many other objects were ironed.

On days that the men were in the woods, unless it was ironing day, we could 
let the #re go out in the kitchen, and the house would cool down quite a lot. 

Sewing
Marj was an excellent seamstress. In addition to making baby clothes, she made 

much of what everyone else wore. She enjoyed making matching out#ts for herself 
and the girls, among them the black and white 
checkered skirts and dressy royal blue corduroy 
coveralls. Her favorites were probably the tai-
lored shirts she made for Barney and the boys. 
Most of the sewing she did was on the treadle 
Singer sewing machine given to her by Hannah 
South. She talked of a time when she and Han-
nah were making baby clothes together.

M’Jean: We were living in the new house 

when Marj taught Myrna and me to sew on 

the treadle machine. Pajamas were a good #rst 

project, since any imperfections would never 

be seen by the public. !e treadle could get a 

little bit stuck if you didn’t do it just right. It 

was quite a trick coordinating hands guiding 

cloth under the needle and feet running the 

treadle. We turned out some satisfactory, al-

though not perfect, pajamas.

Sadirons
The name derives from 

the Old English word “sald,” 
meaning solid. They first ap-
peared in the 17th century. The 
basic sadiron is a shaped piece of 
metal, with a polished base and 
attached metal handle. These 
irons were heated in front of 
an open fire or on a stove. As 
they cooled off fairly rapidly, it 
was always necessary to have 
several irons, so that one could 
always be re-heating. Sadirons 
were heavy, ranging from 5 to 9 
pounds, and the weight contrib-

uted as much as the heat to 
the pressing process.

Marj put a lot of  miles 
on this treadle Singer 
sewing machine she 
inherited from her 
mother-in-law, Hannah 
South. It adorns the 
living room of  Susan 
Crandall’s dome home 
Marj built on the Snake 
River. 
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Washing and Waxing floor
Sweeping and scrubbing the rough, marred &oor in the old cabin 

was a hopeless chore, but Marj took delight in making the bright lino-
leum in the new house shine. A fair amount of Island Park sand was 
constantly tracked inside. M’Jean and Myrna learned early on the art 
of washing and waxing the beautiful &oor and were tasked with the 
dry mopping, a daily must.

Dry Mopping - Coached by Barney
M’Jean: In the new cabin in Island Park I was mopping the &oor with a dry 

mop. I was probably pushing the mop around an area, then &ipping the dirt into 
a pile. Barney took the mop and showed me how to cruise all around the room 
without li$ing the mop until the whole &oor was done. I recall not being very 
happy with this lesson, because it was not the way Marj had done the job. And 
when he le$ to go out to the sawmill, I was a bit relieved and received a little 
sympathy from Marj. 

Shaking off the Dust
A$er dust mopping the linoleum &oors, there was a convenient way to clean 

the mop. Just a few feet away from the front porch, near the rhubarb plants and 
gooseberry bushes, was the back side of the little one-room log cabin. It was the 
one where Marj’s mother and sisters had lived back in 1937. Leaning upright 
against its back wall was a bed spring. A few whacks of the mop, the dust would 
&y, and the mop was cleaned.

Filling the Woodbox – Cleaning Off the Mantle
A couple of the jobs were mine and Myrna’s exclusively: keeping the woodbox 

full in the kitchen, just as we had done in the old house, and cleaning o% the #re-
place mantle in the new house.

When Barney built the new house, he wanted a #replace big enough to heat 
the house. Marj said they had purchased the biggest heat form made. !e brick 
#replace was so large it served as the partition between the kitchen and living 
room. !e high, broad mantle was an invitation for everyone to place hats, 

gloves, newspapers, tools, and a variety of 
junk on top. It also had enough room for 
Myrna and me to crawl around on it when 
we dusted it and cleaned it o%. Once it was 
cleaned up, we would arrange the large 
waterfall picture and the decorative horses 
and then just stay awhile and “play house.”

Helping at the Sawmill
Myrna: Well, sometimes when our 

brothers were out in the woods, logging, 
we would actually, o"cially, work at the 
sawmill. And we must have been about 7 
and 10. I think what we mostly did was just 
roll things. So when the log would come o% 
the saw, there were several rollers, so we 
could roll them down, down down, down-
-there were quite a few, so the sawyer, who 
was our dad, could keep sawing. And then 
he’d stop, and then he’d carry them all and 
put them on the pile. Is that the way you 

Susan South
Scooting on the clean, 
shiny linoleum which 

covered the floor from 
the front door in the 

living room to the back 
door of  the kitchen--
all  46 feet in length. 

(The foot belongs to Marj.)

Myrna & M’Jean
at the sawmill  on a 

day when Grandpa is 
sawing. 

When Barney was 
short handed at the 

sawmill, he sometimes 
had the girls help. 
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remember it, M’Jean?

M’Jean: We were probably rolling big logs 

down the skidway to where he could saw.
Myrna:  Yeah, I think we might have done that, 

too. But I de#nitely remember rolling these oth-
er logs down these rollers. !ey were maybe about 
three feet high and maybe they were three or four 
feet apart extending from the sawmill out a ways 
and so we could roll several of them down there and 
then he could pile them all up. I think it was actually 
house logs.

I thought we were a great help. Indeed, I think 
we were, somewhat, so he didn’t have to stop a$er 
every single log.

M’Jean: And sometimes we peeled logs.

The Chinning Bar
Marj cared about her appearance, and she 

made the e%ort to look attractive and stay in shape. 
Just a few feet from the back porch was the chin-
ning bar, positioned across the limbs of two trees 
growing next to each other. As throughout the day 
a certain number of trips out to the toilet were necessary, 
it became her habit to chin herself on that bar a$er walk-
ing back to the house.

She also did &oor exercises regularly, with the kids o$en joining in, 
lying on the &oor doing sit-ups and leg li$s. 

“Wake me in 10 Minutes”
Along about mid a$ernoon Marj, who would have been up 

by the crack of dawn to build the #re and #x breakfast, would 
run out of steam. “Wake me in ten minutes,” she would say, as 
she lay down on the &oor. Of course, the kids would always let 
her sleep longer.

Vanity
“Vanity, thy name is Woman!” Marj would say, standing 

in front of her full-length bedroom mirror in Island Park. [In 
the o!en misquoted line from Shakespeare’s Hamlet, the word is “Frailty,” rather 

than “Vanity.”]

Marj dyed her eyelashes and curled them with an eyelash curler. At 
one time she became worried that something was seriously wrong with her 
eyelashes. !e outer and inner lashes looked normal, but the ones in the cen-
ter had disappeared. She fretted for some time before she discovered that the 
middle of the rubber pad of her eyelash curler was missing, and the remaining 
sharp edge was actually cutting o% her lashes!

Barry & David
Wearing tailored wool shirts made by Marj

Marj 
She discovered the eye-
lash curler had actually 
been cutting off  her 
lashes!
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Hunting Lore

Barney’s shooting was legendary. He was a successful hunter known for being 
fast and accurate. His hunting skills were born of need, taught to him by his 
father, Samuel South, who never wasted ammunition on just one goose—

waited until two lined up so he could knock them down together.
Barney went hunting, trapping, and #shing with his younger brother, Charlie. 

!rough the years he hunted with several of the men in Island Park, Glen Allison, 
Horace Pond, John Kuch, Alvin Isaacs, Gene Jones, to name a few. 

He taught Marj’s brothers, Al and Bernie, as well as his own sons, David and 
Barry, to be safe and e%ective hunters. Barney’s trained eye could spot animals at far 
distances. He also trained the boys to keep a constant sharp lookout, seeing critters 
in the #elds and mountainsides which would go unnoticed by casual observation. 

Favorite Family Tales - Reunion 2016
At a family gathering, family reunion time, May, 2016, Randy showed the group 

Barney’s .25-20 and .300 savage ri&es. He and Barry told some of the favorite family 
tales of Barney’s shooting prowess. 

Randy: When Barney was a little boy, he dreamed about having a #re-
arm of his own, and when he got to be 14 years old, he saved up his money, 
and he bought this Winchester .25-20. And it is one of the #nest #rearms 
ever made. And they made thousands of them and there are still a lot of 
them around. !is is designed in 1892, and it’s not a really big bullet, but 
this magazine in here—this tube underneath is called a magazine, and you 
can put 13 bullets in it. And he started shooting it when he was 14, when he 
bought it, and he’d practice, and he’d practice, and he got to be an incredibly 
good marksman. 

And I’ve heard stories from people, not only family, but other people that 
I’ve met since, that said that Barney would shoot this, and it would sound like 
a machine gun going o%, because he shot so fast and so accurate.

Story told to Randy by Marj:
!e cabin that they lived in was about 100 yards from the railroad cross-

Chapter 92

Dad used to say we ate so much wild meat we were gun shy.-Burton South

Barney South
Fast and accurate with 

a gun, his shooting was 
legendary.

Randy South
Relates hunting stories 

of  his dad, Barney South, 
who brought down a lot 

of  game with this .25-20
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ing, where the road came up over the railroad tracks. And one morning he walked 
out on the deck and he saw 7 deer crossing that railroad crossing. And he went 
inside and he got his trusty .25-20, and he came out on the porch, no dead rest, 
no nothing, he started shooting, and in about 3 or 4 seconds all 7 deer were dead 
laying on the ground. Just o% hand.

And he would shoot it—they said that he would pull the trigger and 
then he would cock it, and he would shoot it again, and that 
thing would just be going like a hammer.

So, take a hold of it, and pass it
 around.

Barry: (Family Reunion) When I #rst became aware of guns 
and shooting, Dad 

had that gun and 
the old .25 single shot, 

and I think he mighta had a .22. 
He didn’t have very many guns. Guns 

were—you know, you see a Western, and ev-
erybody’s got guns. But that wasn’t the way it 
was back then. Good guns were pretty hard 
to come by. !ey were expensive. And that 
gun is—you look at the bullet, and it’s a pret-
ty small bullet compared to the bigger hunt-
ing ri&es now. Not only is the bullet small, 
but there isn’t very much of a powder load 
behind it, so it doesn’t shoot very fast. But 
that’s what he had to hunt with. And some 
of the animals that they hunted were pretty 
big animals.

Jonathan Lund & 
Jennifer Lund

Target practice in the 
crater of  the South Menan 

Butte with grandfather 
Barney’s .25-20

Barney’s .25-20 Rifle 

Barney & Marj South 
Reunion

traditional target practice.
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26 Shots
Another story about that gun. A .25-20 was really quite a small caliber, but 

it’s what he had to do his hunting with. And one day he was out, and he came 
across a moose that needed to be shot, so he shot it with his old .25-20.  And the 
moose just looked at him, and he shot it again, and again, and again, and as the 
story goes—26 times before the old moose #nally came down. And Dad gave that 
moose away to a guy by the name of John Kuch, that lived up there. Next time 

John saw Dad, he says, “What did you shoot that thing with—a machine gun?” 

David’s Version of the Story:
David: One warm August day, a big old moose had the mifortune of crossing 

!e Flat near our Island Park cabin, looking like so many tasty dinners. Barney 
got his .25-20, which is not much bigger than a .22 caliber ri&e, and started shoot-
ing. He shot one magazine of 13 bullets, reloaded and began #ring the second 
magazine. Meanwhile, the moose responded with confusion. Barney was shoot-
ing from the cabin, so the moose could not see where the shots were coming 
from. Finally Barney brought the animal down. 

Al Holmes, Barney’s friend, happened to be there from Rexburg, so Barney 

and Al cleaned the moose. A$erwards, Barney kept a quarter of the moose for 

our family and gave Al the rest.  
On his return to Rexburg, Al took his moose-portion to the butcher shop 

where, instead of the owner, a high-school kid was minding the store. !e kid 
puzzled over the moose and then asked Al what it was. Al, knowing that hunting 
moose was illegal at that time, said, “Oh — ah — it’s a horse.” !e kid accepted his 
answer and helped Al hang the moose in the walk-in meat cooler. 

When the owner returned, he immediately asked the kid, “What’s that hang-
ing in the cooler?” !e kid replied, “Al Holmes brought it in. He said it was a 
horse.” !e owner knew that was no horse. A moose has a big, high shoulder 
blade, and if you have been around meat, you can sure tell the di%erence between 
a horse and a moose! He said to the kid, “Well, let’s get this horse wrapped up and 
out of here!” Later the owner asked Al, “What did you shoot that thing with — a 
machine gun?” 

Proteges Bernie & Al
Al and Bernie learned from Barney not only logging and sawing skills, but how 

to handle a gun. 

Bernie: Barney told of shooting something like 18, 20 or 22 head of game 
once with the .25-20 with about 23 or 24 shells.  

Al: He was a good shot. He could see an animal and shoot before I could get 
my gun o% safety.  He always shot le$ handed, because he claimed this eye was 
better than this one.  He was a good hunter.

Another Reunion Story by Randy: Biggest Elk
Marj accompanied Barney on some of his hunting trips. In hunting season 

a$er Barney had already shot his animals and used up his tags, he would have Marj 
buy her own license, deer and elk tags. Marj never brought down an animal, but 
sometimes she would be the one to carry the gun.

Randy: He let her carry it, and then when it came time to shoot, then he 
would grab it from her, and then he’d shoot. It’s called a .300 Savage. 

Miji Note: 

Great stories which 

are told and retold 

sometimes deviate in 

the retelling. In David’s 

book, “Think Round,” 

the story appears with 

variations but with the 

same punch line.

Reunion 2000
Courtenay Carter [South]
Andrew South 
Nathan South
Brent gunderson (behind)
Barney Lund
Dan South
Karen Dickson South
Jen Heap [Lund]
Jon Lund
Rod South
Strong Cousin
Katie South [Walker]
Randy South (behind girls)
M’Jean South Lund (seated)
Lexye Lund [Thiele]
Gary Lund
Molly Lund [Cash]
Rosalie Lund [Macmillan]
Jeanette Lund [Viehweg]
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And he was hunting with some guys, and they came across an elk, 
which was an absolutely beautiful elk. And he grabbed the gun, just stood 

there &at-footed, no resting on a tree—it was similar to this—had a lever 
action. He levered and shot 5 shells into that elk. And the guys that were with 

him came up, and one of them took a silver dollar out of his pocket, and put 
it over the holes, and every one of those 5 bullets was within that silver dollar 
(demonstrates with drawing  silver dollar-sized circle on pad of paper). 

Not a Trophy Hunter
And THEN, they started saying this is a phenomenal elk. And they measured 

the antlers, and that elk turned out to be one of the biggest elk ever taken in 
Island Park. And one of the guys that were with him said, “I want those antlers 
and head,” and he said, “Barney, can I have it?” And Barney said, “yeah, it doesn’t 
mean anything to me.” Cause Barney was not a trophy hunter.

And one of the guys took it, and he worked hard all summer, with his family, 
earning enough money to pay for a taxidermist to #x that elk head up. And they 
even gave it a name. !ey called it Bennie, was the name. And Bennie is still 
hanging in Steve Knapp’s house. I think it’s Steve Knapp’s house, isn’t it, Karen?

Hunting - Part of our Life
Barry: Living in the woods provided one particular enjoyment and that was 

the wild animals. We saw a lot of them, from little ones to big ones. Hunting was 
a big part of our life at Island Park. !e main reason for hunting was for the meat. 
Because of this the hunting seasons were not respected very much. Although 
meat was the main reason for hunting, there was a lot of sport in it, also. 

!e #rst time I remember an animal being shot was in the spring when we 
were in the truck hauling our furniture across the &at toward our house. Dad 
spotted some elk, stopped the truck, climbed on the back, grabbed his .25-20 and 
shot one of the elk. 

David: Once during a move to Island Park, we entered the large, open area 
called !e Flat. We were part way across it when we saw three or four elk. My dad 
stopped the truck, jumped into the back of it, dug out his ri&e and shot one. !at 
elk became an important part of that season’s food for others and for us.

Barry: I remember a few times waking up to the sound of a ri&e. I would 
jump up and see Dad in his underwear having just shot a moose or other animal. 

Fall Season – Hunting Season
Barry: !e fall of the year was my favorite season. !e nights were cool, the 

days warm, the colors of the aspens were turning to red and yellow and all the 
pesky &ies were gone. Another reason that I liked the fall was the hunting season. 
Barney did not stop the sawmill just because it was opening day but during the 
hunting season there were a lot of occasions to look for game. 

Dad used to take David and me hunting quite o$en. !at was the ulti-
mate--when we could go hunting. And we’d go hunting sage hens, and hunting 
grouse, and once in a while, we’d go hunting ducks, sometimes hunting deer.

Serious Hunting after First Snow
!e men would always carry their ri&es in the trucks on their way to and from 

work. Quite o$en a$er work we would ride around in the car for an hour or so 
just before dark. Usually Dad would wait until the day a$er the #rst snow to go 
hunting really seriously. I remember so well the times that we would be the #rst 
ones to drive on those old logging roads since the snowfall. Dad would look for 
just the right track, usually that was an elk track, not too big--and really fresh. 
!ere were so many game tracks back then that we never had to drive very far to 

“Bennie”-Phenomenal 
Elk shot by Barney

“They measured the
antlers  and it turned out 

to be one of  the biggest 
elk ever taken in Island 

Park.” (Randy)
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look at another one. A$er Dad picked a track he would usually track the animal 
for a while which resulted in his shooting the animal, or jumping the animal and 
hearing it run away or realizing that the animal was moving out of the country 
and not worth the e%ort. Sometimes David and I got to track with Dad and other 
times we had to stay in the car while he went alone. 

Legal Deer -Nervous
Barry: Most of the game animals that Dad had shot were not in hunting 

season, and this was because ever since he was really small, they hunted more for 
the use of the meat than for the sport of the hunting. !ey were up there in the 
woods, and wild meat was a big part of their diet, and it saved them money, so 
they poached quite a few animals. When they were up there early on clear back 
in the early 1900’s, there were laws about poaching, but they weren’t enforced 
very much. 

But as time went on, they got to where they were being enforced more, and 
Dad became more conscious that he had to be careful that he didn’t get caught 
poaching. So when he’d shoot something, he was always pretty cautious and quite 
quick to get the thing taken care of and out of sight. 

!is one day the family was kind of relaxing, taking a drive around. It was in 
hunting season, and Dad was just sort of road hunting on Green Canyon Pass. It 
was during the deer season; everything was legal. He came up to a deer alongside 
the road, and he stopped and shot it, and right a$er he shot it, he just really acted 
nervous, while he was cleaning it out and getting it into the vehicle, so we could 
be gone. And I remember Marj chiding him about “You’re so used to poaching 
that you’re just nervous even when you’re doing it legally.” 

!e whole family was with him, and we all thought it was funny that he was so 
nervous and working so fast at getting the animal dressed and into the car trunk. 

Not Sure of Target—Don’t Shoot
One time I was with Dad when we saw a large bull elk by the big dugway on 

Split Creek. !e elk moved quickly to the top of the ridge and out of sight. Dad 
said: “He is moving down country. We will try to get him on down the ridge.” 
We drove about two miles down Trail Canyon and then climbed to the top of the 
ridge. Slowly we moved up the ridge. Suddenly Dad stopped and raised his ri&e. 
I could barely see the elk head and a patch of hair through the trees. !e ground 
was bare and the elk hair looked like dry grass. 

Barney South
“Ever since he was really 
small they hunted more for 
the use of  the meat than for 
the sport of  hunting. They 
were up there in the woods, 
and wild meat was a big part 
of  their diet, and it saved 
them money, so they poached 
quite a few animals.” (Barry)

Barney South
“Barney was a good shot. 
He could see an animal and 
shoot before I could get mine 
off  safety. He always shot left 
handed, because he claimed 
this eye was better than this 
one. He was a good hunter.” 
(Al Knapp)
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I waited for Dad to shoot but he never did. 
Suddenly the elk ran o%. I asked Dad why he did not 
shoot. He said: “All I could see was a patch of hair and 
I was not sure it was the elk.” !e elk got away but I 
was always impressed how well Dad knew big game 
hunting and how he did not shoot when he was not 
sure of the target. 

Kids’ Shooting
Barry: Personally, my #rst hunting trip was with 

David when we took his .25 Stevens and walked up 
the railroad tracks. [It was a really old single shot 
Barney acquired  while in Susanville working on de-
fense during the war. It was always considered to be 
David’s gun.]

We saw a grouse and decided to shoot it. Our #rst 
shot nicked him and he could not &y. We shot about 
ten more times but could not hit him. I #nally said, 
“I’m not wasting any more shells on him.” I took the 
ri&e and chased the grouse down and hit him with the 
gun. We took our coats o%, carried the bird under one 
coat so no stranger would see it, and then we trium-
phantly walked home. 

Ruffed Grouse - “Fool Hen”
In the fall there were a lot of ru%ed grouse in the 

woods. A ru%ed grouse has a nick name, “fool hen.” 
!ey are not very smart at trying to elude a hunter. 

We had a single shot .410 gauge shotgun or .22 ri&es 
that we could hunt with. Our choice most of the time was the .22’s. We could get 
close to a group of grouse and usually shoot most of them in the head without 
spooking them into &ying away. !ey were a lot easier to clean than the domestic 
chickens and I thought they tasted better. 

Rabbits
One of our favorite pastimes was to take our old pump .22 or .410 shotgun and 

go shooting. !e railroad right-of-way had a lot of brush piles on it. By tramping 
on the piles we could run rabbits out of the piles. We usually missed them but 
not always. 

When I was young, shooting was my favorite sport. !ere were a lot of bats 
around the mill site, and in the evenings they would come out, along with the 
night hawks, and &y around the place catching &ying bugs.  

Bats and Night Hawks
We had no TV to watch, nor malls to hang out in. We had to create our own 

entertainment. About one evening each week I could take the little .410 single 
shot, shotgun and shoot at the bats and night hawks. It was nearly dark most of 
the time I was shooting and they both could move fast and had an erratic course 
they &ew. My success was not the greatest. 

Occasionally we would catch a live bat somewhere in camp. Sometimes when 
we would spread the wings of a captured bat we would discover some shotgun bb 
pellet holes through the light wing membranes. Some of my shots were hits that 
I didn’t know about. 

Shot a fly
One day, when I was about 8-10 years old, I was up at the barn with the .22 

semi-automatic Savage, and I saw a &y on the fence post of the old corral, and I 
hit that &y.

David & Barry 
South

“We had a single shot 
.410 gauge shotgun or 

.22 rifles we could hunt 
with.

I was up at the barn and 
saw a fly on the fence 

post and hit that fly. 
 

We saw a grouse, 
nicked him, shot 10 
more times, finally 

chased him down and 
hit him with the gun. 

We carried the bird 
under one coat and 

triumphantly walked 
home.” (Barry)
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Practice Shooting
Barry: Dad was a great shot with a gun. I never did see him shoot a pistol, 

I don’t think. He didn’t own one. I think his philosophy was kids and pistols 
shouldn’t mix—very wise philosophy, probably. But he was a good shot.

Guns and hunting were a big part of the life of about every male that lived 
at Island Park Siding. Naturally it was important to be a good shot not only to 
be able to bag the game, but it was a matter of who was the best shot.

Target practice at camp was quite a frequent occurrence. It was a good way 
to spend leisure time and it was participated in by many of the men at camp. 

No Work on Sundays
None of the crews worked on Sundays. !ey didn’t go to church either. 

!at le$ Sunday open for some fun activities. One of the most popular was to 
get out the shotguns and ri&es and shoot.

!e camp was located on the edge of a big open &at and the cabins were 
built just inside of the timberline. !e camp was about 4 miles from the near-
est cabin occupied by anyone else. !at meant we could shoot about any di-
rection without worry of hitting something we should not. Our cabin was on 
the north side of camp, and the timber to the north was heavy. We shot into 
the heavy timber. 

Firing Line 50 ‘ From  Door
Our practice range was northward and the #ring line was about 50 feet 

from our back door. Our #ring line was only about 100 feet away from our 
fuel tanks, where we serviced our trucks. !e motor oil we used came in one 
quart tin cans. We always had a good supply of oil cans for targets. Most of our 
practicing was done with .22 ri&es or shotguns. 

Stationary Targets - Moving Targets
!ere were several types of practice. Targets were nailed to trees and we 

shot at them. One tree was used as a backstop so much it #nally broke o%; then 
we put cans on the stump and shot them. 

Most of the time when we were shooting our .22’s, we weren’t shooting at 
stationary targets; we were shooting at things that were thrown up in the air, and 
most of the times, those things were one quart metal oil cans.

It was a lot of fun. !e gunners got to where we were all good shots.
Somebody’d get out there in front of the #ring line, and throw a can up in the 

air, and 2 or 3 guys with .22’s would perforate the can while it was up in the air. 
And at times we would get to where we would shoot things smaller than an oil 
can. We’d get down to a soup can and sometimes a baby food can, and once in a 
while we’d get down to shooting some shotgun shells out of the air.  

.22 Shell Out of the Air
And I remember one time in particular, Dad was shooting—several of us were 

there, and the targets for him were getting smaller and smaller. !ey got down 
to where somebody threw up a .22-short bullet.  It was a live bullet—it had the 
bullet and the casing.  And they threw it up, and this thing would have been like 
a quarter inch in diameter, and maybe three quarters of an inch long. !ey threw 
it up in the air, and he shot it and hit it with the little .22 pump. I thought that was 
an incredible shot.

Dragonfly Bet
Dad bought a couple of cases of shotgun shells for the summer’s practice. He 

got really good at hitting air borne targets. 
!e shooters at camp got pretty creative using di%erent types of targets. !ere 

was some betting on some of the shots that were made. !e bets were never for 
money, but usually for a root beer. Once Barney and Burdett Hess made a bet 
on Barney’s being able to hit a dragon &y on the wing that made the mistake of 
coming to a shotgun practice session. One shot, one dragon&y.

.22 Short Bullets
“Somebody threw a .22-short 
bullet up in the air, and 
Barney hit it with the little 
.22 pump. I thought that was 
an incredible shot.” (Barry)

Barry
“I was about 8-10 years old 
up at the barn with the .22 
semi-automatic Savage, and 
I saw a fly on the fence post 
of  the old corral, and I hit 
that fly.” (Barry)
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Target Shooting with Company
It was common to shoot targets when company came. One day to 

try something a little di%erent we stuck a can on top of a pole about 25 
feet high and the pole holder moved the can around and others were 

trying to hit the can with .22 ri&es. Dad whispered 
to me “sneak into the house and get the 12 gauge 
and come out and shoot the can.” I did. !e 
.22 hits on the can and pole were barely felt by 
the pole holder. !e 12 gauge blast nearly tipped 
the friend over. It was a real surprise to him. 
Dad was pretty good at those practical 
jokes.

Shooting Heritage
!e shooting heritage was passed to me, 

and I have passed it on to my sons. We still en-
joy a good family practice session.

Girls & Guns
Marj was never desirous of shooting an 

animal, but she was impressive at hitting 
targets. 

Her shooting prowess was noted by ev-
eryone when Barney showed her o% at her #rst 
South Reunion. Of course, she was trained by the 
best!

M’Jean: !e girls had their turns at shooting the guns 
and did pretty well with the .22’s. Barney’s .300 Savage 
was a much bigger gun, the one he grabbed from over the 

Barry South, Frank South, David South, Randy South,  Joe South (his arm)
In 1960, 5 years after Barney’s death, Barney’s cousin, Bill South, brought his family from Salt Lake 
to visit in Island Park. All the kids became acquainted with their second cousins. David and Barry 

brought out Barney’s rifles and shotguns, and the city kids got a taste of  firing guns. 

“Dead-eye” Lexye Lund 
[Thiele]

Barney’s granddaughter 
Skeet shooting in Island Park 
“The girls had their turns at 
shooting the guns.” (M’Jean)

Barney’s .300 
Savage Rifle
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door when he shot the bear from the back porch. I was pretty excited to shoot it 
the #rst time.But when I pulled the trigger, I found out what it was when a gun 
“kicked.” !e big bruise it le$ on my right shoulder for several days somewhat 
dampened my enthusiasm for target practice for a while.

Sage Hen Hunting
Barry: A big event each fall for a few years was to hunt sage hens. Island Park 

Siding was on the east side of the Island Park area. Shotgun Valley was on the west 
side. It was big open cattle country with lots of sagebrush. It was also where the 
sage hens were. !e sage grouse is a game bird that is protected by law. Back then 
there was a two-day season that allowed hunters to shoot them. !e bag limit was 
2 or 3 birds per hunter. !e sage grouse hunt was closely monitored by the game 
wardens. !e hunters needed to be of age and have a valid license. !e wardens 
set up check points to check the hunters as they le$ the area. !e hunt was a big 
event that drew a lot of hunters from the lower towns.

Rocket out of the Brush
!e preferred method of hunting was to have a group of hunters spread out 

in a line about 50-60 feet apart and walk through an area where sage hens might 
be. !e sagebrush was so thick that we would hardly even see a chicken on the 
ground. !ey would suddenly rocket out of the brush in a noisy take o% as they 
tried to get away from the hunters. !is of course was the perfect target for the 
hunters with shotguns. 

When I #rst got to go on the hunts I was too young to have a hunting license 
so I couldn’t carry a shotgun. !e kids were very welcome in the line-up even 
without guns because we replaced the dogs. !e #rst hunts were pretty much just 
our family. !at meant that Dad could only legally shoot the limit of birds for his 
license and for Marj’s. For someone that was a real good shot, and liked to hunt, 
that was not very many birds. 

Shotgun Valley Tradition
Dad started a tradition up there. !e event started with only our family and 

Curly Kent and his family. As time went on we invited friends to go with us and 
David and I got our licenses. !is meant we could hunt longer. 

!en we came up with a new plan. !e men and boys would go to Shotgun 
Valley before dawn, and pick out a nice dinner spot by Sheridan Creek, go out 
at rust daylight and shoot a bunch of chickens. We would shoot our limits, and 
then clean them and start a cooking #re. By then the rest of the family would 
be there and we would have a big family dinner with sage chicken as the main 
course. A$er dinner the hunters would go back to the hunt and #ll the limits and 
go home.

Dad started inviting other people up, so within a matter of 3 or 4 years, that 
event got to be quite a large event, and quite a few people coming up. !e number 
of people attending this dinner grew each year until there were about 75 people 
present the last year we did this.  

One of the last times we did this, we thought, “You know, there 
ought to be a way we could get a few more chickens.” !e game war-
dens set up a checking station on that road out to Shotgun Valley, and 
they’d start checking the hunters, usually by about ten o’clock or so—
they’d check them to see if they got their birds.

So, what we did--about six of us drove out really early in the morn-
ing before the sun was up. And we got out there just at the break of day 
and shot our limit full of birds. And then we shot quite a few more, 
and we stu%ed them in a badger hole, and we came home before the 
#sh and game had their checking station set up, so they didn’t punch 
our licenses.

Sage Hen
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We were home by 9 o’clock, le$ the #rst limit, 
loaded up the family, turned around, headed back 
out there and went hunting again. !is time we’d get 
our limit again, and the ladies would cook the chick-

ens that were in the badger hole, and we’d have a nice 
dinner out there. !e second limit would be checked out of the area by the 
game wardens. It was quite a fun day. 

Two Cases of Shotgun Shells
Barney re- ally enjoyed the sage hen hunts. He bought 2 cases of shot-

gun ammo a couple of the years we were up there and we used it up 
through the summers in our practice sessions. He was a good shot. 

!e last time we went out, six of us went out really early in the 
morning. We hunted by forming a line and walking through the 

sagebrush and &ushing the birds ahead of us. Dad had practiced shoot-
ing a lot that summer and he was so fast and so accurate that he shot all 
but one or two of the birds that morning. A couple of the men were a little 

upset about that. It was all in good fun. !e hunting day usually ended in 
another shooting session back at the mill site.

Barney Shoots an Owl
David: My dad established an Island Park tradition that had to do with the 

annual opening of the two-day season for shooting sage hens. During those two 
days, a shooter was limited to two birds per day, and those were counted when 
the hunter exited the area. When it came to shooting sage hens, Barney was dead 
eye! He really could shoot them. It didn’t matter where they jumped, or how they 
jumped, or what they did, Barney would get them. Some of the other shooters 
were skilled as well, so getting their limit was not a problem. But they did have 
a problem: How could they keep having a good time, keep shooting, keep bag-
ging birds without getting in trouble? It didn’t take them long to come up with a 
solution. At the end of the #rst day’s shoot, Barney’s group began having a party 
during which they cooked and ate that day’s kill.

 Sneaky Plan
Word of this sneaky, new plan spread like wild#re, and with each season, 

more and more shooters — many of whom simply invited themselves — joined 
Barney’s group. Barney would organize them into sweeps, with people thirty to 
forty feet apart in a line a half-mile long. 

One season, some really obnoxious guys, who grew increasingly rude and 
crude during the shoot, invited themselves to join. But unbeknown to them, that 
day Barney had shot an owl that he cleaned and fried along with the hens. He 
began feeding the owl pieces to the obnoxious guys, and they immediately started 
complaining and bellyaching about how tough and stringy the meat was. 

To this Barney responded, “Well, golly! !is one really tastes good. Here, take 
a piece of mine.” And he’d give them a perfectly good piece of hen, followed by 
more pieces of owl. Needless to say, those obnoxious few never returned.

Ducks & Geese -Tom Creek
Barry: Sage hens weren’t the only thing we used the shotguns for. When 

duck season started we had a great place to go a$er them. 
Tom Creek is a small stream running east and west, and it crosses the railroad 

track about one mile north of the camp site. 
!e creek heads about two miles from where it crosses the tracks. !e head 

of Tom Creek is a very pretty place where the stream just comes right out of the 
ground in several places. !e di%erent springs &ow together within a few hun-
dred feet, and then becomes Tom Creek. !e creek is not in a canyon but &ows 

Sage Hens

Barney’s 16-Gauge 
single shot shot-

gun
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alongside a gentle timbered hill. !e other side of the creek is a big open &at 
meadow called Moon Meadows.

Head of Tom Creek Does Not Freeze Over
!e creek widens out and &ows at moderate speed and is generally from 6 

inches to 30 inches deep. !e water comes out of the ground at a constant year 
round temperature (40 some degrees F), and it does not freeze over even in 
the minus 30 degree winter weather. !ere is lots of vegetation growing in and 
around the creek, and it is a good place to #nd ducks and geese. Especially when 
it is cold and the lakes in Island Park are frozen over.

A$er the lakes froze up a lot of geese would go there to feed. Sometimes the 
men would go there at about midnight on a very cold night and hunt geese with 
the aid of a spotlight. I was so young when they did this that I only got in on a 
couple of the hunts.

Variety of Animals
!ere may be more wild animals in and around the head of Tom Creek than 

any other place in Island Park. !ere are moose, elk, deer, bear, coyotes, geese, 
ducks, eagles, osprey, hawks, owls, beaver, mink, muskrat, squirrels, chipmunks, 
sand hill cranes, #sh, herons, curlews, &ying squirrels, martin, porcupine, wea-
sels, grouse, and still lots of other little critters.  

I did get to hunt ducks and geese quite of-
ten on Tom Creek with David and Dad. We 
would go there a$er school, just before dark. 
We liked to go to Tom Creek early in the sea-
son before the snow came. It was pretty easy 
to spot where the ducks were on the creek, 
but then we had to get up into gun range 
before they spotted us. We could hide in the 
grass, bushes, and trees as we would sneak up 
on them. We would crawl up as close as pos-
sible. At about 40 yards we would jump up 
and shoot. !e most we got was eight ducks 
and two geese. !en it was a matter of gath-

ering up the ones we shot. 

Dazed Duck
One experience I had there was quite unique. I was gathering up the dead 

ducks and I came to one that was in the water right next to the bank. He was 
sitting upright and looked perfectly healthy. I grabbed him by the neck and 
li$ed him out of the water. When he came out I heard and felt a slight “plop” 
like you would feel when you pulled a plunger out of the water, and the vac-
uum seal is broken. Suddenly the duck was alive with kicking feet, &apping 
wings, and very noisy. A quick twist of the neck silenced the duck but I have 
always wondered, maybe he just slept through the whole a%air. 

Muskrat
David and I were with Barney at the head of Tom Creek. It was one of the 

many short nearby excursions we took that made living in the forest so great. 
!is time we had our guns but I don’t remember if we were hunting for ducks, or 
deer, or both, or just out for some fun together.

What I do remember is that we walked up to the creek just above a small 
beaver dam. !e pond above the dam was maybe 60 feet wide, and a muskrat 
was swimming near the opposite bank. As I think about it, I believe we must have 
been checking some traps that we had set for mink or muskrat. Dad had his .300 
Savage ri&e, and he raised it and #red. I don’t think he was trying to hit the rat 
because a shot would have destroyed the pelt. 

When the bullet hit the water that muskrat came &ying up out of the water, 

Duck

Canada Goose
“After the lakes froze up a 
lot of  geese would go to 
Tom Creek to feed.” (Barry)
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and it reminded me of 
a football doing a slow 
roll end as it made a 
loop up, and over a 
12 foot high tree that 
was growing next to 
the water. !e muskrat 
was dead when he hit 
the ground and never 
even twitched. When 
we crossed the stream 
to pick up the rat we 
saw that the bullet had 
just grazed his lower 
jaw. I realized then the 
power of the concus-
sion of a high speed 
bullet.

8-Gauge Shotgun
Barry: Gene 

Jones had a single shot 
8-gauge shotgun. And 
I’d been hearing about 
that 8-gauge shotgun 
for a long, long time. I 
#nally did see it. Gene 

Jones showed it to me 
one time. But I heard a lot of stories about it. One of the stories that I heard was, 
Dad and Gene were up at Tom Creek hunting geese. And the shells to that old 
shotgun were brass cartridges, and they were loading them by hand. And they 
had a formula for how much powder and the wadding and the shot and every-
thing they put in them. 

As the story goes, they didn’t have the right wadding for it, so they cut some 
wadding out of some leather harness straps.

And Dad said that he was out with that old shotgun one time, and there was a 
goose out there quite a ways away, and he raised that shotgun up, and he #red it, 
and he says that thing kicked so hard, that the butt of the shotgun just slid right 
down his arm and made his arm black and blue, came to his elbow, swung the gun 
around, &ew out behind him about 20 feet and landed in the bushes. Dad says, “I 
picked that thing up, and I never shot it again.” And the story was, that somebody 
had accidentally dropped some of the shells in the water, and that leather wad-
ding had swollen up and caused that tremendous recoil.

Another experience I heard about—I think it was Horace Pond was telling us. 
“I was out with your dad once, at night, or evening, and he had that old 8-gauge, 
and looked up the air, and there were some geese up there. !ey were so high, I 
couldn’t tell which side of the moon they were on. Your dad raised that old shot-
gun up there and #red, and one of those geese came down—surprised the heck 
out of me.”

Rabbit Hunting
Hunting was not limited to Island Park. During the winter months when the 

family lived in Idaho Falls, there was rabbit hunting. Hunters would go out to the 
area around Mud Lake and do the farmers a favor by reducing the rabbit popula-
tion in the hay#elds. It seems those poor little rabbits were doing a lot of damage.

Gene Jones, Alvin Isaacs, 
Barney south
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Nighttime was the preferred time to hunt. Barney had spotlights mounted on 
both sides of the ’46 Chev for the purpose of hunting rabbits. !e guys had a lot 
of fun chasing them around the #elds in the car, shining the spotlights on them, 
and when a little rabbit dared to stick its head out from behind a haystack, he was 
soon a dead duck, or hare. 

Hot shell Down Myrna’s neck
M’Jean: On most of the expeditions just Barney and other guys went. But it 

was also sometimes regarded as a family outing. On one of those occasions, when 
Myrna and I were very small, we were riding in the back seat. It was an extremely 
rough ride, jouncing over the bumps in the hay#eld. !e driver would be going 
slowly, though, so as not to bounce o% the shooters sitting on the car fenders.

With both front windows open, it was pretty cold. We sat watching the empty 
.22 shells &ying around us, as ri&es were popping o% out each front window. One 
of the shells, hot as a little #recracker, went right down Myrna’s neck. 

Barney and David
Equipped for rabbit 
hunting: guns in hand; 
mounted spotlights on 
the ‘46 Chev

“The Family that Shoots Together...”
Molly Lund Cash

Barney’s granddaughter

Devin Cash & Ben CAsh
Barney’s great-grandson Ben
gets help from his dad 
to shoot Barney’s .25-20 
Winchester.
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Horse Sense

Moving directly into the new log house in the spring was a pleasure for ev-
eryone, especially Marj. She could not have been more delighted with her 
new mountain home. Not only were she and Barney on top of a moun-

tain, they seemed to be on top of the world!
Both Barney and Marj, in their young years, had been raised in very di"cult 

circumstances and were well acquainted with “being poor.” !ey had seen hard 
times, and they had done hard things. But in addition to their hard work, they ex-
ercised sound practical judgment. !ey each possessed an uncommon amount of 
common sense—“horse sense.” 

And they had been blessed!

Work & Success
David: Barney had a &air for organization.  He organized a business in a 

time when the odds were against 
it and did very well with it. I’ve 
always been fascinated by the 
things that he did.  He was able 
to build his own little empire, in 
not many years. He built a pret-
ty darn good-sized construction 
business, sawmill, and the kind 
of things most people wouldn’t 
be able to put together.

Barney was e"cient and had 
his ducks lined up. His diesel en-
gine kept the saw humming, and 
truckload a$er truckload of logs 
coming in from the woods kept 
the diesel humming. He kept up 

Barney south
Studio portrait: 
The sitting appointmant 
fell on the morning after 
all night rabbit hunting.

Envious acquaintance: “Barney, you sure are lucky!” 
Barney: “And the harder I work, the luckier I get!”

Chapter 93

Barney, M’Jean, Marj, 
Susan, Barry
“Barney had a flair for
organization.  He
organized a business in a 
time when the odds were 
against it and did very 
well with it.” (David)
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production to meet the steady 
market for house logs and 
lumber. 

His well-trained boys, 
David and Barry, had become 
invaluable in the operation, 
both in the woods and at the 
mill. 

WORKING WITH 
BARNEY

David: In the very 
limited time we had to-
gether, I got to know my 
dad best by working with 
him. Barney expected you 
to do what you were asked 
or told to do — whether 
you were his child or his 
employee. As far as dis-
cipline goes, I never had 
much of a problem with 
Dad. I knew that you did 
what he said or else.

He taught me a huge 
amount about living and 
life, and he made me 
learn how to do things.  I 
could run a chainsaw at 
16; I could #eldstrip one; 
I knew how to #x a truck 
tire; I knew how to do just 
a huge amount of stu%.  

Barry: Dad was great 
to work with.  He didn’t—
there wasn’t lots of conver-
sation, but just--- do what 
he was doing, and he was 

always there to teach you.

Barney - Fix Everything
One thing that impressed me about Dad was that he was so great at #xing 

things, under any circumstance—just anything that’d go wrong, he had enough 
ingenuity to put it back together and keep it going. Dad could keep the trucks 
running, keep the saw running, keep everything going. 

David: Barney was a self-made man, whose formal education ended in the 
eighth grade. [Barney attended high school, but each year was cut short because 
of work, so he was unable to graduate.] Like Abe Lincoln who once said that he 
got his education “by littles — a little here and a little there,” Barney educated 
himself by reading about and trying anything that interested him. 

He taught himself how to play the violin, some piano, concertina and others.  

Barney & Barry
“Dad was great to work with.  

There wasn’t lots of  
conversation--just do what he 
was doing, and he was always 

there to teach you.” (Barry)
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Geology interested him, so he learned about geology.  Life and how men lived it 
was always a class in human behavior for him. 

Barney became very well self-educated. He had a way of really studying.  He 
studied nuclear physics, for instance, and he was really good at knowing what and 
where and stu% to #nd uranium—materials like that.

Thar’s Uranium in Them Thar Hills
Some of my fondest memories of my dad have to do with searching for min-

erals. During the last two or three years of his life, Barney got bit by the prospect-
ing bug. He began studying geology and minerals, bought a Geiger Counter and 
planned prospecting expeditions that included Barry and me.

!e three of us must have run that Geiger over what seemed like a million 
rocks, checking their radiation count. We never did #nd anything signi#cant, but 
we learned a lot about the mountains, the countryside and the rocks.

Once near Hebgen Lake Dam in Montana, we found a mineral that might 
have been pitchblende, a uranium ore. But we then learned that the dam was 
a high-pressure dam that had tripled the size of Hebgen Lake. Mining within a 
mile of it was strictly prohibited. On another excursion in that area, we found a 
ledge of quartz and mica, but, again, we could not mine it as it was within the 
prohibited one mile.

Barney’s business dealings were based on honesty and fairness. He hated stin-
giness and would rather err on the side of generosity. But, he told Marj, to let a guy 
get away with cheating you in a business deal was not doing him any favor. His 
sister, Zelma, noted one of his tactics.

Zelma: In dealing with the public, if creditors failed to live up to their agree-
ment to pay at a certain time, Barney would confront the person and would say, 
“Well, I’ll just mark the bill o% as charity.” His wife Marj said later, “!is remark 
brought forth many checks, as men did not want him to be giving them charity.”

Marj was also proud of her girls. She had instructed M’Jean and Myrna in the 
various facets of housekeeping, even in quite primitive circumstances. 

Susan (on the ground) 
M’Jean & Myrna (top of  
the load)
Marj (far right)

Marj had instructed her 
girls in the various facets of  
housekeeping.
They were also a logger’s 
daughters.

Barney’s Geiger Counter
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Keeping Track of Susan
!ere was always extra work when there were extra people, which there o$en 

were, and M’Jean and Myrna were a great help to Marj. One problem was keeping 
track of little Susan, who was almost two. 

Susan: I remember being tethered to the chinning bar. I liked to go to the 
stockyards and climb up on the fences. I was intrigued with the Brahma bulls.

Relatives
Sorely missed by the Souths that year in Island Park was the Jones 

family. For #ve years Barney and Marj had enjoyed a close asso-
ciation with Gene and Glenna. M’Jean and Myrna loved playing 

with Jeannie and little Davey.
But the previous fall, when the Jones family moved out of Island 

Park, it was not to Idaho Falls, but to Evanston, there to stay.
Forced Out by Forest Service

Bernie: Gene hauled ties out of Trail Canyon. !e forest service had 
somebody go up there where they were logging up Split Creek, condemned 
the road, said it was too steep, too dangerous; so the forest service wouldn’t 
sell timber to them for that reason, and forced them out.

Myrna: Jeannie Jones moved away before I started school. It was sad to 
me, even though I seldom saw her, I claimed her as my best friend for years.

Unable to continue to get contracts to cut ties in Island Park, Gene 
had returned to work at the Evanston location of the South and Jones 
Company. In the spring the company had hired Marj’s brother, War-
ren. Warren and Steve Knapp had lived with Grandma and Grandpa 

David, Barney, M’Jean, 
Myrna, Susan

Barney’s last summer

Susan South (almost 2)
“I remember being tethered 
to the chinning bar.” (Susan)



Targhee Ties   945

Knapp throughout the school year in Idaho Falls. !e positive in&uence 
of wonderful parents helped Warren to change his life, and he had start-
ed attending church. He had also met Beth Davidson, whom he married 
in the Idaho Falls temple. 

Steve: !ey dated through the winter and were married on the 9th of June 
1954. Gene Jones had completed his tie contract for the railroad the summer 
before and so in the spring, we helped them move all their trucks and equip-
ment back to Evanston, Wyoming. 

Cousins Visit
Barney’s #rst cousin and pal Valois South Chipman, with her hus-

band, Paul, and their four children came from Salt Lake for a delightful visit. !e 
South kids had a chance to become acquainted with their city cousins, Washburn, 
Taylor, Matthew, and Karen, and enjoyed showing them around camp. When com-
pany came, singing around the player piano was always a favorite activity. 

Beth, Warren, Steve Knapp

South Kids & Chipman Cousins:
David, Barry, Washburn, Taylor, M’Jean, Matthew, Myrna, Susan, Karen

Note: The Briggs & 
Stratton  motor and 
generator (front left),
which Barney rigged up to 
run an “electric light” in the 
kitchen.
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Barney and Valois shared fond memories of the summer visits long ago when 
the Sam South family ran the sawmill up in Split Creek Canyon. A$er Valois’ fa-
ther, Edward, le$ the family, she, her brother Bill, and their siblings spent time each 
summer living with Sam and Hannah at the sawmill.

At age 18 Valois had served a mission in the Eastern States. !en as the oldest 
of 7 children, she worked for many years to help support her younger brothers and 
sisters at home and on their missions.  She was secretary #rst to Elder James E. 

Talmage of the Quorum of the Twelve Apostles. A$er 
he passed away, she was secretary to J. Rueben Clark 
for 7 years, then at age 36 she met and married her hus-
band.

Visit from Alvin Isaacs 
Barney had a long-time acquaintance in Island 

Park, Alvin Isaacs, with whom he had hunted in win-
ter on skis and snowshoes. Alvin was a hard working 
guy in the logging industry with an operation at Trude 
Siding. He had seven sons who worked with him.

One day, when Barney and his crew were working 
in the woods and Marj and the girls were home alone, 
Alvin Isaacs came to the door, looking for Barney. His 
boy had been roughed up the night before by some 
tough characters, and he planned to catch up with 
them that evening and wanted Barney’s help. 

David, Valois & Paul chipman, Marj (Back)
Taylor, Washburn, Matthew, Karen Chipman, M’Jean, Myrna & Susan, Barry & Cocoa

Barney & Alvin Isaacs
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Story:  Spoiling for a Fight
It had been a morning of baking, so there was a stack of extra dishes 

and pans to wash. Marj had promised to help M’Jean and Myrna 
get started on some embroidery when the dishes were done. Susan 

was already down for her afternoon nap.
“You girls go get out the embroidery hoops and floss,” said Marj. 

“I’ll help you as soon as I throw out the dishwater.”
Marj picked up the dishpan full of dirty water, and stepping to the 

screen door, pushed it open with her shoulder. The Island Park breeze 
felt good today. Keeping the stove hot resulted in a hot kitchen.

As she crossed the porch, out of habit, she glanced out across the 
flat. A great cloud of dust practically enveloped the pickup truck near-
ing the stockyards. She hesitated on the porch before descending the 
two broad steps to the back yard. “It looks like Alvin Isaacs’s outfit,” 
she thought. “And is he ever driving fast!” 

Marj did not like to have the dishwater deposited too near the 
house. She said the soapy, greasy water discouraged the little bit of 
friendly vegetation that grew in the yard. She tossed the water out 
onto the gravel road and returned to the kitchen, where the girls were 
sorting the colored floss.

“It looks as though we have company,” said Marj, looking out the 
window. “The embroidery will have to wait for a bit.”  

The three of them watched as the pickup came to a stop just be-
yond the trees in the back yard and a rugged-looking gentleman 
came to the back door. 

“Mr. Isaacs, how do you do?”
“Hello, Marj,” said Alvin, removing his hat. “I couldn’t see anyone 

out at the mill, so I came to the house. I’m looking for Barney.”  Alvin 
appeared rather agitated. 

“He’s gone to the woods today with the whole crew,” said Marj. 
“Won’t you come in--have a seat.” 

“First, hope you don’t mind me getting a drink from your water 
bucket here,” he said.

“All the water you want,” said Marj. “It should be cold. The girls 
just brought a fresh bucket from the well. As she spoke, she reached 
for a glass from the cupboard and held it out to him. 

“Don’t bother with that,” said Alvin, as he lowered the water dipper 
into the bucket. I can just drink from this here dipper.”  He drained 
the dipper, then glanced at M’Jean and Myrna, who had both winced 
while watching their somewhat grizzled-looking guest drink from the 
same dipper that they themselves drank from. 

 “Mighty handy to have these little gals to help around the house, 
especially when you’re in such condition,” said Alvin, nodding at 
Marj’s eight-months-along profile. Then looking straight at Myrna, he 
said, “These water buckets are a mite heavy for a little thing like you to 
tote here all the way from that well.” 

“Oh, M’Jean and I put the wash stick through the bucket handle 
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and each of us holds one end,” said Myrna brightly. “It’s not so heavy 
that way.”

“Makes sense,” said Alvin. “Us havin’ them seven boys has made a 
lot of doin’ for. My wife Blanche was always mighty glad for help from 
the five girls.”  

Alvin settled himself on one of the benches with his back to the 
window and rested his elbows on the kitchen table. He gave the 
girls no further notice.

Looking at Marj, he said, “Well, I’ll tell you what I want Barney for. 
I need his help--tonight.”  

Immediately to Marj’s mind came the image of Alvin’s strapping 
boys working at the family logging operation at Trude Siding. “What 
job were they doing that they couldn’t handle without Barney’s help?” 
she wondered. She sat on a bench across the table from Alvin and 
waited for the story. M’Jean and Myrna listened from their perch by 
the stove. 

“Two nights ago” related Alvin, “one of my boys went to McCrea’s 
and got in a tussle with a guy who thought he was tough, calling my 
boy names. Well, he got trounced by my boy, all right. But then last 
night when he goaded my boy into a fight, he had his friends waiting 
around the side of the lodge. Every one of them had a neckerchief full 
of rocks, and they bloodied my boy up pretty bad.”

“Well, that rough stuff don’t sit well with me and my boys. We don’t 
go for no dirty fighting, but tonight we’re all going to be at McCrea’s. 
We aim to be ready for them and teach them a little lesson.”

M’Jean looked at Myrna out of the corner of her eye. Myrna 
was staring straight at Alvin Isaacs, who now lowered his 
voice slightly and looked intently at Marj. “That’s why I need 

Barney. He’s a clean fighter, but he’s quicker than anyone I ever saw. 
He’s beat plenty of guys a lot bigger that he is—cause he’s quick—and 
he’s smart. Nobody I’d rather have on my side in a fight. Nope, I’ve 
never seen the likes of anyone who could lick Barney South.”

A wry grin stole over Marj’s face as Alvin praised the fighting prow-
ess of her man. “Barney won’t be back from the woods until 6:00 to-
night,” she said.

Alvin stood up and walked toward the doorway. “That’s plenty 
of time. You just have him meet us up at McCrea’s at nine o’clock.” 
Opening the screen door, he put on his hat and walked out onto the 
back porch. “Looking back, he tipped his hat. “Mighty fine weath-
er we’re having. Nine o’clock, remember.” Then he walked out to his 
truck and drove off.

Marj had followed Alvin to the doorway as he left. After clos-
ing the screen door she turned and looked at M’Jean and 
Myrna. “Not a word of this to Barney or the boys,” she said. 

“You’re not going to tell him?” asked M’Jean.
“Oh, I’ll tell him, all right. When the time is right. I’m sure he would 
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not want to go and get mixed up in this fight, but if we don’t tell him, 
he won’t ever have to explain anything to Alvin.”

Turning her attention to the sewing project, she explained, “There 
are 6 threads in a strand of embroidery floss. After you cut off 
your length, then you separate out the number of threads you 

want to use. Some people use just 2, but the colors are richer with 3. 
I figure if you are going to do all the work it takes to make something 
pretty, better not be chincy with the thread.” 

Marj demonstrated as she spoke, and the girls each copied with 
their own lengths of floss.

“Is it true,” asked Myrna, “what Mr. Isaacs said about our dad-
dy?—that he is a good fighter?”

“Barney never did want to fight anybody,” said Marj. “But he 
learned as a young man that it was sometimes necessary to defend 
himself or someone else against bullies who would pick a fight.”

“And he’s really fast?” 
“He is just what Alvin said—very smart and very quick. Barney has 

known Alvin for a long time. They have hunted together in winter on 
skis and snowshoes. Alvin is about 8 years older than Barney. He was 
raised in Arkansas and came to Idaho about the time Barney came as 
an 18-year old from Utah.

“Back in the days when Barney was a young man living here in 
Island Park, there were a lot of rough loggers working as tie hacks.”  

“What are tie hacks?” asked M’Jean. 
“You kids spend enough time walking along the train rails to know 

exactly what railroad ties look like. The ties supporting the rails are 
each 8 feet long, and 8 inches by 8 inches thick.” Both experienced 
rail-walkers nodded their heads. Marj continued, “Tie hacks were men 
who could make those railroad ties with nothing but a crosscut saw 
and a great big axe called a broad axe.”

M’Jean looked perplexed. “Without the sawmill?” she asked. 
“Your Grandpa Samuel South brought the sawmill up here from 

Utah, but the sawmill was needed more for sawing logs and lumber for 
buildings than for making railroad ties. The tie hacks did their work 
by hand. With the crosscut saws they felled the trees and cut them into 
8-foot lengths. With their broad axes they flattened the sides. It was 
really hard work, and a lot of the tie hacks were big, tough Swedes.” 

“What’s a Swede?” Myrna asked.
“Someone from Sweden. Men who grew up in the great forests of 

Norway and Sweden were accustomed to the hard work of logging. A 
lot of the guys were very proud of their size and strength and liked to 
show off.”

“By fighting?” queried Myrna.
“By doing all kinds of things to show that they were bigger or 

stronger than someone else—sometimes with work, or with hunting, 
sometimes with games at the schoolhouse. The games often turned into 
fights. 

“Fights at the schoolhouse?” M’Jean wondered.
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“Well, it never started out that way. But sometimes that’s how it 
ended up. You see, the people who lived around here were very isolat-
ed from the outside world, especially when winter snows kept anyone 
from traveling very far. And they would often get together to social-
ize at the schoolhouse. For sure on Saturday nights there would be a 
dance.”

“That’s when Grandpa South played his violin, isn’t it?” Myrna 
said, knowingly. 

“Yes, indeed. He often played for the dancing. During the dance 
there would be a floor show. Have you heard of a floor show?”

Both girls nodded a “No,” and Marj continued, “A floor show is 
special entertainment while everyone takes a break from dancing. All 
the people would move to a large outside circle, leaving space in the 
middle of the floor for a singer, a violin player, or a special dance num-
ber. Maybe poetry recitations. 

“Barney sometimes would play music on his handsaw, using a vio-
lin bow. When sitting with the handle end of the saw secure between 
his legs, he would stroke the blunt side of the blade with a violin bow 
to make a musical sound. By bending the flexible saw blade he could 
change the pitch up or down and play tunes. 

“Well, sometimes there wasn’t anything planned for a floor show, 
but the people would clear the floor anyway and expect something 
to happen. Some folks would clamor for boxing matches or wrestling 
matches. Some of the guys were eager to show off; others were not, but 
they might be pushed into the circle by their friendly neighbors. The 
crowd seemed to love to see the young men get involved. 

“Sometimes the boxing matches were not really boxing matches. 
They were contests to see which opponent could knock the other 
man’s hat off. These could be very rough.

“Did Daddy box and knock guys’ hats off?” asked Myrna.
“Barney did not like to box in the schoolhouse matches,” said Marj. 

“But it seemed that unless he stayed home on Saturday night, which 
he frequently did, he often did get involved. Barney soon learned that 
it didn’t make a big man happy to be outboxed by a smaller man. He 
avoided all the fights he could avoid.”

“Then how did he get to be so good?” M’Jean asked.
“Well, there were times when Barney left the camp in winter when 

the deep snow made work next to impossible. He traveled to Salt Lake 
City and stayed with his Aunt Sarah South and her family. While 
he was there he became serious about boxing and trained with pro-
fessional trainers. He made up his mind that if he were going to live 
among the fighting, scrapping people of the tie-camp he would learn to 
protect himself without resorting to knives or guns.” 

“Knives and guns?” Both girls looked surprised.
“At that time Island Park was very rough country, and even though 

there were several devoted husbands and fathers, there were also plen-
ty of rough characters—some even hiding out from the law here in 
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these woods.
“Barney trained in Salt Lake with professional boxing trainers and 

learned all he could. His trainers were very impressed with him and 
tried to persuade him to go back East and pursue a boxing career. 

‘Barney, you’re smart, you’re quick, and you are talented,’ he was 
told. ‘You could make good money if you would come to Chicago with 
me and let me make you into a professional boxer.’

The look on both girls’ faces showed some excitement. “Wow. Did 
he go?”

“If he had, he wouldn’t have been your daddy; you kids wouldn’t 
even be here.”

M’Jean and Myrna both looked a little sober.
“Pursuing that course of action would mean leaving be-

hind his home and family and everyone he knew and going 
to live in another part of the country. 

“When it came to that point when he had to make up his mind 
whether or not to go, he counted on the Lord to help him make a clear 
decision. He had one last boxing match scheduled. He decided if he 
won that match, he would go back East; if he lost, it would mean he 
would stay and give up boxing. 

“Just before he stepped into the ring, he found out who his oppo-
nent would be. He read the name posted and said to himself, ‘I’m going 
to Chicago, I guess.’ The other boxer was a man Barney had beaten 
easily in the past. 

“But what awaited Barney in the ring that night was a surprise--a 
clear guiding sign in the form of a technical knockout in the second 
round. Barney never knew what hit him. The match was over and 
Barney had lost.”

Nothing more was said about fights that afternoon, but at sup-
per M’Jean and Myrna looked at Barney with new eyes. They 
were both thinking of Alvin Isaac’s visit and gave each other a 

few knowing glances. 

Late that night after the lights were out and everyone had gone 
to bed, Marj said to Barney, in a matter-of-fact tone of voice, “Alvin 
Isaacs was here today…………” 

Barney had sense enough to stay out of another’s guy’s #ght, and Marj had 
sense enough not to bring up the subject.
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Randy John South
No doubt the Lord is the superior chess player.-Randy

The South family was in pretty good shape and looking forward to a new 
addition in September of the eventful year of 1954. It was a year of prog-
ress and interesting events. 

Jan 26 - Groundbreaking begins on Disneyland
Apr 6 - TV Dinner was #rst put on sale by Swanson & Sons 
Apr 26 - Nationwide test of Salk anti-polio vaccine begin
May 3 -Pulitzer prize awarded to Charles A Lindbergh and John Patrick
May 6 - Roger Bannister of  UK becomes the 1st person to run a 4 minute mile
May 20 - Chiang Kai-shek becomes president of Nationalist China 
May 24 – 1st  rocket attains 150 mile altitude, White Sands, NM
Jun 14 - Pres.Eisenhower signs order, adds “under God” to Pledge of Allegiance
Jun17 - Rocky Marciano beats Ezzards Charles in 15 for heavyweight boxing 

title, had shortest reach of any heavyweight champion, only one never defeated
Jul 4 - Meat and other food rationing o"cially ends in Britain, 9 years 

a$er end of World War II
Jul 12 – President Eisenhower’s plan for an interstate highway system
Jul 15 - 1st commercial jet transport plane built in US tested (Boeing 

707)
Jul 27 - Construction begins on Disneyland. 
Aug 16 - “Sports Illustrated” magazine begins publishing
Sep 7 - Integration begins in Washington, D.C. & Baltimore public 

schools
Sep 17 - Rocky Marciano KOs Ezzard Charles in 8 for heavyweight 

titles
Sep 26 - KUTV TV channel 2 in Salt Lake City (NBC) begins broad-

casting
Oct 10 - Ho Chi Minh enters Hanoi a$er withdrawal of French troops
Oct 18 - Texas Instruments Inc. announces the #rst transistor radio
Oct 26 - Chevrolet unveils V-8 engine
Oct 26 - Walt Disney’s 1st television program, “Disneyland,” pre-

mieres, ABC
Dec 4 - !e #rst Burger King is opened in Miami, Florida
Dec 10 - Albert Schweitzer receives Nobel Peace Prize

Chapter 94

Pledge of Allegiance
The phrase “under God” was in-

corporated into the Pledge of Allegiance by 
a joint resolution of Congress. Eisenhower 
signed the bill into law on Flag Day, June 
14, 1954.

Eisenhower stated “From this day for-
ward, the millions of our school children 
will daily proclaim in every city and town, 
every village and rural school house, the 
dedication of our nation and our people 
to the Almighty. ... In this way we are re-
affirming the transcendence of religious 
faith in America’s heritage and future; in 
this way we shall constantly strengthen 
those spiritual weapons which forever will 

be our country’s most powerful re-
source, in peace or in war.”

Miji Note: Marj, as 
a schoolgirl remembered 
when “The Star-Spangled 
Banner” became the na-
tional anthem. Similarly, 
I remember when “under 
God” was added to the 
pledge of Allegiance, 
which we repeated facing 
the flag every morning in 
school.
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TELEVISION
The latest, greatest thing was TV, and in 1954, a long list of TV 

stations began broadcasting in cities all around the US. Idaho Falls 
had had TV since December, 1953.

Gambling Outlawed
A new 1954 State of Idaho law a%ected the resort owners in Island Park, 

as all forms of gambling were outlawed. Slot machines, o$en called “One-
armed Bandits,” were removed from the resorts.

Working the Treadle
M’Jean: Marj had bought white outing &annel for new nightgowns for the 

expected baby. Myrna and I took turns running the treadle while she sewed. We 
would sit on the &oor and work it with our hands. We didn’t mind--thought it 
was fun. I know it was sometimes frustrating for her, though, when she wanted to 
stop the stitching at an exact spot and the treadle kept going—or stopped short. 

It was also a little scary, as there was no needle guard. With #ngers tight 
against a bunched up piece of cloth next to the needle, in order to set a tiny sleeve, 
a sudden motion of the treadle was a de#nite threat to the #ngers. 

Blessed Event
For the South Family, the biggest event 

of the year occurred on Saturday, 
September 18, in the Ashton hospital. 

Marj delivered a baby boy. Marj’s doctor was 
Alexander A. Krueger. Along with everyone 
else, Marj had great respect for Dr. Krueger, 
who had originally campaigned to get the 
hospital, which opened April 10, 1950. 

Abandoned With Her Baby
It seems that on the day Marj was to be 

discharged from the hospital, all packed up 
and ready to go, she found herself waiting a 
while for Barney to pick her up, as the doctor 
poked gentle fun at her situation. On her list 
of topics she planned to write about was: 

A.A. Kreugger –Randy – “Abandoned 
with her baby”

Little Randy John South had the honor 
of coming home from the hospital to the new 
house in Island Park. 

M’Jean: For a brand new baby to leave 
the hospital for home in a brand new sweater 
set was a must. Accordingly, Randy arrived in 

Slot Machine:“One-
armed Bandit”

”Growing up in Island 
Park, I remember going to 

Ponds Lodge and seeing 
slot machines lining the 

wall.” (M’Jean)

Dr. Alexander A. Kreuger 
A. A. Krueger came to Ashton to set up a practice the 

same day he was married. Ashton’s only doctor had retired, and 
Dr. Krueger, on December 1, 1940, arrived in town with his 
new bride, Margaret, and $80. He hung up his shingle and went 
to work.

Born July 15, 1912, in Latvia to Jewish parents, Dr. Krueger 
attended medical school in Italy, graduating at the time Hitler 
was demanding the registration of Jews all over Europe. He 
emigrated to Detroit where his sister lived. Finding that the 
Michigan laws did not accept a medical license from a foreign 
country, and finding that Idaho laws did accept such graduates, 
he went to Idaho and worked 2 years at the State Hospital South 
in Blackfoot, where he fell in love with his nurse, Margaret. 

When America went to war, he signed on with Uncle Sam to 
help fight the Nazis. While in Europe, he learned that most of 
his large family were Holocaust victims. Dr. Krueger returned 
to Ashton in 1946 and pushed for the community to build a 
hospital, which opened April 10, 1950. He was dedicated to 
his patients. In terrible weather he made house calls. “Feet of 
hundreds of young men and women climbed the steps to his 
office for a physical prior to the athletic season, scout camp, 
girls camp, a Mormon mission, ministers, and many others. Our 
Doctor’s fee: No charge.”

Dr. Krueger died at age 63 on January 26, 1976, when he 
crashed his plane in a white-out storm. 

The enormity of loss was grieved by his wife, their two 
sons, and the entire community. 
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style, to meet 
his 5 older 
siblings, wear-
ing his mint 
green sweater 
set which Marj 
had select-
ed. She was 
pleased with 
its masculine 
look, with its 
tiny knitted 
hat patterned 
to resemble an 
aviator’s cap.

Baby Styles
Styles for baby 

boys had changed in 
the years since Da-
vid and Barry were 
born, when all ba-
bies wore little dress-
es, boys and girls 
alike. Randy wore 
the nightgowns Marj 
loved, but he never 
wore a dress. All the 
baby clothes had a 
boyish appearance.

Jones Cousin
In 1954 another 

cousin, Gwen, was 
born to Gene and 
Glenna Jones on Oct 
17 in Evanston. 

“Only His Shoe”
M’Jean, Myrna, Susan, Randy

“There is only one photograph in the family where Barney and I are 
in the same picture, and it only shows Barney’s shoe.” (Randy)
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Randy Paderewski South
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One-Room School

Frosty mornings, cool evenings, aspens turning gold, birds winging south! Fall 
was in the air, and it was accompanied by the excitement of the #rst day of 
school. 1954 marked the tenth consecutive year that children residing at the 

resorts, ranches, and rail sidings in the region would attend the one-room Island 
Park School.

Several hundred collective miles were logged to and from the schoolhouse each 
week by students in scattered locations, from Last Chance on the south to Valley 
View on the north. !e kids in the South family had to get an early start every 
morning to cover the 10 miles to the schoolhouse at Mack’s Inn.

School at Island Park Siding
!ey had heard stories of when their mother, as a little girl, attended a little 

schoolhouse right there in the logging camp. !ey even had a vague idea of where 
it was located, but there was no longer a trace of such a structure, and it was hard to 
imagine. It was hard to imagine that the camp was once a village, with a population 
of 100-150 people.

Marj, however, had a clear memory of those childhood days. Her father, who 
had been living in the tie camp for several months, hauling ties to the siding, built 
a cabin there, then went to Ashton to get the family. In January, 1925, they traveled 
into the hills over the deep snow by sleigh. In the new schoolhouse grades one 
through eight were taught in the same room. Marj #nished 3rd grade and went to 
all of 4th at the school.

Population Dwindled
!e schoolhouse doubled as recreation hall in the evenings and church on 

Sundays. It was only for a period of about three years that school was held there, 
however, before the population in the camp dwindled and families with school-
aged children no longer wintered at the siding, including the Knapp family, which 
had moved to Goshen.

Chapter 95

I wouldn’t have traded that school for anything.-Myrna
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No School for 20 Years
It was twenty years later, in 1945, when a school was again established, 

but not at the 
Island Park Siding. 
By that time, the 
name Island Park 
was applied to 
the broad region 
which included the 
ranches, resorts, 
ranger station, and 
other rail sidings 
in the vicinity.

School at Ponds
!e question of what to do about school came up for the Pond family 

when Brent Pond, the oldest Pond child living year round at Ponds Lodge, 
had turned six years old, school age, but there was no school. !e issue 
was resolved when the Ponds provided a cabin for a schoolroom, Fremont 
County provided a teacher, and a handful of children attended the school. 

School at Mack’s
A$er three years, the Island Park School was moved from the Ponds 

rental cabin to a real schoolhouse. !e schoolhouse at Warm River, no 
longer in operation, was moved by Fremont County School District to a 
site at Mack’s Inn, where it was settled on a foundation with a basement. 
Concrete steps, front entry, and indoor bathrooms were added later.

Myrna, David, Barry M’Jean
All of  the South  kids had been taught by Marj at home and were fluent readers before they 

started school. As to formal schooling, some of  that took place in a one-room school in Island Park.

School Kids at ponds
Row 1: Dion South, Rich South, 
Steve Knapp, Spike Fransen, Judy 
Barnett, Darrell Nickerson, John 
Kuch
Row 2: Jay Fransen, Larry Jacobson, 
Cleva Barnett, ?, Brent Pond
Row 3: Josie Cooper-teacher, Jim 
Fransen, Keith Millard, Frankie 
Cook, Sharon Knapp, Steve Millard, 
Dorothy Fransen

Josie Cooper, Teacher
Warm River schoolhouse  when first 
moved to Mack’s
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Parents Bused 
Children

!e school district re-
solved the matter of bus-
ing children to the school 
by paying mileage costs 
to parents who transport-
ed their own and others’ 
children from their vari-
ous locations in their own 
vehicles.

It was usually Marj 
who drove the kids from 
the sawmill camp to 
school. Initially, David 
and Barry and whichever 
cousins or other kids lived 
in camp would crowd in 

the old Ford truck, and o% they would go, over the railroad crossing, over the &at, 
and through the woods—4 miles to Ponds. In 1947, when Barney bought his shiny 
new red Federal truck with its 
fancy cab, the kids rode in style. 

Blue Chev - “The Bus”
!e next step up was the 

“truck with two rooms,” as 
M’Jean, age 4, had dubbed the 
1946 blue Chevrolet car. On 
school days, the Chev was re-
ferred to as “!e Bus.” It was 
acquired in 1948, the same year 
the school was moved to Mack’s. 

Driving to 
School

!e trip to school 
was now 10 miles: 4 
miles over the dirt road 
and 6 miles up the high-
way.  (For a period of 
time, the kids from the 
sawmill were dropped 
o% and picked up at 
Ponds, while a van cov-
ered the highway miles.)

One-Room 
Schoolhouse at 

Mack’s

Barry & David 
Started school in the 

fall in Island Park, 
transferring 

mid-winter to 
Idaho Falls schools.
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Turning o% the high-
way onto the Big Springs 
Road, and a$er passing 
Balch’s Cabins on the le$ 
and the Church of the 
Pines on the right, the 
driver made a sharp right 
turn onto a narrow dirt 
road. 

!e road led up a steep 
incline through a thick 
stand of young pine trees. 
At the top of the hill the 
school was located in a 
large open area surround-
ed by forest.

Schoolroom
A few concrete steps led up to the schoolhouse. On each side of the entry area 

were coat hooks. To the le$ were the two bathrooms; to the right was the stairway 
to the basement, and straight ahead was the schoolroom. 

Against one wall was a piano. At the front of the room was the teacher’s desk. 
Students’ desks were in rows, one row for each grade. Each desk had a round hole 
in the upper right hand corner for an inkwell. 

Divided room
In the early fall, 30-40 students attended the school, and two teachers were 

needed, one for the lower and one for the upper grades. !e schoolroom was divid-
ed with a big gray curtain across the center to make two rooms. !e lower grades 
were on the right, and the upper grades on the le$. !e gray curtain was later re-
placed by a wooden partition made of thin horizontal slats, which could be rolled 
up or down from a long trough along the ceiling.

Students fell into two categories. A few were permanent residents, who would 
attend the school year round. Most were children of seasonal workers. As the tour-
ist season wound down, each week there were a few more empty desks. 

By late fall, the schoolroom was no longer divided, and only one teacher taught 
the small number of remaining children.

!e South kids never attended school in Island Park the entire school year, but 
would move in early winter to Idaho Falls, where they would #nish out each year.
!e family usually moved sometime between Halloween and Christmas--when 
they would not be snowed in but others would be snowed out of the sawmill site.

Barry: When the snow started falling in the fall it was about time to start 
thinking of moving out.

The desks in the 
schoolroom were in rows, 
one row for each grade. 
Each desk had a round hole 
in the upper right hand 
corner for an inkwell.
Along the top of  the 
blackward was a strip with 
the cursive alphabet in 
both upper and lower case 
letters.
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Curriculum and Resources
!e Island Park schoolhouse had limited re-

sources. !e basics were taught: “Readin’, Ritin’, 
‘Rithmetic”—not much else. Shelves in the back 
of the room contained textbooks, workbooks, and 
various types of paper.  !ere was also glue--big 
jars of white paste with a brush attached to the in-
side of the lid. 

M’Jean: I remember some of the fourth grade 

boys eating the glue. 

Readin’
!e youngest class learned to read words from 

a very large chart-sized book with pages that were 
turned over front to back. !e text on each page 
consisted of between 1 and 4 words accompany-
ing a large, colored picture of Dick, Jane, or Sally. 
!e words and pictures matched those in the #rst 
grade primers.

None of the South kids learned to read at 
school. !ey were already &uent readers by the 

time they started school. Marj had taught them well, using phonics, rather than the 
newly adopted (and much inferior) “sight method.” 

M’Jean: One year I tried to help a neglected-looking #rst grader learn to 
read. She was a very small girl in striped overalls, unkempt, pretty blond hair 
always tangled, and not too bright. During recess I worked at teaching her, not 
too successfully, I fear.  

Ritin’
Along the top of the blackboard was a long strip about 8 inches tall with the 

alphabet in large cursive letters, both upper and lower case. 

M’Jean: We had lessons in penmanship. !e object was to make our letters 
look exactly like those  displayed on the wall. Penmanship exercises consisted of 
making endless rows of spirals, thus: On the le$ side of the paper, place the pencil 
on the top line. Without li$ing the pencil, proceed all the way across to the right 
side of the paper making circular motions, slanting slightly to the right. !e result 
would look like a long coil or spring. Skip a line on the paper, then repeat until 
the page was full of springs. 

!is was to precede making endless rows of A’s, B’s, etc., copying the cursive 
alphabet displayed over the blackboard. I had trouble getting even-looking spi-
rals. 

‘rithmetic 
Myrna remembered being handed a math workbook, then being completely on 

her own for math. 

M’Jean & Myrna
Ready for school
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Myrna: I don’t remember getting any instruction. So all I’d do was just work 
in my math book and read. !ere were library books. I read lots of books—had 
a great time. 

M’Jean: !e “library” consisted of a modest sized bookcase with an even 
more modest collection of non-#ction and #ction. My favorite book was Alcott’s 
“Eight Cousins.”

Duplicator
Children in the lower grades spent much time cutting, gluing, and color-

ing. To make copies of big teddy bears, balls, etc. for them to color, teachers 
used an antique duplicator. !is was a very shallow metal pan just larger than 
the dimensions of a sheet of paper. It looked a little like a cookie tray with a lid. 
!e bottom of the pan contained a sheet of jel. 

!e master, with a dark, purplish outline of the object to be copied, was 
laid down &at on the gel, which made an imprint in the gel. One at a time, 
sheets of paper laid on top of the gel would be copied with the image.

When #nished, a liquid was poured onto the gel from a can—it had quite 
a smell—and was rubbed in a little, to clean o% the image so it would be clean 
for the next use. 

M’Jean: I recall once when a teacher wanted to make copies and took the 
lid o% the tray, only to #nd that unfortunately, the last person who used it hadn’t 
cleaned it o%. So the old image was there, maybe forever. 

Recess
Even though the school was in the middle of a forest, there were no trees in 

the immediate school yard--no bushes, nor landscaping of any kind, just the hard 
ground of Island Park obsidian gravel and a few weeds. 

!e kids made the best of their playground. Behind the schoolhouse were the 
swings, where the younger children played. On the south side of the school was the 
area where the boys played football and baseball. Baseballs, bats, and a ball used in 
the basement for dodge ball made up the meager assortment of sports equipment. 

Barry: We played a lot of di%erent games at the school. We played lots of 
football or we played in the river down by the bridge. On days when the weather 
was bad we played ball or other games in the basement.

During recess, students sometimes ventured onto trails down the hill, probably 
trespassing on private property, #nding hideouts among the trees and large, wobbly 
piles of rolled up fencing made of thin green panels, referred to as “the green slats.”

The Green Slats 
Myrna: One of the attractions not far from the school was a roll of what 

must have been used by the transportation department for snow protection— a 
kind of a bamboo fence that they rolled up, and we’d go out and play on those—
kind of jump around on them.

M’Jean:  I remember those. !ey were painted green, and we called them the 
green slats. We used to go down the hill where they were among a bunch of trees 
and bounce on them.

Hektograph 
Duplicator

A master page was written 
with a special aniline ink and 
placed face down on a 9x11 
tray about 1” deep containing 
gelatin. 

As it was pressed down 
gently for a minute or two, 
the ink transferred to the 
gelatin. Gelatin was used be-
cause its moisture kept the 
ink from drying. 

Copies were made by 
pressing blank papers onto 
the gelatin, successive copies 
being progressively lighter. 
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Baseball in the Eye
M’Jean: I hated it when we all had to go to the basement and play dodge ball. 

I didn’t like being hit by the ball, and I was not very good at dodging. 
Although I never played baseball, I hated that, also. For good reason: I had just 

walked out the door of the schoolhouse and was on the top step when I was sud-
denly hit in the eye with a baseball gone wild from the nearby baseball #eld. It hit 
me very, very hard. I opened my eye, and everything was totally black. I thought 
I was blind, and it was terrifying. A$er a few moments I could see out of that eye 
again. Besides being painful, that was a scary experience!

Swings
!e swings were my favorite. One time I was sitting in a swing, and a boy was 

in another swing, Bruce Hopkins. He was eating an apple, and he ate the entire 
thing, the core and all. And I was just so amazed that somebody could eat the 
core of an apple. 

Bruce was the one who got hit in the head with a metal chain, from the swing, 
I think, and he came into the schoolhouse with blood spurting from a gash in 
his head. His older sister, Betty, was like a mother hen. I remember she carried 
Pepto-Bismol in her purse.

Ringing the Bell
Myrna: !ere was a bell, and that was part of the fun--this hand rung bell. 

!e big kids got to ring the bell; it was a privilege. I’m not quite sure how people 
were selected to ring that for recess, and so forth, but I remember that as being 
special.

South Kids
David and Barry South had attended the school at Ponds, then at Mack’s. 

M’Jean joined her brothers at the school at Mack’s in 1950. In 1953, when Myrna 
was beginning #rst grade, David was beginning ninth. Myrna went to school with 
Barry and M’Jean. With no high school classes in Island Park, David had started 

the school year in Idaho Falls, living with Grandma Knapp 
until the family moved from the sawmill.

Myrna: I remember Barry being in school when I #rst 
started. We went to school at Mack’s Inn.  !at was about ten 
miles away, and Marj, my mother, was the school bus driver for 
our little neighborhood. So she would drive us over to Ponds, 
pick up the Ketchie kids at the ranger station, which was just 
before Ponds.  

And then she would drive us up to the school at Mack’s, and 
she’d take o% and leave us there. It was a two-room school, and 
we really liked it. In the #rst room I think you went through the 
fourth grade. And I remember Mrs. Goebel as being my favorite 
teacher. In fact, I don’t remember any other teachers. 

Chess
Barry: One year a Mr. Jensen was the teacher. He and I 

taught most of the rest of the kids to play chess. We played it 
a lot and much to his embarrassment we were all playing one 
day when we should have been doing our school work and the 
school superintendent walked in. !at ended the chess games. 

Barry
“The teacher and I taught 

the  rest of  the kids to play 
chess. Much to his 

embarrassment we were 
playing when the school 

superintendent walked in.” 
(Barry)
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Cousins - 
Classmates

In the years 
the South kids 
went to school in 
Island Park, they 
were joined at 
times by several  
cousins: Maureen, 
Sharon, and Steve 
Knapp; Dion, 
Rich, and Valois 
South; Shirley and 
Dan Snowball; 
Saundra, Billy, and 
Robert Walker.

Row 1: Candy Balch, ?, ?, ?, ?,_Caudle, ?, ?, Mack Whaley, Valois South, ?, Patty Fransen
Row 2: Dennis Kennedy, Larry Jacobson, Rick Kennedy, Delwyn Lemburg, Ronnie Pond, Steve Knapp, Betty 
Jo Hopkins, _ Dudley, Rich South, Spike Fransen
Row 3: Jane Dudley, Brent Pond, Jay Fransen, Margaret Murray, Dion South, LaDell Petersen
Row 4: Ms. Murray-lower grade teacher, Gay Lemburg, Sharon Knapp, Mary Dudley, Blaine Murray, John 
Stevenson-upper grade teacher, Kenny Caudle, Jim Fransen

Row 1: Brent Pond, Jane Dudley, Dion 
South, Margaret Murray, LaDell Peterson, 
Charles Pond
Roe 2: Mary Martha Dudley, Jay Fransen, 
Gay Lemburg, Sharon Knapp, Blain 
Murray, Kenny Caudle, Jim Fransen
Teacher: John Steveson

Row 1: Mrs. Blackburn-grades 1-4, Claudine 
Reyburn, Candy Balch,Valois South, Lynn 

Reyburn, Mack Whaley, Ron Pond, Steve Pond, 
Larry Jacobson, Rich South, Dennis Kennedy, 

Bruce Hopkins
Row 2: Mrs. Shearer-grades 5-8, Delwyn 

Lemburg, Rick Kennedy, Darryl Nickerson, 
Brent Pond, LaDell Peterson, Betty Jo Hopkins, 

Spike Fransen, Jay Fransen, Dorothy Fransen, 
Dion South
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4 in 1 Club
M’Jean: !ere were no girls my age—only boys. But there were 

two girls just older and one just younger: Karen Ketchie, Candy 
Balch, and Glenda Pond. !e four of us formed the “4 in 1 club” 
and received permission to use the supply room in the basement 
for our club room. !ere were lots of handy shelves; some just the 
right height for individual workstations. We decorated our carrels 
with pictures cut out of magazines. My favorite picture was of pret-
ty, young Audrey Hepburn.

Fell on the Concrete Floor
A favorite activity in our “clubroom” was to swing on the pipes 

near the ceiling. One day I was swinging away and fell o% onto my 
back on the concrete &oor. Barney drove the “school bus” that day. 
He carried me to the car and took me to the doctor in Ashton. I had 
to strip to my underwear, which was a bit raggedy, so I was embar-
rassed—more about the frayed underwear than having to undress. 
!e doctor said I was okay. 

The Feud
Myrna: Doug McKay and Carol Harris are the kids I remem-

ber the best. It seems like we had some kind of a #ght that wound up 
involving—seemed like a whole bunch of the younger kids.  Carol 
Harris was dragging a long pole around, she was on my side. !is 
may have been in 3rd grade.

M’Jean:  Tell about the feud you had with Doug McKay—how 
that turned out.

Myrna: I have no idea what started that. But it seems to me as 
though he was my enemy. Maybe he tried to hit me; maybe I tried 
to hit him, I don’t know, but I do remember he must have started 
doing a little physical #ghting, because I remember going home and 
Barney trying to teach me how to box so I could do better. He was 
sitting on the couch, and I was facing the wall. I remember how 
I’d pull my hands back, and he said, “No, you don’t want to waste 
time pulling your hands back—you ought to keep your hands up 
forward, out front, ready to punch.” Actually, it’s probably one of my 
few memories of Barney. 

!en I remember going to school and one day there was a #ght. 
Carol Harris was supposed to be on my side. And she was kind of 
a quiet, shy, little bit of a strange girl, seemed like she just got a big 
stick and walked around everywhere carrying it—I mean a really 

big stick. 

Bloodied His Nose
M’Jean:  When you bloodied Doug’s nose—do you remember that?  
Myrna:  It just sounds familiar enough that I won’t deny it. 
M’Jean:  Well then I’ll #ll in the rest of that story, because I’ve heard it so 

many times. What happened is, a$er the boxing lessons, then the next time Doug 
started picking on you, you smacked him right in the nose, and he got a bloody 
nose and went crying to the teacher, and you were the big hero, and he didn’t 
bother you a$er that—is the way I understood the story.

Myrna: It did seem to me that was the last day of the #ghting.

M’Jean
“I was hit in the eye with a 
baseball. I opened my eyes 

and everything was black. It 
was terrifying. After a few 

moments I could see out of  
that eye again.” (M’Jean)
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Story: The Boxing Lesson
“There’s the bus,” hollered Barry. The ‘46 Chev had just reached the 

top of the steep dirt school road. Barry was standing in the rain watch-
ing from the top step of the schoolhouse. “The bus,” echoed M’Jean, as 
she and Myrna came running from inside the building, where they had 
been playing tic-tac-toe on the blackboard. Close behind them were 
the Ketchie girls. 

Barney was driving, with little two-year-old Susan standing in the 
seat at his shoulder. He pulled up in front of the steps, and everyone 
dived into the car out of the pouring rain. “Where are Marj and the 
baby?” asked M’Jean from the back seat. “I want Karen and 
Anne to see our new baby.”  “Don’t worry. Marj will be back to 
bus driving soon, and that Randy baby will be coming along.” 

The schoolhouse had been built at the top of a forested hill. 
Nearby summer homes could barely be seen through the trees. 
The schoolhouse was not visible until directly approached by 
way of the narrow dirt road leading off the Big Springs Road. 
The car slipped around a little in the muddy, rutted road down 
the hill. At the bottom, they stopped briefly before making a left 
turn towards the highway. 

It had been only last week when there was fine weather for 
the school field trip. Everyone had walked along the road to 
Big Springs and shared bread from their lunches with the 

numerous large fish underneath the bridge.

The rain turned to hail as they turned onto the highway 
and headed south. The sky was dark, and it seemed more like 
evening than 4:00 in the afternoon. Barry, who was having his 
sawmilling career interrupted by having to go to eighth grade, 
asked what had been happening at the mill. 

“I think Marj was glad for the rain,” said Barney. “I wasn’t 
getting much done at the mill, so I fixed a few things in the 
house.” Barry hated to miss out on anything exciting at the saw-
mill. 

The windshield wipers, swishing across the windshield were 
not doing a very good job of keeping up with the hail. Susan was 
persuaded by Anne Ketchie to crawl over the seat into the back. 
There were only two children in the Ketchie famiy, just Anne 
and her big sister, Karen. It was novel to have a little person 
around. 

As Susan vacated her spot in the front seat, Myrna slid 
over next to Barney. He noticed she had not spoken a 
word since getting into the car. 

Myrna
“I have no idea what 
started that, but it seems 
to me as though he was 
my enemy.” (Myrna)
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“Did you learn anything in school today?” he que-
ried. 

“I learned that Doug punches hard.”
“Did he punch you?”
“Yes,” spoke up Anne from the back seat. “I saw 

him hit Myrna, and she was crying. He hit her yes-
terday, too.”

Barney slowed the car down for the right turn in 
to Ponds. “We’ll have to do something about this,” he 
said. Barney parked right in front of the store end of 
the lodge, and everyone piled out of the car and went 
in. Horace was standing behind the counter. 

“Where’s all your help, Horace?” laughed Barney, 
knowing full well most of the summer employees had 
gone back to the valley for school. 

“They’ve pretty much left,” drawled Horace. He 
smiled, “Elizabeth says I have to earn my keep now.”  

“Daddy, can I have a nickel?” asked M’Jean, as 
she held out her hand. “Can I?” chimed Myrna. Little 
Susan had her tiny hand out, too. Barney passed out 
two nickels apiece as he went on talking with Horace.

“A nickel for a candy bar, and a nickel for a pop,” 
said Myrna. Karen and Anne had change in their 
pockets and were already looking over the candy 
shelves. They were joined by Myrna, who was hold-
ing Susan’s hand. “I hope they have my favorite pop,” 
said M’Jean, who was heading for the pop cooler. The 
other girls were still trying to decide on candy bars 
when she returned with a bottle of chocolate pop. 

After paying Horace for the candy and pop, 
the girls all went to the far end of the store to 
watch Polly, the parrot, while enjoying their 

treats. Polly’s round cage was on a stand about three 
feet off the floor, next to the popcorn machine. Anne 
picked up some popcorn off the floor and poked it 
through the cage. “Polly want some popcorn?” she 
said. Polly pecked at it, but didn’t seem interested 
in eating it. She was not being very talkative today, 
probably because of the storm. M’Jean lifted Susan 
up to get a better look. “Polly is a pretty bird,” said 
Anne to Susan. 

Later, after supper, when it was time to do dishes:

“Marj, do you think you and M’Jean could spare Myrna?” asked 
Barney. “There’s a matter of  getting punched by a bully at school.”

“Are you going to teach Doug Mckay a lesson?” asked M’Jean. 
Barney looked at Myrna with all seriousness. “No,” he said. “Myrna 

is.”  

Barney
“I remember he said you 

don’t waste time pulling your 
hands back. Keep your hands 

up forward, out front ready 
to punch” (Myrna)
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“But Doug is bigger and older and mean. 
How can Myrna…”

Barney interrupted. “We don’t have to wor-
ry about that. Every bully is something of a 
coward, and when he learns he can get hurt, he 
backs down really fast.”

Myrna had not said anything. She just stood 
there looking worried. 

“Tonight we’re going to have our first boxing 
lesson,” said Barney.

The boxing lessons continued in the eve-
nings as Myrna learned some of the fine 
points of self- defense. “A mistake you 

don’t want to make is to put your fists up in front 
of you and then pull back before your take a 
punch,” said Barney. “That gives the other guy 
time to come at you. Try it. Take a poke at my 
hand.”

“Like this?” Myrna asked, making a surpris-
ingly strong jab.

“Not bad,” said Barney. “Don’t pull back at 
all, but just punch straight out—with the right, 
then with the left, and go straight for the nose. 
You don’t want to have a long fist fight—just hit 
where it counts and get it over with.”

A few days later:

“There’s the bus!” Barney was driving, Susan 
standing next to him. Myrna had been watch-
ing the road in front of the school for sever-
al minutes. All the riders hurried toward the 
blue Chevrolet. The moment the car door was 
open, M’Jean blurted out the tale. “She hit him! 
Myrna hit Doug McKay and gave him a bloody 
nose!”

Anne piped up, “He had blood all over his 
face and all down the front of him. He went cry-
ing into the boys’ bathroom for paper towels.”

Barney looked at Myrna. “What got it start-
ed?”

“Doug came up to me at recess and hit me,” said Myrna, “the way 
he does almost every day. I usually don’t do anything. But today I 
socked him--hard enough to make his nose bleed. He was a real baby 
about it.” 

Barney, with a satisfied look, said, “I don’t think he will bother you 
any more.”

And he didn’t. 

Myrna
Bloodied the bully’s nose.
“It did seem to me that was 
the last day of  the fighting.” 
(Myrna)
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On the Avenue
Everyone can do at least one thing better than you can.-Barney

When heavy snowfall dictated the time to leave the sawmill, Barney and 
Marj, for the 17th time, packed up and made the annual winter move to 
the valley. Only during the war when Barney worked at various defense 

plants was there an exception to the routine.
Near the end of the long moving day, when the family pulled up in front of the 

house on Ada Avenue, everyone was eager to dash inside and switch on the electric 
lights and turn on the running water, luxuries they had done without for several 
months. 

With the acquisition of electrical appliances, as well as additional beds and fur-
niture for the house in town, fewer items had to be moved back and forth from the 
sawmill, and the moves had become easier. Even the player piano found permanent 
residence in Island Park. Just as moving the player piano to Island Park had been a 
surprise for the kids, #nding another piano in the Idaho Falls house had also been 
a surprise. It was a better quality instrument but was not a player piano. It did not 
play a tune unless the person at the piano knew how to play.

Piano Lessons
Barney had been giving piano lessons to M’Jean and Myrna, and they had been 

learning note reading out of beginning piano books. As he had studied chord con-
struction, he also taught them how to design simple chordal accompaniments in 
the le$ hand to a melody played in the right hand. !ey could either read the mel-
ody notes or plunk out the tune by ear. He had given them a good start, but he and 
Marj decided it was time to look for a trained, professional piano teacher. 

Marj was tasked with the job of #nding one. Since it was well into the school 
year, the piano teachers already had their schedules established when Marj started 
calling. She and Barney had already been told by the piano dealer, Mr. Hammond, 
there would be no point in calling Betty Benthin Petree, the foremost teacher in the 
area, saying she did not teach beginners.

Chapter 96

Barney & Marj
The new house on 
Ada Avenue, south-
west corner.



974 Targhee Ties

Piano Teacher
Marj called all the piano teachers she ever heard of. Everyone gave the same 

answer. !ey were full. Finally, she said, “Mrs. Petree could do no more than say no, 
as had the others.” So she called. Betty said that her schedule was full but that she 
had students who were teaching and that if Marj would bring the oldest daughter, 
M’Jean, to meet her, she would be happy to place her with one of her students.

Played By Ear
M’Jean: Marj and I went in the evening to Betty’s house. She had two grand 

pianos sitting side by side. She indicated one of the pianos and asked me to play 
something. We had not thought to take along any of the little beginning books 
from which Barney had me play. !at probably turned out to be a good thing. I 
played “Oh My Darling, Clementine” by ear, using chords Barney had taught me 
how to #gure out.

Lessons During Lunch Hour
I don’t know if it was my excellent rendition or Marj’s sincerity, but Betty 

couldn’t resist. She said if they could arrange for me to come for lessons during 
lunch hour, she would teach me. So I started lessons with the most renowned 
musician in eastern Idaho. It was up to Barney to pick me up at lunch time and 
take me to her house.

Lifelong Pursuit
Within a year Myrna was studying with Betty also, and we received the best 

training that could be had. We set on a course that would a%ect our entire lives 
and the lives of others.

Church in Idaho Falls
In Idaho Falls the family attended the 4th ward in the 

unique, Tudor-style building which had in its struc-
ture great timbers and lumber from Ripley Butte #r 

trees, gotten out by the Souths’ sawmill in Island Park.

“David, Wake Barry”
Barney would lie in bed and wake the family by call-

ing David’s name, until he answered:  “David…David…
(response)..Wake Barry.”  !en he’d call “Barry…  
Barry…Barry…Wake David.” Of course they would be 
sleeping next to each other in the same bed. !en he’d go 
on to M’Jean and Myrna in the same fashion. Eventually 
everyone would be up, and he would not have gotten out 
of bed. 

Pants Last
M’Jean: When Barney got ready for church in Idaho 

Falls, he would dress with shirt and tie, shoes and socks, 
garters to hold up his socks, and even his hat--but no pants 
yet. He looked quite formal, with that one exception. He 
saved pants for last so they wouldn’t get wrinkled—or to 
amuse his kids. With his hat on his head, he was ready to 
shave. !e hat “shaded his eyes from the bright light.”

Barney South
Stairs in the kitchen 

where the kids practiced 
their 2 1/2 minute talks.  

In front of  the stairs 
Barney would tap dance 

on the new linoleum.

Barry & David
“Owned the street”

Between 1939 (when 
David was born)

 and 1964 they lived in 
4 different homes on 

Ada Avenue.  The little 
log house was the 3rd.
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Shy in Church
Barney was a man 

of strength and courage 
when it came to facing 
the elements or beasts 
in the forest. But he was 
pretty shy when it came 
to church.

Marj told of an inci-
dent when Barney was 
laughing and talking 
with some friends in 
the foyer of the church, 
when he let slip a swear 
word. She said, “He 
looked over at me with 
a helpless look.” 

A Bold Action
One Sunday morn-

ing, either David or 
Barry, or both were sit-
ting up front with the 
other young men of 
the Aaronic Priesthood 
during Sunday School, 
and one of the boys 
had a mirror or some 
other re&ective object. 
!e sun shone through 
the window, and some 
boys were having fun 
re&ecting the light into 
the eyes of the bishop 
and others up front on 
the stand. It was very 
distracting, and no one 
was doing anything 
about it. 

Marj and Barney, 
along with everyone 
else, could see what 
was going on. !eir 
boy may not have been 
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one of the ones shining the light in 
anyone’s eyes, but he was sitting with 
those who were, and was thus party 
to the crime. But the parents of those 
guilty were doing nothing to cor-
rect their sons. Barney stood up and 
walked from the back of the chapel to 
the front, branding his son, of course, 
to take the object from the boy who 
had it. Marj assessed that as being a 
bold action. 

Church Changes
Some changes have occurred through the years. At that time the church sched-

ule was: early morning Priesthood meeting, followed by hour and a half Sunday 
School upstairs and simultaneous Junior Sunday School downstairs. !e sacrament 
was administered to and passed in both places. !e “sacrament gem”—usually a 
scripture—preceeded the sacrament. About #$een minutes were devoted to hymn 
practice during Sunday School. Two two-and-a-half minute talks were given by 
children and youth.

Hour and a half Sacrament Meeting was held in the evening. (In the real “olden 
days,” it was frequently referred to in grandparents’ writings as simply “meeting.”)

On Fast Sunday the schedule was di%erent. Sunday School and Sacrament 
Meeting were held back to back.

Two-and-a-half Minute Talks
!e South children were known for their outstanding, well-prepared 2 ½ min-

ute talks. 
Barry: One thing I remember quite speci#cally was when we were assigned 

to give 2 1/2 minute talks. !ere was no reading them. !ey had to be memorized.

Marj, who had excelled in English, speech and dramatics in college, provided a 
masterfully constructed short sermon. !e young speaker 
was given the typed version, with certain phrases under-
lined--for emphasis--to be memorized and then rehearsed 
to perfection. All of the kids can remember standing on 
the kitchen stairs landing, drilling every pause and in&ec-
tion to her satisfaction. 

pulpit - Mural
In the unique layout of the chapel, the elevated pulpit 

was back behind the choir seats at the far end of the large 
podium. It was reached by way of long sloping ramps, 
one on either side of the stand. Above it was a very large, 
beautiful mural of the Ten Virgins, with the Savior stand-
ing in the center: “Five were Wise and Five were Foolish”. 

The South kids remember 
standing at the pulpit 

directly in front of  the   
painting to deliver their 

2 1/2 minute talks.

Idaho Falls 4th Ward 
Chapel

Dedicated in November, 1937 
The South family attended 
the 4th ward in the unique, 
Tudor-style building which 

had in its structure great 
timbers and lumber sawn at 

the South sawmill.
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Relief Society
Relief Society sisters met on a week day morn-

ing. Relief Society was open to any sister, but to be-
long to Relief Society o"cially, a sister “joined” and 
paid her annual dues, a nominal amount. !e Relief 
Society lessons covered a variety of subjects, in-
cluding literature, theology, and home health. Once 
a month was homemaking, or “work day,” when the 
sisters learned and practiced homemaking skills--
sewing, cooking, etc., and enjoyed a luncheon to-
gether. !ere was usually at least one quilt set up 
on quilting frames, and the work might go on for 
hours. Cra$s and quilts were sold at the annual ba-
zaar, which brought in quite a signi#cant amount of 
money, which was kept in the Relief Society fund.

Mutual Improvement Association 
!e youth met regularly at the church on a week 

night. Opening exercises included everyone. Talks 
were given and time was given to singing hymns 
and songs from the red recreational songbook pub-
lished by the church. Classes followed. Boys followed 
a scouting program. Girls were Beehives, Mia Maids, and Junior Gleaners (changed 
to Laurels in 1959). Annual speech festivals, quartet festivals, and dance festivals 
were big events, as were the roadshows. 

Primary
Primary was held on a week day a$er school. Everyone met together in the 

chapel for opening exercises: opening prayer, talks, and songs, including the 
penny song. On Primary day, the week of your birthday, you would take your 
birthday pennies to Primary—one (and later, two) for each year of your age. 
While everyone sang the Primary Penny Song, the birthday children would #le 
up to the Primary Children’s Hospital bank and drop in their pennies.

Primary Penny Song
Words and music by Irene Christopherson

Five pennies make a nickel,
Two nickels make a dime.
Ten dimes will make a dollar,
How we’ll make it shine.
It’s for the crippled children who cannot walk or run,
Who have to lie in bed all day and cannot join the fun.
So let us be unsel#sh and bring our pennies here,
To help the crippled children become better year by year.
Let’s march along and sing our song,
And pray that they may be
A little better every day because of you and me.

The Primary 
Children’s 
Hospital 

Authorized by Church 
leaders in 1949, it was 
completed in 1952. 
While the majority of 
patients were from the 
intermountain region, 
others came from many 
areas of the world. 
Children of all races and 
creeds were welcomed. 
Patients’ families usu-
ally paid for their medi-
cal costs, but charitable 
funds assisted many. The 
hospital transferred to 

private ownership 
in 1975.

Barry 
Known as a tease by his 
three younger sisters:
M’Jean, Myrna, Susan
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Marj Primary Teacher
Marj served faithfully for 

many years teaching boys in 
the Primary. Later, she taught 
girls. She preferred the boys, 
who were rowdy but were 
openly so. Girls, she said, tend-
ed to be more sneaky. !e last 
three years in Primary, boys 
were Trailblazers: Blazers, 
Trekkers,  Guides. Girls were 

Homebuilders: Larks, Bluebirds, Seagulls. 

M’Jean: Our text was the New Testament. We each had our own copy. 
As requirements were ful#lled, we received awards which were 
placed on our bandalos. We also cross stitched a sampler with 
each year’s motto. 

Temple Baptisms 
M’Jean: At age eight, I went with my primary class to the 

Idaho Falls Temple to do baptisms for the dead. On March 6, 
1953, I did 20 baptisms and con#rmations. Each baptism was fol-
lowed immediately by the con#rmation. !ere were steps on either 
side of the marble seat just above the water where the con#rmations 
took place. Two children would go into the font together to be bap-
tized alternately. !e #rst would be baptized, then while going up 
the steps to the con#rmation seat, the other would move into place t o 
be baptized. 

My little temple baptism cards show I again was baptized for 
the dead on May 1, 1954, January 5, 1955, and April 15, 1955.

Church Magazines:
!e Improvement Era
!e Instructor (Sunday School Magazine)
!e Juvenile Instructor (for Junior Sunday School)
!e Relief Society Magazine
!e Children’s Friend

!e magazines ran commercial ads for such things as 
wheat grinders, Postum, book stores, tractors and farm im-
plements, roo#ng, ham, bacon, wall paper, draperies, wed-
ding invitation printing, and eventually, manufactured white 
temple dresses. (Most people rented dresses at the temple--
mid-calf length nurses uniforms.)

 Scriptures
In the South home there was a beautiful, large, red-letter 

edition of the Bible  and a Triple Combination with Barney’s 
name imprinted on it. Marj read Bible stories to the kids from 
additional scripture storybooks.

M’Jean’s Primary & 
MIA  Mementos

Primary Sampler, Primary 
Bandalo, New Testament,  Rose 
Pin, MIA Bandalo (Handstitched   

applique -- Birth Month Flower: 
Larkspur) South 

Family bible

MIA Rose 
Pin

Natalie & Amy Lund 
(M’Jean’s granddaughters)
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Christmas
Marj would get M’Jean and Myrna up 

very early on Christmas morning to 
help her get the turkey ready. !ere 

was dressing to be made, which involved putting 
the giblets through the meat grinder, chopping 
up apples and onions, all to be added to the bread 
cubes and raisins and stu%ed tightly inside the 
bird. Only a$er the turkey was in the oven could 
anyone go in to see what was under the tree. 

Phonograph Whether or not the 
electric 78-speed record player was a family 
Christmas present, it was especially needed to 
enjoy the records which Santa put under the tree.

Unlike the Victrola in Island Park, the ma-
hogany cabinet phonograph in the Idaho Falls 
house did not require being wound up. Just 

plugged in. 
A Bing Crosby album of west-

ern songs included “Don’t Fence 
Me In,” “Pistol Packin’ Mama,” 
and “Ridin’ Down the Canyon.” 

!e album “On Moonlight 
Bay” by Doris Day included the 
title song and several others, for 
example, “I’m Forever Blowing 
Bubbles,” “Cuddle Up a Little 
Closer,” and “Till We Meet Again.”

On the cover of one special al-
bum can still be seen faintly Santa’s 
handwriting: “David, Barry, 
M’Jean, Myrna Lynn from Santa 
Claus.” !e set  of 78’s is entitled 
“Dorothy and the Wizard in Oz.” 
!e kids spent hours listening to 
the dramatized tale of Dorothy’s 
adventures. Especially memora-
ble were the scary “Mangaboos.” 

Myrna & M’Jean
In the corner is the 
electric phonograph. It
didn’t require  being 
cranked up to play a 
record.

M’Jean, Barry, Myrna
Christmas celebrations 
were never extravagant, 
but there was always a 
tree and always a turkey.
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Friday Night Hamburgers
!e kitchen was the heart of the home. !ere were 

many happy times in that kitchen. Barney and Marj would 
go to Albertson’s together and bring home a lot of groceries. 
!ey would carry the full paper bags into the kitchen and 
set sack a$er sack on the stairs. 

It would be a hamburger night, and Barney would fry 
the hamburgers. Myrna would recall it to be Friday nights. 
It seemed like a party.

Myrna: Of course, he 
would walk in the door 
with the grocery bags, and 

we’d all dive for the donuts. Seems like 
we got donuts quite a bit. 

And then he would wear the green 
apron and cook hamburgers—seemed like 
that was kind of a ritual. I can still smell those 
hamburgers to this day. Kind of a special 
event. I’ve never been that much of a ham-
burger lover, as far as cooking hamburgers at 
home. Once in a while I get hamburger out, 
but I just remember very fondly those ham-
burgers he used to cook. 

Cherry Chocolates - Safe
Barney liked cherry chocolates, but no 

one else did. He could buy a box and leave 
it lying around and know that they would be 
pretty safe from disappearing very fast. He 
would buy maple nut ice cream, and that was 
not very popular with anyone else. Maybe 

David liked it.

Boston Creams
!e candy deemed the most deluxe and loved by everyone was Boston 

Creams, which Barney and Marj would make together occasionally. !e 
recipe calls for two ingredients: Sugar and Evaporated milk: Carmelize 1 
½ cups sugar, add 1 cup cream and cook until smooth. Add another cup 
of cream. Boil a few minutes and add 1 ½ cup sugar. Boil until it forms a 

medium hard ball in water. Remove from stove and beat until creamy. 
Add nuts, pour into buttered pan, and cut in squares. 

Kitchen Work
M’Jean: On Saturdays Myrna and I had our kitchen chores. We lis-

tened to the opera on the radio while washing the front of the stove, the 
refrigerator, the cabinets, and the metal legs of the table and chairs. !at is 

when I remember memorizing the 13 Articles of Faith—while we were working.

“Barney would wear the 
green apron and fry the 

hamburgers. I can still smell 
those hamburgers--kind of

 a special event.” (Myrna)

On the cover in Santa’shandwriting:
 “David, Barry, M’Jean, Myrna Lynn from Santa”
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At the Kitchen Table
!e family almost always ate three meals together daily at the kitchen table. 

As Riverside School was just a few blocks away, grade school children walked 
home for lunch. !e kitchen table was situated in a “breakfast nook” enclosed on 
three sides by the staircase on the right, the south wall opposite, on the le$, and 
the west wall on the far end. 

M’Jean: We all had our places at the table. Barney sat by the window on the 
south side nearest the cabinets, and I sat next to him. David next, on the far end, 
in front of the west window, then Barry opposite me, his back to the stairs, and 
Myrna was next to him. Marj sat on the open end, with Susan’s high chair nearby.

Water on His Corn Flakes
Sometimes there would be cold cereal for breakfast. Only a few varieties 

were on the grocery shelves and even fewer on the breakfast table. Usually the 
choices were shredded wheat, grape nuts, and corn &akes. Since childhood, 
Barney had such an aversion to milk, that a$er adding sugar to his corn &akes, 
he would pour water over the top. !e kids all thought it was funny. 

Myrna: Of course I remember that he wouldn’t have milk on his cereal, 
but he did have cereal, so that meant water—water and sugar on his corn &akes. 
Because of that I think only 3 of the kids in our family would ever drink any milk. 
Although none of us was so extreme as to put water on our corn &akes. 

Radio
During supper the family listened to the little brown radio, which sat on the 

kitchen counter next to Barney’s place at the table. !ere was a variety of radio 
programs such as “Corliss Archer,” “Amos and Andy,” “Our Miss Brooks,” “!e Jack 
Benny Show,” and “!e Lone Ranger.”

M’Jean: One little memory I have while I was sitting in my place next to 
Barney at the table is when he taught a concept which has always stuck with me: 
“Every person can do something better than you can.”

I also remember how he showed me the proper way to wash a sharp knife-
with the sharp edge away from my hand. Barney was always teaching. He showed 
me how to fold up a pocketknife with one hand—always down against your leg, 
not against your stomach. !en, he said, if you ever accidentally jabbed yourself, 
it would not be in a vital spot, but would result in a lesser injury.

Television
Barney bought a TV for the family. TV had been available for about a year. 

Channel 3 KID-TV had begun broadcasting in Idaho Falls in December, 1953. 
 
M’Jean: TV was brand new in Idaho Falls, and the #rst television I ever saw 

was at our next-door neighbors’ house. !e Southwicks were a nice older couple, 
and for some reason it was arranged that I spend part of an evening at their house 
when the rest of our family was gone. TV was only black and white then, but the 
Southwicks had a colorful, mottled, yet transparent panel in front of their screen 
which gave the hint of being colored. It was pretty amazing to watch their TV.

The KID-
TV station was 

founded on December 
20, 1953, as KID-
TV, co-owned with 
KID radio. Channel 
3 announcer Roy 
Southwick interviewed 
Philo T. Farnsworth, 
inventor of electronic 
TV, the first day they 
went on the air. Its 
transmitter is located 
atop the East Butte in 

the Arco Desert.

Met 
Broadcast

The Metropolitan 
Opera Radio broad-
cast history dates back 
to 1910, with Enrico 
Caruso as one of the 
first voices heard. The 
first network broad-
cast was a perfor-
mance of Engelbert 
H u m p e r d i n c k ’ s 
“Hansel and Gretel” on 
Christmas Day, 1931. 
Texaco’s sponsorship 
began on December 
7, 1940—exactly one 
year before the attack 
on Pearl Harbor—and 

lasted 63 years.
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TV Schedule
During the day there was only a test pattern visible. !e #rst 

show came on in the late a$ernoon, and it was always a western. 
Every day a$er school the house would resonate with gun#re, as 
the single channel featured Gene Autry, Roy Rogers, Hopalong 
Cassidy, !e Cisco Kid, Wild Bill Hickok, and !e Lone Ranger.

Evening shows included Rin-Tin-Tin, Jack Benny, Our 
Miss Brooks, Eddie Cantor, and Red Skelton.

!e kids were readily hooked on watching the programs. 
Some of the programs the family had been used to hearing on 
the radio were now on TV.

Late at night the station signed o% with a rendition of the 
“Star-Spangled Banner,” followed by the test pattern.

Dancing Feet
Barney and Marj had always enjoyed going to the local 

dances. Dancing was in vogue, and they would get all 
dressed up and go “trip the light fantastic.” 

Marj had a very elegant black dress and black 
suede high heels which her girls admired. M’Jean 
and Myrna  liked walking around in her shoes.

Light on His Feet
Marj claimed that Barney was a good 

dancer--light on his feet. Customarily, at 
the dances, everyone, including married 
couples,  changed partners frequently, and 
the gals always liked dancing with Barney.

Tap Dancing in the Kitchen
M’Jean: !ere was also dancing at home. I can still picture 

Barney, head thrown back, chin out, tap dancing in front of the 
stairs on the linoleum of the Idaho Falls kitchen. It is a favorite 
memory of my dad.

Happy Days
Happy memories. A happy time. And much to be happy 

about. Barney and Marj had established a wonderful 
family with six beautiful children, ranging from ages 

15 years to 5 months. !eirs was a loving home, and they had 
taught the children by example to worship and to work.

Lexye Suzanne Lund Thiele
Marj’s granddaughter

Modeling Marj’s Ruffled Peplum 
“Dancing Dress”

Marj’s 
“Dancing 

Shoes”
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Marj & 
Barney
On Ada 
Avenue
Across the 
street is the 
first house 
Barney built 
first for his 
own family.
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Legacy
In a material way Barney had taken good care 

of his family.
From his father, Barney had learned to 

work hard, but he witnessed how hard work alone 
did not lead to #nancial success. He had grown 
up in circumstances where misfortune and mis-
management had cost his family their home in 
Randolph and their ranch in Argyle. Both were 
mortgaged, and when they could not make the 
mortgage payments, both were lost to foreclosures. 

David: Barney was a graduate of the 8th grade 
but also a very astute self-taught man.  He taught 
himself how to play the violin, some piano, concer-
tina and oth-
ers.  Geology 
interested him, 
so he learned 
about geology.  
Life and how 
men lived it 
was always a 
class in human 
behavior for 
him.  Barney 
had a &air for 
organization.  

He organized 
a business in a time when the odds were 
against it and did very well with it.

In addition to being a hard worker, 
Barney was a smart, e"cient businessman. 
His industry and ingenuity paid great divi-
dends. He was the sole owner of the South 
sawmill. He had the horses he needed for 
logging and had added new trucks to his &eet 
of vehicles. In town he owned the lumber-
yard, rental and investment properties. 

He had looked out for his parents, as he 
and his brother Charlie built them two apart-
ment houses, one in which his mother was 
still living. 

He had built for his own family two love-
ly new homes, one in Island Park and one in 
Idaho Falls, and did not owe a dime. 

Marj & Barney
“Barney was a very astute 
self-taught man. He had a 
flair for organization. He 
organized a business in a 
time when the odds were 

against it and did very 
well with it.” (David)
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Myrna, Susan,Barney, M’Jean, Barry, David, Marj

Myrna, Marj, M’Jean, Susan, David, Barry

The South Family
Not pictured: Randy
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Barney & Marjorie South

Showing off  her new diamond ring.
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Eternal Ties

What is this thing that men call death
This quiet passing in the night?

’Tis not the end but genesis
Of better worlds and greater light.

O God, touch Thou my aching heart
And calm my troubled, haunting fears.
Let hope and faith, transcendent, pure,

Give strength and peace beyond my tears.
There is no death, but only change,
With recompense for vict’ry won.
The gift of Him who loved all men,

The Son of God, the Holy One.

-Gordon B. Hinckley
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Called Home
He will swallow up death in victory; and the Lord God 

will wipe away tears from off all faces. -Isaiah 25:8

On December 31, 1954, New Year’s Eve, Barney and Marj celebrated their 18th 
wedding anniversary. Four days later, on January 4, 1955, Barney turned 
50 years old. Just about 6 weeks later, on Valentine’s Day, Marj turned 38 

years old. 
David, a 15-year-old sophomore, was attending his #rst year at the two-year 

old Idaho Falls High School.
Barry, age 13, was in 8th grade at O.E. Bell Junior High.
M’Jean, age 10, was a #$h grader at Central Intermediate, the old high school 

building.
Myrna, age 7, following in the footsteps of her mother, had skipped a grade in 

school and was attending 3rd grade at Riverside.
Precocious Susan, who had been walking since the age of 9 months, was two 

years old.
Baby Randy, growing like a weed, by the time Marj’s Valentine birthday arrived, 

was practically #ve months old.

Washing Walls
!e house at 955 Ada Avenue was perhaps the #rst Marj had ever lived in 

which had real plaster on the walls with real paint on the plaster, unless Barney 
also plastered the walls of the little log house across the street. Even the walls of 
the apartment house were cardboard-like, coated with calcimine. It was customary 
in those days to calcimine the walls and ceilings. Calcimine was a cheap, easy-to-
apply chalk-based paint. When the walls became dirty, you applied another coat. 

In the new house the walls and ceiling of the kitchen were painted a light mint 
green. Green was Marj’s favorite color whenever it came to decorating. When the 
walls were dirty, they could be washed. And they were dirty. !e coal furnace was 
the major culprit. 

Barney  South
in hie prize-fighting days. 

Marj kept an enlargement of  
this photo in her bedroom.

Chapter 97



Targhee Ties   989



990 Targhee Ties

Arm Ache
It was just prior to Barney’s annual trek into the saw-

mill to shovel o% the buildings, that Marj had enlisted his 
help in washing the kitchen walls and ceiling. !e picture 
that comes to mind is one of Barney standing on a ladder 
to reach the especially dirty area above the kitchen stove. As 
he scrubbed, he complained to Marj of an ache in his arm, 
and as he had a lot of shoveling to do, he said he would like 
to postpone the rest of the cleaning project until he got back 
from Island Park.

Neither Marj nor Barney knew arm pain was a heart 
attack symptom.

Sound as a Dollar
!e previous fall, a few weeks a$er little Randy was 

born, Barney and Marj went from Island Park to Ashton for 
her checkup with the doctor. Barney had some red bumps 
on his chest, which he thought he should have checked, so 
the doctor gave Barney an examination as well. 

While Barney was dressing, the Dr. came into the wait-
ing room and said to Marj, “Your husband is as sound as a 
dollar. He’ll live to be a hundred.”

Shoveling Snow off the Cabins
Barry: Lots of snow falls at Island 

Park Siding in the winter. !ere 
has not been as much in recent 
years, but 55 years ago we 
#gured that 6’ was typical 
for a winter. 

David: !e 
snowfall in Island Park 

would usually accumulate to about 
6 feet in depth. !e water content, 
however, would just keep increasing 
all winter. As the snow would fall, it 
would warm up, pack, and the depth 
would drop. More snow would fall 
on top of the old snow. So, the actual 
water content would keep building, 
even though the depth of the snow 
never seemed to get much above 6 
feet. Six feet of heavy laden snow will 
cave in anything but the best built build-
ings. Many of the old buildings in Island 
Park, particularly at the Souths’ Sawmill, 
would not stand a full winter’s load of snow. 
So, around mid February, someone would have 
to remove the snow from o% the buildings. 

Barney
Every winter for many 

years Barney had made the 
4-mile trek on snowshoes 
to the siding to shovel the 

snow load off  the buildings. 
When the boys were big 
enough to help, he took 

them along.
“That meant a 3-day ex-

cursion  from our home in 
Idaho Falls to the mill site. 
It was always the highlight 

of  the winter.” (Barry)
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Annual Pilgrimage
Barry: Dad didn’t 

want the buildings 
to have that much 
weight on them, so he 
made sure that they 
were shoveled o% one 
time mid-winter. !at 
meant a 3-day excur-
sion from our winter 
home in Idaho Falls 
to the mill site. It was 
always the highlight 
of the winter.

David: As Barry 
and I got to be old 
enough to be of some 
help and old enough 
that we could go on 
the snow removal 
team for whatever 
value we were, it be-
came an annual pil-
grimage and a time of 
excitement for us.

Barry: Usually the snow shov-
elers included Barney, David and I, and 2 or 3 friends of 
David or myself. 

We packed our food, our sleeping bags, shovels, warm 
clothes, skis, snow shoes, and toboggan and drove to Ponds 
Lodge at Island Park. !e siding was 4 miles away and the 
road was not plowed. !is was back before the days of snow 
machines.

4-Mile Trek
!e adventure started with the 4-mile trek through the 

snow. I mentioned 6’ of snow. !at doesn’t mean 3’ in mid 
winter and 6’ in April. It is more like 5’ to 6’ in January but 
the snow is not as dense. !e top third would be pretty light 
and &u%y. As more snow fell it would consolidate a lot.

In January when you tried to walk in the snow without 
skis or snow shoes your legs would sink to your thighs or 
hips in the snow. In late April you could walk on the snow 
without skis and snowshoes and usually only sink a few 
inches.

Pack Sacks - Toboggan
When we made the trek in January or February we had 

to carry pack sacks and pull a toboggan. Even with skis or 
snowshoes, every step in the so$ snow sank nearly to the 
knees of the trail breaker. It was hard work. !e toboggan 
brought up the rear where the trail was packed a little. We 
took turns breaking trail and pulling the toboggan.

!e trek was a lot of work but it was great. Sometimes we 
traveled by daylight and other times by moonlight. 

Barney, David, (& Friend in lead)
“As Barry and I got to be old enough it became an annual pil-

grimage and a time of  excitement for us.” (David)
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Island Park in Winter
!e Island 

Park forest in the 
winter is altogeth-
er di%erent than in 
the summer. !e 
thick snow in the 
trees, the silence, 
the absence of 
motors, no tele-
phones, especially 
at night, made the 
experience very 
memorable.

Two Hour Trek
!e trek usually took about 2 hours. We stayed in our cabin at the mill site. 

!at again was a special experience. No electricity, no running water. We built 
#res in the stove for heat and cooking. We used lanterns or candles for light. We 
melted snow for our drinking and wash water. 

Snow Water
If you have not had to drink melted snow water, you should try it. It is very so$ 

and is very di%erent. It tastes great a$er you acquire a taste for it.

Very Cold – Fun in Cabin
!e evenings were long, which gave us time for games and pinochle or chess 

around the lantern. !e days and nights at Island Park in January can get very 
cold. I remember one time that we watched the thermometer sink lower than mi-

nus 40 degrees. We spent the whole day at games and stoking the #re. 
!e meals were cooked by amateurs, but they were creative. Anyone 
who complained had to wash the dishes.

Shoveling
Shoveling the roof was also a fun experience. !e cabins didn’t get a 

lot of wind up there. !e snow just stacked up on them, and the snow 
would overhang over the roofs, and there were really beautiful, pictur-
esque pictures of cabins with as much as 4 to 6 feet of snow on them. 

Sawing Snow  into Blocks
David: !e snow would be so solid that the easiest way to remove 

it was to get up on top of the roof with a 4 or 5 foot long saw and saw 
it up into big blocks. 

Barry: Our method was to use a 6’ long crosscut saw and cut the 
snow into cubical blocks. We’d go up on top and cut the overhang o% 
to where it would just drop o%. We might get 25 percent of the snow 
o% of a cabin by just cutting the overhang o%. 

And then we’d start cutting the snow into big blocks. We’d just run 
that old saw up and down. Blocks would be about 6’ square and 4-6 
feet high. A$er they were cut, 2 or 3 shovelers could break a snow 
block loose 

David: !en we would put a scoop shovel under the block and 
slide the block over the side of the roof. 

Barry: Sometimes the shovelers would go o% with the block. 

Cabin Built by Ren, 
later called the 

“Bughouse“

Barry
“Our method was to use a 
6’crosscut saw and cut the 
snow into cubical blocks.” 

(Barry)
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David: Some of these blocks would weigh 
literally a hundred or more pounds each.

Barry: By the time the roof was #nished 
the shoveled snow was usually higher than the 
eaves of the house.

David: Usually, by the time we could get 
all the snow o% the cabin, the pile along the 
eve would be so deep that we would have to 
chop the blocks up with the shovel and heave 
them over the top of the pile. 

Shoveling the Barn
!e one exception to that was always the 

barn. !e barn was two stories high, and 
it seemed to stand in spite of the fact that it 
was set in the trees where it would get more 
snow than the other buildings. Each year we 
would usually start with the barn. !e snow 
as it would accumulate on the buildings would 
usually dri$ to the downwind side and form a 
huge cornice. Sometimes that cornice would 
actually hang over the side of the building by 3 
or 4 feet. If you took a saw and sawed along the 
roof back onto the roof 2 or 3 feet, just so that 
the balance point was o% the roof, when you 
could get through sawing--the saw cut along 
there--then the entire cornice would drop o% 

in one 
piece. 
T h a t 
cornice could weigh 2 or 3 ton. 

Of course, the barn was the worst 
and probably the most fun because you 
would saw the cornice o% and it would 
drop the farthest and land with great 
impact. 

By the time we would #nish shovel-
ing that snow 
o% the barn, 
then usual-
ly someone 
would get 
down with a 
camera to take 
pictures and 
watch the rest 
of  the team 
jump o% into 
the snow. 

David & Barry
“Sometimes the shovelers would go off  with the block.” (Barry)

Cornice (Overhang)
“The entire cornice would 
drop off  in one piece 
--could weigh 2 or 3 ton.” 
(David)
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Jumping Off the 
Barn

Barry: !e 
barn was two 
stories high 
because it had 
a hay lo$ in it. 
It was fun to 
jump from the 
highest point 
into 6’ of snow. 
We would sink 
clear into our 
mid-section.

David: As 
the snow was 6 
feet deep, there 
was very lit-
tle danger and 
you would go 
clear up to your 
neck when you 
would land 
in the pile of 
snow. It was 
a great sport. 
Usually, it was 
Barry and I and 
some friends 
that would go 
with our Dad, 
or my Uncle, 
later, and some-
body would try 
doing a somer-
sault and other 
things in mid 
air. 

Throw Each Other Off – No Need to Shovel
David: Another thing that was usually fun was to get on one of the smaller 

cabins--and the old commissary which was a hold over from the 1920’s was one 
of those such buildings. If you had a bunch of boys, you would get up on top of 
the commissary and everybody would get in a row along the ridge and then when 
everyone was set, the word would be hollered “Go,” and the idea was to see who 
could stay on the building the longest. Of course, you would try throwing o% your 
neighbor and he’d try throwing you o% and in very short order you would have 
everyone o% but one. !en, you would try it again. Usually, about 5 or 6 times of 
that and most all the snow would be gone, or at least enough that we wouldn’t 
need to shovel that building.

Barry: !ose winter trips were good times for David and me to be with our 
Dad. !ey were some of the most memorable times I have ever had.

Barry & David
“It was fun to jump from 

the highest point into 6’ of  
snow.” (Barry)

“Someone would get down 
with a camera and take 

pictures of  the rest of  the 
team jump off  into the 

snow. It was great sport. 
Somebody would try doing 

a somersault and other 
things in mid air.” (David)
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Heart Attack
On Saturday, February 19, 1955, one day prior to David’s 16th birthday, 

Barney set o% with David and Barry and two of David’s friends to shovel 
o% the buildings in Island Park. He probably expected to be gone the usual 

3 days. Driving up to Island Park on that old highway was a long trip, and it includ-
ed going through the o$en slick and treacherous Bear Gulch area in Warm River 
Canyon. Barney would drive to Ponds Lodge, where they would get something to 
eat and park the car. 

David: Five of us drove our 1946 Chevy Fleetline to Island Park, then snow-
shoed four and a half miles across snow six feet deep, pulling a toboggan with 
supplies and food. !e group included Barney, Barry, Tommy Haack who was my 
age, Brent Walker who was slightly older than I, and me. 

Barney Sick
Barry: We all le$ Ponds and snowshoed in. I think we got in there 

probably early a$ernoon, mid-a$ernoon, and when we got in there, 
Barney was pretty quiet, and he knew that he’d had some troubles on the 
way in.  He didn’t really talk about his troubles, but he said, “Guys, we’re 
going to have to leave tomorrow—#rst thing tomorrow.” I don’t know 
that he gave us any speci#c reason—he may have told us that he wasn’t 
feeling well or something. 

Cut the Overhangs
!ere were still 2 or 3 hours of daylight  “What I’d like you to do,” 

he says, is to get out there and cut the overhang snow o% of the cabins 
tonight as much as you can, and then we’ll stay the night, and then we’ll 
pack up and leave tomorrow.”

Dad Indestructible
And that’s what we did. We went out, and we cut the overhang. I 

never really thought much about any serious problem. As far as I was 
concerned, Dad was indestructible.

Pain - Wanted to Rest
David: Dad was in obvious pain. He told me that he wanted to 

rest for a bit. So we kids, using handsaws and working as quickly as 
we could, began cutting down the overhangs--accumulated snow that 
hangs three to #ve feet from a roof edge, weighing it down. 

Barry: We had one or two big crosscut saws that they used for cut-
ting timber, and they were about #ve feet long, and that’s typically how 
deep the snow was. We’d just get up on the building and go around the 
edges of it, and make a cut, kind of on an angle, maybe six feet back 
from the edge. !en we’d get a shovel, and we’d pry that cut, and we 
could break the snow loose in really large pieces, and it would drop o% 
the roof. And we did that with the cabins.

David: When we returned to our cabin, we could see that Barney 
was worse.

Barry: !e boys were there just—it was an adventure for us. It was 
fun. I wasn’t all that concerned about why we were going back the next 
day early other than maybe I realized he was a little sick. I think I’d seen 
him throw up just a little bit. 

Barry
“Those winter trips were 
good times for David and me 
to be with our Dad.” (Barry)
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No Panic - Best Judgment
!ere was never any deep concern that I noticed; there was never any panic—

anything like that. I think he was just trying to use his best judgment of what to 
do in that situation.

We went to sleep that night. And the next morning we got up and packed 
up, and without any question we just did what Dad told us to do. He said, now 
you guys are going to have to pull me out of here. I still didn’t think an awful lot 
about it. 

I suspect what he had was some kind of a heart attack on the way in there, 
and he was just quite fearful of having another one, and he didn’t want to stress 
himself—wanted to make sure that everything was going to be okay—that he got 
home alright. So he said, “I’d like to have you pull me out on the toboggan.” 

Pulled Barney on Toboggan
David: We strapped a box onto the toboggan, sat Barney on it and wrapped 

him in blankets. 

Barry: He just climbed on the toboggan, and we had a rope there long 
enough. All four of us got pulling on the rope, and we pulled him. And we pulled 
him about three miles. 

David: We kids pulled that toboggan, with a two-hundred-pound, ill man, to 
the highway. !at took about two hours, but thank goodness we had broken trail 
going in, making it easier to get out. 

Walked Last Half Mile
Barry: We got out close to the road. !ere was kind of an uphill grade on the 

last little bit. And he got out and put his snowshoes on and walked that last little 
ways. I think he #gured, “Well, I’m not going to make the kids work that hard to 
pull me up those hills.” !ey weren’t big hills at all, either. But anyway, he walked 
out on his own power for the last half mile or so. 

David’s 16th Birthday - First Highway Driving
When we got out to the car, we loaded up, and he said, “Okay, I’d like to have 

you drive.” He was talking to David. David had his driver’s license. “I want to go 
down and check in at the doctor’s at the hospital in Ashton.”

David: We piled into the car that I had to drive to Ashton — my #rst 
paved-highway driving experience.

Trekking out
Starting across the open Flat.

One mile over to the 
timberline, then 3 miles to 

the highway.
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!e date was Sunday, February 20, 1955, David’s sixteenth birthday. He had 
been licensed to drive, daytime only, since age 14, according to Idaho regulations. 
Nighttime driving was not permitted until age 16.

Ashton Hospital 
David: At about 7 P.M. we reached the very small Ashton Memorial Hospital, 

and a doctor immediately checked Barney and assigned him to a room. !e doc-
tor then told me Barney was resting comfortably, and it looked like everything 
would be all right, but he wanted to keep him there for the night. 

Barry: It doesn’t seem to me like we waited very long. I think he must have 
been quite sure that he’d had a heart attack, and he did not want to get into trou-
ble. He didn’t want to take any chances at all. He told us he was going to stay there 
that night. He says, “When you get home, tell your mother to come up and see 
me in the morning.” So that’s exactly what we did. We went home and told Marj 
what had happened.

Boys Drove Home
David: He told us to go home, get some rest and return in the morning. 

We drove to Idaho Falls, dropped o% our friends, and Barry and I went home to 
Mother. 

M’Jean: In the evening, David and Barry arrived home—a day earlier than 
expected--and came into the house alone, both of them grinning just a little, and 
carrying a load of supplies. Marj may have supposed Barney was right behind 
them. But when the boys made another trip from the car to the house and there 
was no Barney, she knew something was wrong. !ey reported that they had le$ 
Barney in the Ashton hospital, and David had driven down. 

It was mentioned that just before the start of the 4-mile trek on snowshoes, the 
hamburger eaten at Ponds may have been suspect.

David and Barry exhibited no great concern, probably due to Barney’s calm-
ness. But Marj knew that it would take quite a lot for tough-as-nails Barney to 
admit himself into the hospital and send the boys home alone. 

David: Marj didn’t like the idea of waiting till morning to go to the hospital, 
but she had several small children, including baby Randy, so she decided to wait. 

Heartache
It was in the middle of the night, somewhere around three or four o’clock a.m., 

that Marj received the dreadful phone call and the paralyzing news that Barney’s 
heart had stopped at 2:40 a.m.
Her immediate concern was the fear of going into shock. Suddenly le$ alone 

with six children, ranging from 5 months to sixteen years, she must be strong. 
Leaning on strength acquired through 18 years at Barney’s side and the moorings 
of her parents’ teachings, she must go forward, buoyed up by pure faith in the Lord.

David: Marj didn’t wake us when she usually did, so it felt strange to see sun 
streaming in through the windows when we did awake. !en, of course, Marj 
told us. It was a big blow to a young family — certainly to a young mother with 
six kids. Her oldest had just turned sixteen the day before, and her youngest was 
just #ve months old.
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Barry:  Marj came up and told me that she’d got a call in the night and 
that Dad had died that night. And that was just about like getting kicked in the 
belly with a horse. !at was really a tough blow. For the next 2 or 3 nights, in 
the morning I would wake up and I felt really relieved, because I thought I had 
a dream where Dad had died, and I was really happy that it was a dream and it 
wasn’t reality, and then all of a sudden reality hit, and it was a reality, and I knew 
that—I remembered that it wasn’t a dream—it was true that Dad had died.

M’Jean: I may have awakened on my own, or maybe Marj woke me. On my 
way to the bathroom I could see that Grandma and Grandpa Knapp were there 
scrubbing the walls and woodwork. 

Marj followed me into the bathroom and told me the sad news. I started to 
cry, but then I was trying not to cry, and she said, it’s all right if you cry. 

Myrna: I was in bed. I suppose Marj woke me up. I remember that feeling 
that it can’t be true. I’ve later come to believe that’s what Heavenly Father gives 
us, --that feeling to help ease pain. 

I remember sitting a$er he died, and crying at the breakfast table. And 
somebody said, “What’s the matter with you?” And I said, “Everybody’s picking 

on me.” And I know I didn’t think everybody was picking on me. I know I just 
needed some excuse for crying.  

One time in school I started to cry, and somebody in front turned around and 
asked me, “Are you crying because your father died?” and I think I said, “No.” But 
I had no idea why I was crying.  Just crying.  

Snow Blind & Lost
David: !e morning of Barney’s death, I woke to some terrible news and 

eyes that felt like they had been stabbed with hot pokers. My snow hike, up to the 
sawmill’s altitude of six thousand feet, on a bright, clear day, and the return had 
caused snow blindness. Dad and the others wore sunglasses, but mine had bro-
ken, so I had not. My eyes burned and my vision blurred severely. I could count 
at least ten #ngers on the one hand held in front of me. 

Marj took me to the doctor. He treated my eyes with drops to deaden the pain 
and ordered prescription sunglasses. For the next few years, I wore sunglasses to 
school. I wore them during the day, I wore them at night, I even wore them on 
dates. I wanted to give my eyes time to heal, and I suspect I got addicted to the 
glasses. 

During my #rst college year, I decided enough was enough. I began going 
without dark glasses, then got really stubborn and refused to wear them when 
I probably should have. But that did strengthen my eyes, so I could be outdoors 
without sunglasses. 

I felt lost. I was going through something that none of my friends could relate 
to — not even those being raised by single moms.

Love and Support
Justin and Mabel Knapp, Marj’s parents, were her #rst and foremost sup-

port. Early that Monday morning they were at the house, cleaning the 
walls and woodwork, #nishing the job Barney and Marj had started be-

fore the snow shoveling trip to Island Park. !ere would be a lot of people 
coming to the house, Marj explained. 

And they came. Friends, neighbors, relatives, ward members came with 
food and help. !ere were also visits from the bishop and perhaps other 
church leaders to assist in making funeral arrangements. 

Barry
“I remembered that it wasn’t a dream--

it was true that Dad had died.”

David
“I felt lost. I was going through 

something that none of
 my friends could relate to.”
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Called to Cancel Lesson
M’Jean: !e middle-of-the night call that Marj received from the Ashton 

Hospital notifying her of Barney’s death was on February 21, 1955--Monday. 
Monday was the day Barney drove me to piano lessons.

!ough stunned by the most tragic event of her life, Marj had the consid-
eration to call Betty Petree to give her notice that I would not be coming for a 
piano lesson and explained the reason. To make such a call, under those cir-
cumstances, re&ects the caliber of person Marj was.

Betty expressed her sympathy and asked if there were anything she could 
do. Marj thanked her for her kind o%er. A$er hanging up the phone, Marj 
called back and asked Betty if she would play the violin at Barney’s funeral.

Conservatory trained in both piano and strings, Betty was not only by far 
the best pianist around but also the foremost violinist. Although Betty barely 
knew any of our family, she graciously agreed to play. 

Marj requested two of Barney’s favorites, which he o$en played: “O Solo Mio” 
(My Sunshine) by Eduardo di Capua, and “Serenade” by Franz Schubert.

Long distance calls were expensive and were generally made only regarding 
important, urgent matters. !at day certain long distance calls were made, particu-
larly to Gene and Glenna Jones in Evanston.

Glenna: (To M’Jean) I guess I’ll never forget when we moved in back to 
Evanston, and one day I got a call from her, and I’d had Gwen, and I think Randy 
and Gwen must be real close to the same age. And he was just a little guy—I don’t 
know how old, but it was a couple months. And anyway that’s when I heard about 
your dad. And I just couldn’t believe it, cause that was—and your mom was so 
young, and I felt so bad for her, and then I just couldn’t believe how she took 
hold—and your brothers—that had to be a hard thing. !ose boys were just kids.

It likely fell to Glenna to bear the sad tidings to the other family members in 
Evanston, which included her parents, Ren and Ruth South, Barney’s remaining 
brother and his wife. Ren’s daughter, Gayle, related:

Gayle: I can remember when Barney passed away and I came home from 
school and Dad was out in the truck and he was just sobbing. I felt so bad for him. 
He was just out there crying. He didn’t come in for a 
long time. He sure loved his brothers. 

Glenna agreed to give the obituary at the funeral. 

Miji Note: 38 years later Glenna also gave Marj’s obit-
uary.

M’Jean: Gene and Glenna arrived in Idaho Falls 
that evening. !e following day, Marj asked Glenna 
to take me shopping for a winter coat to wear to the 
funeral. Myrna already had a decent winter coat, but 
I’m sure she went along.  We loved Glenna, and it was 
a pleasant little shopping trip. We found a pretty pink 
and gray plaid coat with a so$ pink hat with two tassels 
on the side.

Miji Note: 
Having taught piano lessons for many years and having had students skip lessons with no notice, due to trivial excuses or simple forgetfulness, I marvel at the level of Mar j’s responsibility and consideration in calling under such circumstances to be excused from the lesson.

Myrna & M’Jean
“I remember sitting after he 
died, and crying at the break-
fast table.” (Myrna)

“I was trying not to cry, and 
Marj said, it’s all right if  you 
cry.” (M’Jean)
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Letters, Telegram to 
Bernie

 When Barney died, Bernie was 
in far o% Germany, serving in the 
army. Al sent him a telegram, and 
both he and Grandpa wrote him 
of the sad news. Al included the 
article which appeared in the Post 
Register. 

Bitter Weather
Eastern Idaho was experi-

encing a period of severe weather 
conditions which would persist 
throughout the time of the funeral 
and interment.

                                                  
Tuesday                                                                               

Dear Bernie,
I’m sending some bad news. Barney 

is to be buried tomorrow the twen-
ty-third. I’m also planning to send a 
telegram today so you’ll know before 
this arrives. I’m enclosing a clipping; 
you’ll see some errors in it but in 
general it relates the circumstance.

I hope you enjoyed your trip a lot 
and, I apologize for not writing while 
you were gone.

Beth is feeling better so we’ve 
been told.

 We just got about 8” snow since 
daylight. It ’s nearly as high as our 
fence in places now.

Have you heard anything definite 
of whether you’ll be released early 
or not. Mar j hasn’t been too strong, 
and the baby has a cough, so it ’s an 
added concern. The boys are trying 
to be helpful; I hope they continue. 
I’d like to be fixed so I could do more, 
but maybe I can do a little someway. 
It sure took everyone by surprise 
around here. Gene & Glenna came in 
last night. The rest will be here too.

I dread tomorrow. I’m expected to 
say family prayer & I doubt if I can 
speak in such circumstances; I’d hate 
to fizzle. Everyone else seems to be 
fine, but I don’t seem to have much to 
say, so I’ll send this off.

As always your pals
Al’s.

  Weather - Time
The longest cold 

spell in Idaho Falls in 1955 
was from February 9 to 
February 25, constituting 17 
consecutive days with cooler 
than average low tempera-
tures.

Daylight saving time was 
not observed at that 

time.
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Myrna’s Sad Letter
Another letter to Bernie telling of the sad news was written by 

seven-year-old Myrna. Probably Marj found it in the typewriter 
and saved it.

Postmark: Idaho Falls, Idaho
Feb 21,1955 - 6 PM

6 cent airmail envelope
Cpl Bernard E. Knapp
Vs56211675
Btry B29FABN
AP030NYNY
(address in Grandpa’s handwriting)
Mon 21st 55

I wrote you yesterday. But didn’t get it 
mailed. So will add a little. 

Barney and Boys went up to Shovel 
Snow Sat. Sunday Barney took ill. The 
boys had Tommy Haak and another with 
them.

They hauled Barney out to Hiway 
on Tobogan. Brought him to Ashton to 
Hospital.

The Dr sent them home. Said Barney 
would have to stay a day or two.

This morning at 3. They called from 
Ashton and Told Marjorie he was Dead.

It was hard to believe. 

Mother and I have spent most of the 
day with the family—helping clean up 
and to be with her. The Funeral will be 
Wed 23 at 4th Ward. We had a Telegram 
Today. Also a letter from you. Glad you 
are O.K. Will get this off tonight.

Love
Dad

Telegram from Bernie 
Dated February 29, 1955
From Germany
To Marj and Family

Dear Bernard
How is every thing over there?/.  I would kind of like a watch
if you could get a water proof scratch proof and a nice watch 
I would like apretter  one than Sandera’s.  I have wanted one
for a long time.  The weather has really seemed bad this winter
hasn’t it.  It seems by what we hear the Joneses will be moving 
back pretty soon  .  Barney blessed the baby not long ago.  His
name is Randy John.  I guess Jean Jones little girl and our
boy  wil get toknow each other. Randy talks a bit now.
Barney has been teatching us to play the piano,M’Jean takes
lessonnow.  Barney and David and Barry, went to shovel the
buildings off Barney didn’t feel good all the way inbut didn’t 
think it was anything seriousso we just let it go.And they went
rightin.  They got there somewhere about one oo; p:m I guess
that was about itBarney shoveled for a while then he got so 
sick that he couldn’t work any longer so he went in side and
rested a while and let the boys do the rest of it and finally
it was just to bad and he called all the boys in and told them
to get there things ready to go so they did and they started to
go back on the way home skiing but Barney couldn’t so they 
pulled him back on the tobaggene until they got to the hospital
and they put him in and Barney told David and Barry to tell
Marjorie thathe would call ger in the morning . and told them 
not to worrie the docters said  he would have to stay in a whle
and then he could go on out and would be okay so DAVID and
Barry came back home.  In the morning docter Kruger phoned and
said that he died  the night.  When Marjorie woke me up in the
morning she said that Barney died about 3:00, am.
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Barney’s funeral was set for Wednesday, February 23, 1955, an extremely  cold 
and wintry day. On Tuesday, the day prior, Al mentioned in his letter to 
Bernie the heavy snowfall. On Wednesday, snow continued to fall. !ere 

were people who wished to attend the funeral who could not because of the severe 
weather conditions. But in spite of the weather, there was a very large congregation. 
!e over&ow of the 4th ward church had to be opened, and the hall was #lled to the 
back. Marj said there were church leaders who registered surprise at the number 
of people in attendance, probably because Barney never took a prominent part in 
church. 

But he was counted as a friend to a great number of people. And even in a 
blizzard, they came to pay their respects. Marj was grati#ed to recall how full the 
church was at his funeral. 

Profusion of Flowers 
For being the very practical person Barney was, when it came to sending &ow-

ers for a funeral, he felt people ought not to be discouraged from doing so. Many 
must have felt the same way, for the front of the chapel was #lled with &owers.

Till We Meet Again
He Is Not Dead

I cannot say, and I will not say
That he is dead. He is just away.

With a cheery smile, and a wave of the hand,
He has wandered into an unknown land

And left us dreaming how very fair
It needs must be, since he lingers there.

And you—oh you, who the wildest yearn
For an old time step, and the glad return,

Think of him faring on, as dear
In the love of There as the love of Here.

Think of him still as the same. I say,
He is not dead, he is just away.-

-James Whitcomb Riley 1849-1916
Poem

Found in Marj’s 
papers was a copy 

of  this poem by 
James Whitcomb 

Riley, 

Chapter 98
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“Five Were Wise and 
Five Were Foolish”
The mural of  the Ten 
Virgins covered the 
back wall behind the 
pulpit. In the unique 
layout of  the chapel, the 
pulpit was back behind 
the choir seats and was 
reached by means of  
a long ramp on either 
side of  the stand.

4th Ward Church - Barney had Supplied Lumber
Barney’s funeral was an outstanding meeting. It took place in that great brown-

stone 4th ward building, for which Barney himself had supplied much of the lum-
ber--particularly the very long #r boards. 

!e musical renditions were beautiful. !e words of the speakers were both 
comforting and inspirational. From the same pulpit--in front of the beautiful mu-
ral of Christ and the Ten Virgins--where the South kids had o$en delivered their 
memorized two-and-a-half minute talks, they heard tributes to their father and 
words of comfort and counsel to their mother. 

M’Jean: I mostly remember sitting very still, never removing my new pink 
and gray coat and hat throughout. I glanced over once to the row on the side 
of the chapel where the &ower girls sat and saw my friend, Shirley Brocksome, 
looking back at me. !en, how strange it was, when leaving the chapel, to follow 
directly behind the casket. 
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G. Lavell Crapo
Ward member and father 

of  David and Barry’s 
friends.

Services of Bernard Eugene South 

Officiating:  Gene O. Goodwin 
Friends and dear ones of Brother South, we 

have met here this day to pay our tribute and last 
respects to Brother Bernard Eugene South, fondly 
known to all as Barney. 

!e family prayer was o%ered in the funeral 
home by Brother Al Knapp. I will read the program 
as it will go forward - - - -. Without further intro-
duction it will go forward. 

Singing Mothers: 
 “Twenty-Third Psalm” 

Invocation: George 
Lavell Crapo 

Our Father which art in 
Heaven, Hallowed be !y 
name. !y kingdom come, 
!y will be done in earth as it 
is in Heaven. 

!is a$ernoon, Father in Heaven, we are grateful for the privilege we have of 
assembling together as neighbors, friends, and relatives and paying our last re-
spects to our Brother and !y son, Barney South. We thank !ee, Father, for the 
life of this good man. We appreciate the privilege and opportunity that we have 
had of associating with him and enjoying his friendship and companionship. We 
thank !ee for the things that he has accomplished, for the wonderful family that 
he has established here in our midst. 

We thank !ee for the gospel that gives us strength in the future; that teaches 
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Glenna South Jones  
Barney’s niece, daughter 
of  his brother Ren and 
wife Ruth. Glenna and her 
husband Gene became very 
close to Barney and Marj 
when they lived several years 
in Island Park.

Glenna also read Marj’s life 
sketch at her funeral 38 years 
later.

us that family relationships are eternal, that teaches the principals of the resurrec-
tion and life herea$er. We pray that !ou wilt bless Sister South and her family 
with the comforting in&uence of !y Holy Spirit. Strengthen them and sustain 
them in this hour of bereavement. Help us to realize the truth of the statement 
“Blessed are they that mourn for they shall be comforted”. 

Bless the speakers and all who participate in the services that they may have 
inspiration to say and do what will be of consolation and help to this family. 

Bless us all that our faith in !ee be increased. !at our testimony may be 
strengthened. Bless us with understanding and with the wisdom and the ability to 
see thy hand in all things. Help us to face the future with courage and with quiet 
strength; serene and con#dent in the knowledge that !ou art merciful and just 
and kind forever. 

We pray for these blessings and all blessings for our good at this time, and we 
do it humbly and in the name of Jesus Christ. Amen. 

Violin Solos:  Betty Petree - Georgia Reading, Acc.
 “ O Solo Mio” - Eduardo di Capua

 “Serenade” - Franz Schubert

Obituary:  Glenna Jones

Birth 1905 - Hyrum, Utah
Bernard Eugene South was born January 4, 1905, in Hyrum, Utah, the son 

of Samuel Rich and Hannah Corless South. He was one of seven children. At 
the age of four he moved with his family to Randolph, Utah. His boyhood days 
were spent in Randolph and he received his schooling there. In 1923 the South 
family moved to Island Park where they engaged in the sawmill trade. Barney 
followed this occupation the rest of his life. 

 Marriage: 1936 - Solemnized 1946 Idaho Falls Temple
He was married to Marjorie Knapp December 31, 1936 at Randolph. !e 

marriage was solemnized in April 1946 in the Idaho Falls Temple. !e couple 
are the parents of three sons and three daughters, David, Barry, M’Jean, Myrna 
Lynn, Susan and Randy. 

Barney and his family have spent each winter in Idaho Falls and their sum-
mers at the mill in Island Park.

Heart Attack - Death
Last Saturday Barney, accompanied by his two sons, David and Barry and two 

companions, Brent Walker and Tommy Haack, le$ Idaho Falls for Island Park to 
remove the winter’s snow from the buildings (and the family would like to thank 
these boys for the help they gave). !e group traveled into the mill site on snow-
shoes and while there Sunday he su%ered a heart attack. !e four boys brought 
him to the highway on a toboggan and from there to the Ashton Hospital where 
he died at 2:45 A.M. Monday. 

He was preceded in death by two brothers, Allen who died at the age of sev-
enteen and Charles who died following an accident at the sawmill in 1948, and 
his father who died in November, 1949.  Besides his family he is survived by 
his mother and one brother, Ren, both of Evanston, Wyoming, three sisters, 
Elgie Larsen, Randolph, Zelma Schwartz, Boston, Massachusetts and Dorothy 
Hackworth, St. Anthony. 
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Bishop William South
“Bill,” as he was known by 

Barney, was cousin and close 
friend to Barney.

“When the South’s were in 
Island Park we spent many 
summers working there for 

Uncle Sam in the sawmill 
and I guess if  I have ever 

been close to my cousins it 
was to Barney and Charlie, 
Zelma, Elgie and Dorothy.

During his tours of  the 
country whenever Barney 

came to Salt Lake he would 
always stay at our house.” 

(Bill South)

Speaker:  Bishop William South 
I think it was the poet, Robert Burns, who said “!e best laid plans of mice 

or men o$en go astray”. We lay our plans and then some higher power, greater 
than we are, steps in and changes them. Sunday one of our Ward members passed 
away and we were called to their home to arrange the funeral service for one o’ 
clock today and I was to conduct that service; but as I said, some higher power 
has stepped in and our plans have been changed. 

When my sister called and said that Barney had died of a heart attack and 
Marj would like me to speak at the service I said I would arrange my a%airs to 
be here. I sense my responsibility to the Bishopric. I have been Bishop for six 
years and have never been away for a service but I felt close enough to Barney 

and his family to come here and I feel it is a privilege to occupy this position for 
a few minutes today. 

I would like to remember my #rst contact with Barney. I think the closest I can 
remember was when they were living in Ogden and our family spent two weeks 
with them. Aunt Hannah was making doughnuts and we tried to sell them, and 
thin beets. 

During his tours of the country whenever Barney came to Salt Lake he would 
always stay at our house. I remember at the funeral services of Aunt Agnes he 
said when he came to our house he was going to make his money in boxing. At 
that time he was pretty good, or thought he was and he made arrangements to 
box in Salt Lake so I accompanied him to box. !e second round of the match 
his opponent hit him just right and it was a technical knockout  and the referee 
stopped the #ght. !at ended his boxing career-twenty four years ago during the 
depression. 

So to make money he bought a #le and said anyone could make money that 
way [sharpening scissors and knives] with a little planning. I remember for a 
day and a half he knocked on doors to try to get money to pay for the #le and 
couldn’t do it so all the resources we had was two dollars and #$y cents le$ from 
the boxing. 

We then went to Randolph and with two dollars and #$y cents I didn’t know 
how we could do it and Barney said he would show me how. We caught a freight 
train, which wasn’t too uncommon as this was during the depression. We went 
to the yards and a church member knew me as a church man and told us how to 
catch the train. We caught a train and went to Ogden and stayed with Aunt Kate. 
!en we went to Randolph. 

At Evanston it was cold and we only had enough money to stay in a hotel or 
stay in jail. I said, “Let’s stay in the hotel.” So we used the last money for the hotel. 
We arrived at Randolph without any money. Elgie was gracious to ask us in and 
showed us a great deal of kindness. For two months I was very close to Barney. 
We worked together to make a little money. We worked at Randolph so I became 
acquainted with the people for that was where my parents came from. I have 
many fond memories of that country. 

Later on when the Souths were in island Park we spent many summers work-
ing there for Uncle Sam in the sawmill and I guess if I have ever been close to 
my cousins it was to Barney and Charlie, Zelma, Elgie, and Dorothy. Ren was 
married and working there. We lived right with the folks. 
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Barney South
“Barney had his own 
philosophy of  life, his own 
little grin, his set jaw. He 
thought deeply and could 
discuss his side of  every
issue. He had a practical 
sense of  humor.” (Bill South)

Barney had his own philosophy of life, his own little grin, his set jaw. He 
thought deeply and could discuss his side of every issue. He had a practical sense 
of humor. !at was probably why my sister Valois and he got along so well. She 
has a good sense of humor. She tried to come to this service today but they had 
to come from Salt Lake and return today and asked to be excused because of the 
weather, along with my sister, Ruth. 

But as I said, times have changed. Last week Barney was with us planning 
his work for the summer. We know he must have been planning just as much 
as now we are planning what to do in the future, but some power over which 
we have no control stepped in and Barney’s mission is now completed. True, 
he will live in his family and what they do will still bring glory, to do what he 
outlined for them, but as far as Barney, himself, is concerned his planning on 
this earth is through. 

!ere is something #nal and just about that. None of us know how long we 
will be here or how we will go. We leave that in the hands of a Higher Power and 
when He dictates what we will do we submit ourselves to His will. 

!ere will be a new life for Marj and the family. I have always been impressed 
by Barney ‘s family--how well trained they were. 

My #rst experience (We both got married about the same time.) was when our 
#rst babies were due about the same time. Barney was always pretty good with his 
hands and could always lick me so when our #rst babies came I said mine prob-
ably could lick his. When they were several months old Barney brought David 
down. 

He was bashful and my boy took to David with a wooden elephant. David has 
made it up in other ways but he was afraid of my boy for awhile. 

I remember when I took my boys up to the mill. We wanted to spend some 
time with Barney and have Barney show them how to shoot. He loved guns and 
I knew he would have some around. We went over and my boys were thrilled to 
spend an a$ernoon with Barney and the boys and Marj’s brother, they were all 
oustanding shots. 

Another characteristic of Barney was his music. I don’t know if the peices 
that were just played were by special request but I know he loved them. He had a 
violin and piano which he taught himself to play and did very well. 

His going is going to place a burden on the family, those for whom he was pro-
viding. But along with the burden it will be an opportunity. It is hard to say that 
but if we could see it the way the Lord sees it then we could accept the hardships 
a little more willingly. !e only way to tell the stu% a character is made of is to go 
through trials and tribulations.

!e big problem facing Marj at this time is to keep her children with her home 
and provide for them. Now the training these children have had will stand them 
in good stead. !ey can step in and do a good work. !ey can’t be as carefree as 
their associates but they will grow, their responsibilities will help them develop 
in other ways. 

You are not alone, Marj. You know when the Saviour was about to be taken 
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John & Georgia  
Christensen Reading

Georgia was Marj’s best 
friend when she was 

growing up in Goshen.

Bishop E. Lloyd Ricks
Bishop Ricks was a very 

young bishop. He  and  
the other members of  the 
bishopric took David and 

Barry under their wing 
with tremendous love and 

support.

from the earth. I think it is one of the most beautiful scriptures. When He was 
through and talking to His disciples and explaining that where He went there 
would be a place for them. 

“Let not your heart be troubled. Ye believe in God, believe also in me. In my 
Father’s house are many mansions. If it were not so I would have told you. I go to 
prepare a place for you. And if I go and prepare a place for you, I will come again 
and receive you unto myself; that where I am there ye may be also. And whether I 
go ye know, and the way ye know.” Showing that this life is just part of an eternal 
plan. A very important part because we work by faith but if we rely on the Lord 
He will give us help. 

So in the days which come you will be lonely. Wherever Barney was you felt 
his presence. He was full of life and energy. We will miss him a lot, especially his 
family, but with the knowledge that he has completed his mission and has gone 
on to a much more beautiful sphere of existence. His father and brother are there 
and he will prepare a place for his family. If we live worthy we will live as a family 
unit. He has fuI#lled the requirement by being married in the temple so you can 
be reunited with him again. You must #nish the job of raising the family so they 
can #ll the same requirement and again be reunited with him. 

Bless this family. I pray the Lord will bless you with peace of mind in your 
home that can come only through the knowledge of His works and through pray-
ing and through faith in Him. !at you may be able to face the challenge that has 
been given you, and ful#ll it to your credit and that through Barney’s life and this 
service today we may grasp the realization of this life and the life to come and 
adjust our a%airs to realize the true bene#t of it, and I do this in the name of Jesus 
Christ.  Amen. 

Vocal Solo - John Reading, Georgia Reading, Acc. 
 “Just A Wearyin’ For You” 

Speaker:  Bishop E. Lloyd Ricks

My dear brothers and Sisters it is with humility that I approach this position 
this a$ernoon and I pray that the spirit of the Lord will be with me that the things 
that I might say will be in accordance with His mind and will and will be com-
forting and strengthening to this good family. 

When a tragedy of this nature overtakes us it leaves us a little confused. We 
always have that question in our minds as to why such things have to happen. 
Why should a man in the prime of his life be taken and leave the responsibility of 
raising a #ne family upon his wife. 

I know something of the sorrow this family is going through. !e same thing 
happened to me that is happening to Barry and David. My father passed away 
when I was eleven. As I grew up I o$en wondered, but I think now I can see some 
of the blessings that have come from that. I can see the advantage to the young 
man of drawing closer to his mother and of shouldering some of the responsibil-
ities that will come to them. 

I know, too, of some of the lonliness that will come into the heart and mind 
of Sister South. I would like to encourage the boys to do all in their power to help 
their mother over the dim, dark hours that lie head. !ere will be lots of lonely 
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nights and days. Many of the decisions that Barney has ordinarily taken care of 
will now fall on Sister South to make and she, of course, will lean upon these #ne 
young men that she has to support her in these trials. 

I know, too, of some of the problems that will face these boys as they grow 
up. !ere will be times when they will want to talk to someone. We need to ask  
questions that come up in the life of a young man, questions we would ordinarily 
ask our father. When a tragedy like this happens we have to take those problems 
and questions to someone else. I would like to encourage them to seek proper 
counsel. Seek out the men who will help, guide and inspire them as they grow 
up, because the responsibility of #nishing their youth will depend a great deal on 
themselves and they would like to grow up to be the type of individuals and men 
their father would be proud of. 

One factor in their favor is the wonderful job Barney and Marj have done 
so far. !ey have built a strong foundation. !ey have devoted many hours to 
encourage and guide them. 

I have seen each one of these children develop. It is as though they had a piece 
of clay and each child they have molded a perfect individual. !ey have instilled 
into each child characteristics that will make them respected by their fellow men.

Barney spent long hours with his fami1y. He loved his family and appreciated 
them. His goal was to make them happy and add a few more comforts to them. 

I don’t think there are any children in the ward who give any better talks than 
the South children. !ere have been long hours spent with helping them so when 
they gave talks they are letter perfect.  It makes some of us ashamed that we don’t 
prepare our talks and parts better. 

I can almost see the look on Barney’s face as his children took part. He sat 
up and squared his shoulders and was proud. Whenever they were called on to 
speak they were always willing to perform their duty and in each case have done 
an outstanding job. 

A famous philosopher once said, “!e greatest gi$ we can give our children is 
to teach them to face life on their own two feet and greet the world with a smile.” 
Barney has certainly exempli#ed that in his children. 

As Barney grew up he did not have all of the opportunities some of us have 
today. He had to work hard for everything he got. I think that might be exem-
pli#ed by the type of business he was in. Any of us who have any experience in 
lumbering know it is a hard life and requires strength to keep it up year in and 
year out, and I think he tried to realize in the lives of his children some of the 
things he probably missed in his life when he grew up; some of the opportunities 
and things that come to the children as they have taken part in church. Because I 
know that he was not one to be out in front where everyone could see him but he 
was always there like a rock in the background to give any support necessary and 
we, as a Bishopric, always looked forward to the Souths’ coming back to the ward. 

!ey had a great deal of strength. !e boys in the priesthood work have been 
outstanding. In the summers while up at camp they were unable to attend church 
but while here in town they never missed a Sunday. I don’t believe either of the 
boys has missed an award since they have taken part in the priesthood. It requires 
every Sunday to achieve those awards when they are here. !ey have done it every 
year and we are grateful for that. 

Barney has le$ some wonderful memories behind. Memories that will sustain 
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the family throughout the coming years.  Sister South mentioned the other night 
that the eighteen years of their married life couldn’t have been any happier. !ere 
could have been no possible way to enjoy her married life more. !at is quite a 

statement in these days when the world now has a tendency to break up some 
of these wonderful things that exist in the lives of married people. 

Barney was very proud of his boys. He always had time to answer 
their questions and if the opportunity carne to scu'e with them he was 
always right there. He always had time to take to devote to his family.

When I was over the other evening David mentioned the three mu-
sical instruments his father had, piano, violin and &ute, which he had 
taught himself to play. He was always trying to improve his talents. 

I was talking to an insurance man a few weeks ago. He made a state-
ment I think is pertinent to this occasion, “We can insure ourselves for 

thousands of dollars but the best policy we can invest in is a good family” 
and if that statement is true we can surely say Barney has made a wonderful 

investment in these six #ne children he has le$ to take his place in this world 
and to honor his name. 

I like to look at death like a long journey. It is quite saddening when we lay our 
loved ones in the grave and can’t see them again in this life, but it is actually just 
a long journey. I doubt if anyone here doesn’t believe in eternal life and doesn’t 
believe we will have the opportunity in the future of seeing and mingling with our 
loved ones. What a comfort and a strength it is. Wouldn’t it be awful if this was 
all. If we had to do all in this life that our Father in Heaven has created for us. It 
is a very important time as there are things we have to do in this life but with the 
majority of our existence to come in the herea$er. 

Jesus the Christ taught us there was a life herea$er. He made quite a signi#cant 
statement when he said, “I am the resurrection and the life; he that believeth in 
me, though he were dead, yet shall he live.” He came back from the grave and 
proved resurrection. !ere wasn’t only one resurrected; many arose from their 
graves that day and came forth and were seen by many in the city of Jerusalem. 
So He wasn’t the only one. Many of our latter-day scriptures prove to us about 
the resurrection. Other individuals have born testimony to the fact there is a life 
a$er death. 

It has been stated today that Brother South was in the lumber business. He 
took from Mother Nature building material and with these--care, precision, and 
know-how he arranged the things from nature and made lumber out of them and 
that lumber stands in many of the homes in Island Park and many other places in 
Idaho, Wyoming, and Montana as a monument to the work he has done the last 
twenty #ve years. 

His wife made another signi#cant statement the other evening. She said the 
men Barney did business with he counted as his best friends. I think that is quite 
a statement, that in this day and age of business when in some cases it is “dog 
eat dog,” feelings are aroused over business dealings, but as far as I know Barney 
didn’t have an enemy. He sold the material and o$en helped them to use it to the 
best advantage, free of charge. He was always willing to give the necessary advice 
to get the most out of his product. 

I think there is a poem that exempli#es somewhat Barney’s characteristics and 
I would like to read it at this time. 

Marj & Barney South
“Barney has left some 

wonderful memories behind. 
Sister South mentioned that 

the 18 years of  their married 
life couldn’t have been any 

happier.” (Bishop Ricks)
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Miji Note:
38 years later at 

Mar j’s funeral, “The 
Lord’s Prayer” was 
played on violin and 
cello by grandchil-
dren of Barney and 
Mar j: Rosalie, Tessya, 
Jon, Jeanette, Lexye, 
Barney, and Molly 
Lund, accompanied by 
M’Jean South Lund.

Gene  O. Goodwin
Counselor in the bishopric, 
who was always mindful of  the 
needs of  the South family and  
especially looked out for David 
and Barry.

Abou Ben Adhem 

Abou Ben Adhem (may his tribe increase) 
Awoke one night from a deep dream of peace, 
And saw within the moonlight in his room, 
Making it rich and like a lily in bloom,
An angel writing in a book of gold. 
Exceeding peace had made Ben Adhem bold, 
And to the presence in the room he said, 
“What writest thou?” !e vision raised his head,
And, with a look made of all sweet accord, 
Answered, “!e names of those who love the Lord.”
“And is mine one?” said Abou.  “Nay, not so,”
Replied the angel. Abou spoke more low,
But cheerily still; and said, “I pray thee, then, 
Write me as one that loves his fellow men.”
!e angel wrote, and vanished.  !e next night
It came again, with a great wakening light,
And showed the names whom love of God had blessed,--
And, lo!  Ben Adhem’s name led all the rest!

I leave these few thoughts with you in the name of Jesus Christ, Amen.

Vocal Solo - John Reading, Georgia Reading, Acc
  “The Lord’s Prayer” 

Remarks:  Gene O. Goodwin 
My brothers and sisters and Barney’s family, I do not wish to multiply words 

any further but I do want to mention a few things that have entered my mind at 
this time. 

I know that even the initial shock and the fast moving events that follow some-
times keep the family occupied to the point that they don’t fully comprehend the 
loneliness. I believe that, as one who has also gone through this experience in 
recent years, the ensuing months are the time when these dear people will need 
the support and comfort of their friends. I know that many times when we have 
a few minutes or are out for a drive that these people would appreciate visits and 
letters from other relatives and friends who may be away to know that they are 
remembered in the times when they do need it. Many times we think, “Well they 
know we think a lot of them” but we do need to show our a%ection and interests 
at times other than the initial crisis. 

Also while I occupy this position, in behalf of the family I would like to thank 
those who have taken part in the services and those who have rendered these 
beautiful numbers and also the #ne talks that have been given and those who 
have in any way helped. Also there are many who have participated who have 
done it in other ways than in front of us and vocally. 

I would like to thank the pallbearers, Horace Pond, Glen Pond, Henrie 
Ketchie, Gerald Kent, Blair Hammond and Gene Jones. Also these beautiful 
&ower arrangements were taken care of under the direction of the Fourth Ward 
Relief Society Presidency, Ruth Hart, Hazel Wright and Clara Wadsworth; and 
all the girls and ladies who are the friends of the family who helped make these 
arrangements. 



1012 Targhee Ties

Seth L Jenkins
Worked with young men 

in the ward.

Bishop Vernon S. 
Johnson

Bishop of  the ward 
previous to Bishop Ricks

I know that many tributes have been o%ered in &oral o%erings, acts of kind-
ness, and in other ways that will never be forgotten by the family and I know they 
wish to extend their thanks to each and everyone present this day. 

I pray the Lord will continue with us throughout these services and go with 
us to the cemetery that no harm or accident will befall us. I ask this in the name 
of Jesus Christ, Amen. 

Singing Mothers:
  “God Shall Wipe Away All Tears” 

Benediction:  Seth L. Jenkins
Our Father in Heaven, as we come to the close of this service this day we 

thank !ee for !y spirit that has been with us. For the words of comfort and the 
gospel that has been preached this day. For the music sung and the &owers given. 

We thank !ee, Father in Heaven, for the strength and knowledge and com-
fort of the plan of salvation we have as Latter-Day Saints. We thank !ee for the 
Priesthood and all things pertaining to !y kingdom on earth. 

We ask thee to bless this family, Sister South, and the boys and girls, and all the 
loved ones grieving this day. We ask !ee to bless and comfort them during the 
ensuing weeks and months. We pray that this family might remember the teach-
ings that their father would have them perform. We ask !ee to be with them at 
all times. We ask !ee to bless us as we depart from this chapel to the resting place 
of this dear brother, and we ask this in the name of Jesus Christ, Amen. 

Dedicatory Prayer:  Bishop Vernon S. Johnson 
Our Father, which art in Heaven, as a group of !y children, the family and 

friends of Brother Barney South, we surround this open grave and by the author-
ity of the Priesthood we dedicate this spot of ground as a #nal resting place for the 
mortal remains of Brother South and we pray that thou wilt temper the elements 
that this might be a hallowed spot, that to his wife and children and loved ones 
it may always be a shrine unto them that they may have sweet memories of their 
association with him here upon the earth. 

We are grateful, our Father, for the Gospel of Jesus Christ and the teachings 
it gives to us. 

Now may our hearts be #lled with strength and understanding that we might 
realize that this is a part of life and the plan of salvation and that we might have 
faith. 

!at this body might remain in Mother Earth until the trump shall sound and 
we will be called forth on the glorious morning of the #rst resurrection to receive 
immortality and eternal life and be there with our loved ones and associates we 
have made here on the earth, might come again to us in life eternal. 

Now we dedicate this spot of ground to this purpose and dedicate ourselves 
unto thee for !y service and I do it in the name of Christ. Amen. 
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Addressed:  Sis, 955 Ada, City
Postmarked:  Feb 24, 1955; 7 a.m., Idaho Falls

Things I cannot say;

Dear Mar j & family,
     I hope you will forgive me for my failure today; 

it wasn’t in me to do it; I’m sorry.

    For 3 yrs I ate 3 meals a day at your house and 
many of these days I spent shoulder to shoulder 
with Barney cutting with cross-cut saws, skidding, 
log ging, and many tasks you are familiar with.

     We discussed principles of mechanical inven-
tions, practical problems, and innumerable things 
that we have both long since forgotten; But we 
always tried to see each others viewpoint.

     He taught me to work.  I’ve treasured that very 
much.

     We hunted together countless hours for big 
game.  He was the best hunter I’ve ever went with 
for big game.  I remember very well when I was 18 
he was 36.  When we hunted he’d sometimes ask me 
to carry both guns after a kill or when we were re-
turning to the car.  I have followed him through the 
woods for hours at a time timber cruising.  He told 
me once he would as soon see me saw his house 
logs as himself.  Barney seldom said compliments 
like that.  He worked, drove trucks, and etc. always 
with an eye of checking and watching for mistakes 
before they happened.  He was honest and fair with 
his associates.

     The first year or 2 of David & Barry’s life; I 
seemed almost like their brother under his guid-
ance.  He was like a dad to me.  I used to dress 
David morning after morning while breakfast was 
being prepared.  I did a lot of supper dishes.  I en-
joyed all of it, although it is a past Era.  He taught 
me the value of Poker chips as compared with an 
opponent’s good will.

     So you see I knew your father & husband very 
well indeed. He was my best friend.

Your Pal
Al

Ashton Memorial 
Hospital

Date: 2-21-55
Ward: 1 day - $8.00

Medication: $5.00

Total: $13.00

Funeral Cortege - Graveside
At the graveside, family members huddled close in 

the fast-falling snow during the dedicatory prayer, as the 
blizzard which had prevailed during the funeral  contin-
ued. On the way to the Rose Hill Cemetery the hearse 
had become stuck in the snow in the underpass, referred 
to by locals as the “little subway,” and the entire funeral 
cortege was halted. 

Pall Bearers
Barney’s pall bearers were all long-time friends, with 

whom he had worked, hunted, #shed, and done busi-
ness: 

Horace and Glen Pond- some of the #rst people he met 
in Island Park, whose family ran the commissary and later 
built Ponds Lodge

Henry Ketchie- the forest ranger in Island Park
Gerald “Curley” Kent- worked, hunted in the woods
Blair Hammon-shared business, recreation interests
Gene Jones- began working for Barney at young age, 

became close friend and married his niece Glenna

Family Prayer
Despite the weather, the funeral had proceeded as 

planned and as printed on the program, with one excep-
tion. As the time for the viewing and visitation of friends 
had come to a close, family members had a last look at 
their husband and father, lying in the casket, dressed in 
his temple robes. !e cap was placed on his head, and 
the casket was closed.

!e family prayer was to be o%ered by Marj’s broth-
er, Al Knapp. His name appeared on the program. But 
when the room was stilled and heads were bowed in rev-
erence, a &ood of tears rendered him unable to speak, 
and the prayer was given by Grandpa Justin Knapp. 

Al’s Letter - Tribute to Barney
A day or so following the funeral, a letter from Al 

arrived in the mail. !e envelope was addressed simply, 

Sis, 955 Ada, City

Hospital Bill
Soon a$er the funer-

al, the hospital bill arrived 
from Ashton.
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Faith & Fortitude

The funeral over, the relatives gone, the food from neighbors consumed, and 
the kids back to school, there remained a few potted &owers on the window-
sill and a great emptiness in Marj’s heart. Her little baby and rambunctious 

two-year-old, along with all the regular household chores, kept her hands busy. 
Her mind had to be occupied with the concern of how she should manage, what 
she should do. 

Barney and Marj had discussed their desires for their family. Barney wanted 
his kids to go to college, have music training, have better than he did. 
Her desire was to carry on as Barney would have wished her to do. 

M’Jean: Marj said that she and Barney had talked about what she 
should do, should anything ever happen to him. He said she should take 
the family back up to the sawmill in Island Park—that it was a great place 
to raise a family. 

For Marj and her kids to move to Island Park and to run the mill 
without Barney was remarkable. Some thought it foolhardy even to 
try. But they did it.

David: Our mother Marjorie was a spectacular, well-organized 
woman. I was too young at the time to really understand what she was 
going through, obviously. She was not very old. She’d gone through a lot 
of experiences taking care of sawmill people. 

Barry: Marj was--as I get older and look back at what she did—I ap-
preciate her capabilities more and more all the time. When you consider 
that she was quite a young person when Dad died—she was younger than 
40 years old—very attractive lady. And her main concern a$er he died, 
was to do the very best job that she could do at raising six kids. 

David was the oldest—he was 16 at the time. Randy was the young-
est—he was, I think, about #ve months at the time. And Dad died in 
February and my mother had the decision to make:  “What do I do with 

Chapter 99

My Heavenly Father heard my prayers and granted to me the guidance and 
direction I needed to carry on. There were so many people dependent on the 

decisions He helped me to make. There is power in prayer.-Marj
Bernie Knapp

From the time he 
was 7 years old, 

Bernie spent most 
every summer at 
the sawmill. He 

was on Barney’s 
payroll for 10 years. 

Drafted in July, 
1953, he served 

in the army in 
Germany 2 years, 
returning in May, 

1955, 3 months 
after Barney died.
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that sawmill?”  And to me, it was a really tough decision to make.
A$er Barney died, Marj made the decision to go ahead and run the sawmill. 

I think it took a tremendous amount of courage to do that. One of the reasons, 
one of the things that gave her, I think, some support in that, was the fact that her 
Dad and her brother had both been working for a considerable amount of time 
before Barney died. 

Brother Love
Marj’s youngest brother, Bernie, returned in May from Germany, where he had 

been serving for two years in the army. As he was growing up and working for 
Barney in Island Park, Barney had trained him in every aspect of the 
logging and sawmill operation, including the skill of sawing. !us Bernie 
understood what needed to be done and how to do it. His willingness to 
help run the sawmill, along with the fortuitous timing of his return, was 
a great blessing to the family. 

Gratitude For Bernie
Marj was forever grateful for Bernie. While she was serving as a full-

time missionary, many years later, on May 23, 1979, she wrote  Barry 
from Battle Creek, Michigan of her gratitude for: 

“the skinny little brother I used to tend and grew to love. We owe him a 
mighty favor—He helped us when we needed him—Spent a couple years or 
more of his life—at the mill.”

!e job that required the most training and skill was that of sawyer. 

M’Jean, 10; Myrna, 8
Susan, 2; Barry, 13
Randy, 7 months David, 16
Easter Sunday, April 10, 1955.
Less than 2 months after 
Barney died.

Postmarked Feb 21, 1992- 37th 
Anniversary of  Barney’s Death

Dear Bernie, 
If I could send you a card from every deck of 
“Thank you” cards Hallmark ever put out—
to greet you with “Thank you, Bernie, for 
all the myriads of things you have done for 
me”—I would still run out of cards. It would 
take that many more to begin to thank you 
for the things you have done for my family 
and me together. 
And how long has it been since I even said 
Thanks?
Sincerely, Marj

Marj’s message on 
Hallmark “Thank You” 
card to Bernie, 1992
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Bernie would be the sawyer. He worked at the mill 
that year and the next two summers. David and 
Barry, Bernie and Marj’s father, who was nearing 
his 69th birthday, made up the crew.

!e #rst test was in moving up to the saw-
mill. Moving to and from Island Park was always 
a huge job. What with transporting all the trucks, 
furniture and household goods and even the hors-
es, it was a really serious undertaking. What a task 
it was to move without Barney! 

David: On Memorial Day 1955, Barry and I 
secured the rack to the truck, packed up the fami-
ly and moved to Island Park — as we usually had, 
but with a signi#cant di%erence: We no longer had 
Barney at the helm. 

Bernie: !e #rst year I came home from the 
army in 1955, David, Barry, and I drove the army 
truck, the ‘47 Chevy, and the Federal with the trail-
er back up to Island Park. We put the rack on the 

back, and put the furniture on the truck.

Barry, whose 14th birthday was May 14th, was 
old enough for a daytime driver’s license, which 
allowed him to help with the highway driving. 
Marj, with her girls, two-year-old, and baby, 
would follow in the ’46 Chev.

!e family succeeded in making those moves 
twice a year for at least six more years! Sometimes 
it required extra cooperation from the schools.

David’s Note to the School
In May of 1956, David submitted a school request asking permission to leave 

school on May 23, before the school year o"cially ended. All of his teachers had to 
sign it for David to get released. On the back of the note David gave his reasons for 
this request.

!e request succeeded in getting him the needed permission.

Running the Mill without Barney
!e sawmilling that season was a bare bones operation. 

David: A$er Barney, my dad, died, Marj tackled just about any task that she 
felt she could handle. She did a major part of the lumber selling and even helped 
move the wood. !at was a tough time; everybody had to pitch in to get the work 
done.

Barry: Dad had always hired other people to work for us. But Marj knew that 

Bernie Knapp
Stationed in Germany 
when Barney died, he  

was discharged from the 
army in May, returned 

and worked at the 
sawmill

3 seasons before his 
mission to China.
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all of a sudden the main breadwinner was gone, and she had to really 
be careful with money. 

So we went up with the idea of running that mill that year, and 
Bernie and Grandpa Knapp were there to help us, but there was no-
body else as hired men, so the logging and the sawing was essentially 
done by Grandpa, Bernie, and David and I. 

And we did it the same way that we had done it with Barney all the 
time, and that was we’d take the trucks out into the woods--the horses 
were out there, and we’d cut the trees, and drag them to the trucks with 
the horses, and we had an old derrick there that we could hook a cable 
onto, and swing the logs up onto the truck. And we’d load the logs and 
then haul them down. Marj’s brother, Bernie, was a pretty good sawyer.

David: At sixteen, I felt like I knew quite a bit — but certainly not 
as much as I thought I did, though my parents had taught me well. On 
the other hand, I did have work experience, and I knew I had already 
successfully handled a few signi#cant challenges. 

I could take apart a chainsaw, repair it and put it back together 
while at a job site, and I did a lot of the truck repairs. I was blessed 
with an ability to grasp concepts quickly and to analyze a problem and 
see its solution. For example, when a truck got stuck in the woods, I 
usually could determine how to free it.

But I simply wasn’t big enough to do some things. Changing a 
tire always presented a problem because it required so much power. 
Consequently, experiencing what I could not do became a part of the 
learning process.

An incident told by David reveals how spooked the boys could become out in 
the woods at night. It also re&ects the training received from Barney in recognizing 
potential hazards and thinking through possible solutions.

Watering the Horses at Night -What If?
David: One time, my brother Barry, our Uncle Bernie and I drove down to 

water the horses which were already at the mangers. On the way back, we began 
speculating about just what we could do if the car quit. In all probability, no one 
would come down that road till the next day. We would probably have to walk 
— in the pitch black dark. We had &ashlights, but they had batteries that would 
only last a short time. 

We #nally decided that if our car quit, we could remove its battery and head-
light, and power the headlight by hooking a wire between it and the battery — 
that is, if the battery wasn’t the source of our predicament! Or we could just leave 
the car there and walk in the dark. Of course, the woods at night are not silent 
— plenty of weird, scary sounds. !en too, there’s always the remote possibility of 
stumbling into a skunk or porcupine. One could spray you with its oil while the 
other could shoot its quills into your leg. Not fun and fortunately not something 
we ever actually had to do.

Quiet Camp
The camp was very quiet. !ere were no families of hired men. Marj and her 

kids, Grandpa, and Bernie were the only ones living there. 
Gene and Glenna Jones, along with their crew, had moved previously 

from Idaho to Evanston, Wyoming. 

Request for Absence from School 

for Non-school Trips 

May 8, 1956
Since my father died last 

year, I and a younger brother 
have been running our sawmill. 
This year, since school is last-
ing so long, it would help us if 
I could get out of school on 
May 23.

The road into the sawmill 
will be open by the end of this 
week. This makes it possible for 
vandals and thieves to get into 
the mill. This situation requires 
someone to be there. 

My mother  cannot move with 
three other children in school. 
If I can move up early, I can get 
the sawmill running early–thereby 
make about $50 a day.

David South
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Bernie: Gene hauled ties out of 
Trail Canyon. !e forest service had 
somebody go up there where they were 
logging up Split Creek, condemned the 
road, said it was too steep, too danger-
ous; so the forest service wouldn’t sell 
timber to them for that reason, and 
forced them out.

Unable to continue to get contracts 
to cut ties in Island Park, Gene Jones 
had returned to work at the Evanston 
location of the South and Jones Compa-
ny. However, some of the sawmill equip-
ment remained at Island Park Siding.

!at spring of 1955, Gene and 
Glenna came from Wyoming to Island 
Park, but it was for a brief stay. It was 
certain that there would be no more cut-
ting ties, and they were there only long 
enough to haul out whatever equipment 
was le$ and clean up the remains of 
their sawmill. 
Sad Departure 

Marj would always recall the empty, lonely feeling she had when Gene’s caravan 
went up over the railroad tracks and headed across the &at. 

Glenna Jones: (to M’Jean) I wish I remember more, dear, but you know, 

I just remember the good times being together. And I missed them when we 

moved to Evanston. And I know, your mother—I think she hated to see us 

leave.
M’Jean: Yes, I know she did. It was one of the toughest days of her life—

watching you pull out.
Glenna: Well, and I felt bad, too. I hated leaving. And we had a real good 

relationship, and I’ve always been glad that we moved over and had that time, 
because otherwise, I wouldn’t have known your mother and dad as well as I did.

Clear View
Marj always liked having a clear view outward from her house. Whenever the 

railroad le$ a string of boxcars on the tracks for days at a time, blocking her view 
across the &at, she would be anxious for the cars to be gone.

Being so alone in camp made her more resolved to remove obstructions in all 
directions. She didn’t want anybody sneaking up on her. She didn’t like a junky 
look, either. !e #rst to go was the old cabin, which was still there in the back door-
yard next to the new house. David and Barry hooked onto the cabin with the 6x6 
and dragged it out into the woods not far from the steam engine, where it collapsed. 
Within rather a short time it disappeared into the ground.

Gradually, other changes were made. !e nearby bunkhouse was also moved 

Susan, M’Jean, Randy, 
Jeannie Jones, Myrna
The Jones family spent a 

short time in Island Park, 
closing down their

sawmill, before saying a 
final goodbye.

“I know, your mother--I 
think she hated to see us 

leave.” (Glenna Jones)
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farther away from the house, probably by the same meth-
od, to a new spot next to the chicken coop. It was also not 
long before the forest service was a$er her to clean up and 
get rid of some of the empty buildings. One by one Da-
vid and Barry burned them during their mid-winter snow 
shoveling expeditions. 

Cuckoo clock
Bernie brought from Germany a cuckoo clock, which 

hung on the wall right where the kitchen adjoined the liv-
ing room.

Myrna: Bernie brought that home from Germany. He 
was in Germany in the military. It had music that played; it 
had a little bird that came out. And it had pine cones [on long 
chains] that we wound it with. And I think we kept it wound 
r e g u - larly. We paid a lot of attention to that clock.

M’Jean:  It seems when we #rst got 
it, it would wake everybody up at night, 

but we soon got used to it and slept 
right through the cuckoo and the 
little tune.

It was fun to have Bernie back working at the saw-
mill, eating at the kitchen table with the family. He 
paid a lot of attention to all of us kids. He was like a 
big brother to us. 

Swiss Watches
M’Jean: While Bernie was serving in the mil-

itary in Germany, he was in a good position to 
acquire very nice Swiss watches. Cousin Saundra 
Walker had received one, and Barney and Marj 
agreed to get watches for Myrna and me. We were 
saving our earnings from wood carrying and piano 

practicing to pay for them. 
Myrna: I’m thinking our watches were thirty or 

thirty-#ve dollars.
M’Jean: Bernie either sent the watches 

or brought them with him when he came home 
in the spring, but either way, they arrived 
a$er Barney had passed away. !ey were 
very #ne, beautiful watches. Marj told us 
the watches were from Barney. Even if 
we did carry wood and practice the pia-
no, he was the money source. !e watch-
es have truly been treasured.

Piano Practice
Even with no Barney no coach them, the girls kept up their piano prac-

ticing, along with the wood-getting and other chores.

M’Jean & Susan
The old cabin is just a few 
feet on the other side of  
the new one. Marj was 
anxious to have it gone.

Cuckoo Clock
Bernie brought a similar 

cuckoo clock to the family from 
Germany. At first it would 
wake everyone up at night.

M’Jean’s Swiss Watch
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The Nicholsons’ Visit
Visiting at the sawmill that summer were Barney’s cousin, Sara Spencer Nich-

olson, her husband, Nick, sons Bill and Roy, and daughter Novella. Sara was the 
daughter of Barney’s much admired “Aunt Kate,” Sam South’s sister. Nick was an 
electronic technician for the Federal Aviation Agency. It was thanks to Nick’s engi-
neering that the family was able to get improved radio reception  (never TV) and 
eventually acquire a refrigerator which ran on kerosene.

Myrna: Oh, some cousins, second cousins, like Novella came up. She stayed 
with us about a week. It seemed like she changed clothes about every hour. And 
she had shorts and stu% that we didn’t wear. She was very much more socially 
advanced, or anyway, she was kind of worldly—a little more grown up, I guess. 
We thought she was pretty racy, which I imagine she might have been. But we had 
a good time with her. 

And then her whole family--her dad was into electronics, and I think he 
might have engineered the great big pole that we put up on top of the house. And 
then we could get better reception on the radio. And she had brothers, and so 
they probably all stayed over night, I guess, and had dinner. 

Roy Nicholson: Dad’s siblings lived in Northwest Washington. Mom’s 

extended family in Idaho, or California.
So for summer road trips we would visit relatives. As I remember, we visited 

Island Park, Idaho two or three times. Barney and Marj South operated a lumber 
mill about 4 miles east of Pond’s Lodge. On February 21, 1955, Barney died of a 
heart attack. Marj continued to operate the mill for some years. 

!ey had a home with cookstove, water from a well, (rope and bucket) metal 
washtub, etc. !ey had a small generator to provide light in the house. !ey also 
had a bunkhouse where us young folks would sleep. And, of course, an outhouse. 

!ey also had no refrigerator. A$er our #rst trip there, my Dad arranged to 
get a Servel LP (Propane) fridge for them.

As time went by they were eager to have radio and TV. !e problem was that 
the signals from Idaho Falls at 4,705 foot elevation were too weak up on the pla-
teau at 6,293 feet.

Dad was eager to help them so he built an antenna for them - it worked quite 
well. Before long, others built similar antennas. !ere were so many that a visitor 
to the area once asked if this area of homes, cabins, etc. belonged to some reli-
gious group or cult as each antenna looked like a cross.

(Roy Nicholson - a son of William Otto Nicholson - with some input from David 
Barney South)

Myrna, Randy, M’Jean,
Novella, Roy, Bill

David, Barry, Susan
(on Tryke)

When the Nicholson 
family came to visit, the 
cousins had a good time 

together. 
After Nick helped David 

and Barry set up an 
effective antenna, radio 

reception at the cabin was 
very good.

Sara 
& Nick
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New Policies
Barney never logged or ran the sawmill on 

Sundays, nor did he have his hired men work 
on Sundays. Even so, the family did not attend 

church during the summer. !ey might go #shing. 
!ey might go timber cruising, or they might just go 
over to Ponds for groceries. But not o$en was the camp 
le$ for very long with no one there to be on the look-
out for vandals, thieves, or #res. 

Barry: When Barney le$, things changed. Barney 
was a great guy, but we didn’t go to church up there. 
I don’t think we ever went to church up there. In the 
wintertime, we’d move to Idaho Falls, and we were quite 
active in the ward in Idaho Falls, but Barney was pretty 
shy in church. He didn’t like the idea of getting up in 
front of people and talking very much.

But Marj determined that the family needed all the 
help we could get to get by and do the things we should 
be doing, so we had some new policies up in Island 
Park. 

Marj saw to it that the whole family every Sunday 
went to the Church of the Pines up there where they had our LDS services. And 
we were very faithful in going, and Marj saw to that, that we were faithful. 

Myrna: A$er Barney died, our church attendance increased. Before that we 
hadn’t gone to church in the summertime, because we were afraid to leave the 
sawmill unattended, for fear of vandalism. And so the #rst summer we moved 
back up to the sawmill, a$er he died, she just told us all, “Go get ready for church.” 
And we went to church and never stopped going.

Barry: As I say, she dedicated herself to raising the family the way they 
should be raised, and she did a fantastic job of it.

The Church in the Pines
When Doc Mack built the Church in 

the Pines for the community back in 
1941, he allowed that any denomina-

tion might use the building. 
It worked out. Catholics met at 10:00. Mor-

mons met at 11:00. Not sure when the Protes-
tants met. !ere were usually far more people 
than places to sit for sacrament meeting, so when 
the Catholics #led out, the Mormons swarmed 
in, trying to grab a seat.  

!e ladies coming out of the Catholic service 
wore some kind of head covering, a hat of sorts. 
O$en it would be a handkerchief on their heads.

Church Look-Alikes
Cabins with antennas appeared to 
strangers like churches.

The Church in the Pines
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As to dress, some of the Mormons attended church in rather casual attire. Va-
cationers showed up in whatever they had, which might be jeans or shorts. Since it 
was impossible for everyone to crowd inside the church, many folks attended the 
service sitting on logs outside under the open windows, where they could hear the 
speakers and sing along on the hymns. It took quite a while for the young priest-
hood bearers to pass the sacrament both inside and outside. 

Myrna: A lot of times we sat outside. I loved sitting outside for church. Did 
you? Sometimes we’d #nd a caterpillar. We’d give him a piece of grass and let him 
walk back and forth. And sometimes we’d braid the grass. And I think we listened 
and got a lot out of church, as a matter of fact. But I enjoyed doing that while sit-
ting outside during sacrament meetings in the Little Church of the Pines.

At the end of the meeting they sometimes announced the number in atten-
dance. One such announcement was: 450 in attendance—200 inside, 250 outside. 

Eventually, the LDS church built its own large building, up the road to the east, 
followed by a second large building next to it. Numbers swelled to 1000 plus.

Flowers - General Authorities
In the little Church of the Pines, one thing you could count on: there would be 

a bouquet of lovely wild &owers on the stand--gathered fresh by Sister Stoddard. 
!ey never failed to mention her e%orts in this regard.

Sacrament meetings were held under the direction of the Yellowstone Stake. 
!ere were many outstanding speakers at those meetings. It was not too uncom-
mon to hear general authorities in the little church, two of whom were Stephen L. 
Richards and Marion D. Hanks.

Memorable Talk
M’Jean: A memorable talk was given by one of the younger leaders in the 

Yellowstone stake. It was about the 5th commandment, to honor father and 
mother. He did a masterful job of weaving the theme of his talk around the lyrics 
to the song by Johnny Cash “Don’t take Your Guns to Town.” !e song tells the 
sorrowful tale of the boy who meets with a tragic end when he disregards the 
pleas of his mother, “Leave your guns to home, Bill.” Had he heeded his mother’s 
warning, his “days may have been long on the land the Lord thy God giveth thee.” 
(Exodus 20)

Memorable Music
A memorable musical number was performed by a young woman who played 

a piano medley of familiar sacred music depicting the life of Christ. !e arrange-
ment was remarkable and the rendition well done. Marj was anxious to acquire 
the music for us girls to learn but found that none was to be had. !e arrange-
ment had been put together by the performer. !is was long before the surge of 
LDS hymn arrangements later available. It was truly unique.

Marj referred now and then to that very e%ective musical number, and she 
remembered the pieces included in the medley. When I had acquired a few more 
piano and theory skills, I put together my own such arrangement, which I per-
formed in our Idaho Falls 18th ward prior to leaving for Connecticut to study at 
the Hartt College of Music. Printed programs were not o$en in use, and perform-
ers generally announced their own numbers. Marj said I should announce the 
number thus: “I will play for you a story—the story of the life of Chirst.” I played 
that “story” in several subsequent wards in which I lived. 

Miji Note: 
While on my mission, 

I used the musical number 
for a stake conference. 
Since the members in 
Austria were far less 
familiar with the music, I 
knew they would miss out 
on having the association 
of the text, unless the 
words were either sung or 
spoken. Two elders helped 
me out. I played and sang. 
One elder read scriptural 
narration, and the other 

sang with me.

Stephen L. Richards 
(above)

Marion D. Hanks 
(below)

Two of  the general
 authorities who spoke in 
the Church of  the Pines
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Sacrament
At the Church of the Pines David and Barry could be counted on to bless and 

pass sacrament, even in the fall a$er they went to live with Grandma Knapp for 
school.

Barry: I don’t remember going to church at Grandma’s ward, so we must 
have made it back on weekends. David and I pretty well took care of sacrament at 
church up there at the Church of the Pines. 

Banana Splits
 M’Jean: We would stop at Ponds on our way home from church, pick up 

groceries, and enjoy a banana split. A section of the big dance hall had been made 
into a soda fountain. It had a big horseshoe-shaped counter with bar stools. !ere 
would be someone behind the counter to make sundaes, shakes, and banana 
splits.

Barry:  Oh, yeah. !ey had some great banana splits there for a while.  
M’Jean: It was in the mid 50’s, but it wasn’t there for very long. !ey took out 

the soda fountain, and we stopped being so extravagant.

Committed to the Gospel - Tithing & Fast Offerings
Marj was committed to raising her family in the gospel and following the coun-

sel of the church leaders. Some may think she had an excuse for slacking on tithing 
and fast o%erings, but she believed strongly in being #nancially “square” with the 
Lord. “You can never get ahead of the Lord,” she would say. Recalling the words of 
a speaker on the subject, and reminiscing on those days in Island Park, Marj  wrote:  

Marj: He told us that many people can do all the other required things but 
can’t quite bring themselves to pay their tithing. He said it was one of the hard 
tests. He said one who pays full tithing has done one of the most important things 
required to have the Spirit of the Lord accompany him, etc., that it is to help us to 
prepare ourselves to live the law of consecration. 

I remember fondly the times when the “little kids” would get so hungry on 
Fast Sunday that we would take the old road home from Mack’s on Sunday so we 
could pull o% and have our prayer in the woods and then they could even eat a 
slice or two of bread on the way home. I don’t think the pangs of hunger are so 

Barry, Randy, David
“David and I pretty well 
took care of  sacrament 
at church up there at the 
Church of  the Pines.” 
(Barry)

Miji Note: 
Marj was always 
liberal when it 
came to church 
offerings. She 
would say, “You 
can’t get ahead of 
the Lord.” 
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painful to adults as they are to kids. 
How I love my family for their willingness to go along with the 

program. I love my family now for their willingness to go along 
with the program. 

If I were raising my family again I would have each one contrib-
ute some small amount to the “Fast O%ering Kitty.” For habit’s sake. 
Of course I know there isn’t a sel#sh person in the family. !ere are 
many sermons we all need to hear but I still say this family is willing 
to share. (From a letter written by Marj, 1974)

Family Prayer
Marj had taught her children to pray from the time they 

were small, and she listened to their nightly bedtime prayers. 
Having regular family prayer was newly instigated--in the 

mornings before breakfast. Everyone knelt around the kitchen 
table beside the benches, which Barney had built. 
Every day someone took a turn saying the prayer, 
rotating according to age, oldest to youngest. 
From that time on, the family never failed to have 
family prayer. 

The Nickel Game
Barry: Another thing we got going up there--

this was a$er Barney had died—my mother made 
a very courageous decision to continue to run the 
mill, and we were up there as a family, living to-
gether, trying to cut lumber. 

Colorful Language
Have you ever heard the expression, “He could 

cuss like a teamster?” When you work with work 
horses that expression is pretty easy to under-

stand. We worked around horses a lot. And horses 
needs to be talked to quite sternly sometimes with usually some pretty colorful 
language,“Bolley D____ you, put some strain on those traces!” Or Good H____ 
Tops I said get up!” !ese could have been typical expressions while the men and 
horses were skidding logs. Sometimes it sounded worse. Our family worked and 
associated right along with the mill crew. !e language was not real bad, but it 
did get colorful.

Cleaning Up the Speech
We had some pretty good adjectives we were starting to use quite a bit, and 

my mother wanted us to clean up the language, so we came up with a game called 
the nickel game. Don’t know who came up with the idea, but the rules of the 
game were that whenever a family member would catch another one saying a cuss 
word, the #rst one hearing the cuss word would holler “Nickel.” !at meant that 
the cursor would owe a nickel to the catcher. 

We kept a mental tally of who owed who. !e sisters racked up a lot of I owe 
U’s from the boys. I don’t think anyone got paid, but the game worked and it was 
a fun way to clean up the expressions.

Two Cents
M’Jean: At #rst the charge was “Two Cents.” A$er everyone made some 

progress, it was raised to a nickel. Bernie played the game, but Grandpa was not 

Susan, Marj, Baby 
Randy

Attending
birthday parties for 

neighbor girl

Neither Susan nor 
Randy would ever 

remember a time when 
there was not daily 

family prayer.



Targhee Ties   1025

really on board. He worked with the horses every day and 
called his rather mild expressions “American Slanguage.” 

Myrna and I were pretty young, and in fairly short or-
der our language was squeaky clean. But I had an expe-
rience prior to this time at Primary in Idaho Falls, when 
I found out that certain words we used all the time were 
actually considered by most people to be swear words. 
In Primary class I said a word that started with “D,” and 
the other girls said, that’s swearing. “D___?” I repeated. 
“!at’s not swearing. My mother says that all the time.”

By the end of that #rst summer, I think everyone’s lan-
guage had become quite respectable.

Line in the Sand
Barry: I think Marj was strong enough in the gospel, 

that she just simply drew a line in the sand and said, we’re 
not going to cross that line. And that line was, we go to 
church, we have family prayer, we pay our tithing, we do 
everything the Lord has told us to do. As I say, she dedicated herself to raising the 
family the way they should be raised, and she did a fantastic job of it.

School 1955

Towards the end of the summer, Marj would read in the Post Register the 
announcement of the start schedule for school districts up and down the 
valley. All too soon that time approached, and there had to be an empty 

feeling growing in the pit of her stomach. It wouldn’t be long now, and she would 
be le$ to manage without the boys. Alone with the girls and the little kids, there 
would still be all the chores to do, including taking care of the horses.

Barry had #nished grade school. Not only David, a junior, but Barry, now in 
ninth grade, would soon be leaving to attend school in Idaho Falls. He, too, would 
sleep on Grandma Knapp’s pull-out couch bed.

Barry: A$er I got past the 8th grade, there was no school for me in Island 
Park. So I moved—I went down and stayed with Grandma Knapp—that was 
Mabel. And Grandpa would be up there in his cabin staying alone, and his wife 
would be taking care of their house down in Idaho Falls, and they would see each 
other once in a while. I went down and stayed with her until the rest of the family 
moved down to Idaho Falls.

!eir mode of transportation varied, but the boys made it back to the sawmill 
on weekends and helped run the mill on Saturdays. Sundays they attended church 
with the family and made the trip back to Idaho Falls in the evening. Somehow the 
transportation was worked out for the weekend trips. 

Of course, David had been making those trips for the two years previous. But it 
was all new to Barry. On occasion, the train was the best option.

Myrna & M’Jean
“I found out that certain 
words we used all the time 
were actualy considered by 
most people to be swear 
words. 
Myrna and I were pretty 
young, and in fairly short 
order our language was 
squeaky clean.” (M’Jean)
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Riding on the Train
David: It was really exciting for a kid. I don’t think I came home riding the 

train. When it snowed they quit running the train. Made several train trips. !e 
depot was downtown. Later I would drive from Island Park to Idaho Falls with a 
load of lumber. 

Barry: I don’t remember much. I did travel by car. I did ride the train once—
glad I got to ride the train once. Have ridden down with Grandpa. A few times he 

asked me to drive. I remember that. 

Story: Train Ride

It was almost nine o’clock. It was especially exciting for everyone 
being out at the railroad tracks, anticipating the arrival of the train, 
when a family member was to get on board. 
David and Barry were experienced, when it came to flagging down 

the train. Barry knelt on the ground by the train tracks and put his ear 
next to the rail. 

“I can hear it,” he said. “Maybe feel it more that hear it. But it’s 
coming.” It wasn’t long before they could all hear it: the faint, far off 
rumble of the train. M’Jean and Myrna walked along the rails, quite 
expert from frequent practice. Three-year-old Susan was practically 
doing a dance back and forth across the tracks. David stood back from 
the tracks a little ways and inspected the few items of baggage, as he 
listened to last-minute instructions from Marj. Marj would be con-
cerned about the extra load it would be for her mother, cooking for 
her two boys. 

“There will be two of you now for Grandma to cook for. Try to be 
as helpful as you can.”  

“We will,” promised David.
“You both know how to do dishes. Be sure to make up your own 

bed.” Marj had been holding little Randy in her arms, but as he 
squirmed to get down, she set him on the ground. She reached in her 
pocket, pulled out several bills, and placed them in David’s hand. “This 
should take care of expenses for you and for Barry to get started in 
school. Don’t worry about paying Grandma for groceries. I’ll send her 
a check. Just be sure to help her.”

“We’ll be on our best behavior. And help.”
“One more thing, said Marj. “You must remember to go to the coal 

company and order coal for the furnace at the house. Arrange to be at 
the house when they deliver the coal.”

David bobbed his head a little. Yes, he would remember. 
Randy reached his arms up to David, who picked him up. “I’m go-

ing to miss you, little guy,” said David.
They looked around to see Bernie walking up behind them. 
“Hi,” he said, in his usual quiet fashion. He was carrying a lantern. 

He proceeded up the shallow embankment and stood beside Barry, 
who was looking intently up the tracks towards the timberline. Bernie 
grinned at him. “I thought I’d bring an extra lantern, just in case.” 

Barry was the first to spot the headlight of the engine. “There it 
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is,” he said. David and Marj moved up closer to the tracks. Everyone 
stared hard at the glimmer of light. 

Barry had never ridden on the train before, not as a real passenger. 
The fascination with trains for him and his siblings came with growing 
up 50 yards from the railroad tracks. For as long as they could remem-
ber, they had watched freight trains stop at the siding to drop off or 
pick up cars. David and Barry wasted no time in getting over to in-
vestigate the action, sometimes with a little sister in tow. The engineer 
would look down to see the two little boys staring up at him wistfully. 
Their curiosity would be rewarded with a ride in the engine. There 
were more dials, valves, and gauges than they could count. Sometimes 
they even got to blow the whistle.

Barry had plenty of memories of experiences he and David had 
had, some more pleasant than others, in hooking brief rides on freight 
cars. But to buy a ticket and ride in the seat of the passenger train was 
a brand new experience for Barry, and the ear-to-ear smile on his face 
betrayed his quiet excitement. He was glad he would be with David, 
now a veteran train traveler, having made the trip to Idaho Falls a few 
times when going to live with Grandma for school the previous two 
years. It was especially reassuring, considering the end of the ride, 
when they would get off the train late at night at the downtown depot 
and make their way to Grandma’s house on foot. 

The light shining through the narrow corridor in the forest grew 
brighter and brighter. 

“It’s probably reached Tom Creek by now,” said Bernie, 
glancing at Barry who nodded in agreement. Standing squarely be-
tween the rails, Barry switched on the lantern in his hand and began 
swinging it back and forth in a wide, slow arc across the tracks. The 
engine responded with two short toots of the whistle. Barry turned off 
the lantern and with a wry smile handed it to Bernie. He had flagged 
down the train several times before, but always for someone else. 
Tonight he took satisfaction in hearing the whistle answer his lantern’s 
beam, because he was the one for whom the conductor would be low-
ering the steps. He and David would climb aboard and join the city 
folks he had so often stared at through the train windows as it passed.

The noisy black engine billowed smoke as it slowly approached the 
siding, with wheels squealing and a great burst of steam hissing out 
onto the tracks. When it stopped, Barry looked up and saw a few faces 
peering out into the dark, probably looking for clues as to the reason 
for the stop. A door on one of the long, black cars opened, and the con-
ductor climbed down the steps onto the ground, followed by a porter. 

David and Barry hurried to the car as soon as they saw the door 
open, handed their few items of baggage to the porter, went up the 
steps and disappeared. The conductor signaled the engineer, who re-
sponded with a short toot of the whistle. Amid sounds of chugging and 
churning, the giant wheels of the engine began to roll forward. 

Whether or not the boys could see them waving, everyone on the 
ground waved anyway, as the train slowly moved down the tracks, 
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picked up speed, and finally disappeared in the distance. 
They continued watching for a moment before heading toward the 

house. There was not much chatter on the way. Susan, full of energy 
at more than an hour past her bedtime, was kicking the gravel with her 
boots. From out in the woods they heard the yelp of a coyote. Bernie 
bid Marj and the girls goodnight and walked towards his cabin. It was 
very comforting to Marj, knowing that he and her dad were close by.  

A solemn quietness had settled on Marj, and with scarcely a word 
she carried her now-sleeping baby into the house and lowered him into 
his crib. “I don’t think it makes sense to light the lantern this late,” she 
said. M’Jean and Myrna nodded in agreement.

Everyone made preparations for bed by flashlight. Marj helped 
Susan, her little bed partner, into her pajamas and boosted her into 
bed. The moment her head touched the pillow rambunctious Susan 
fell asleep.

Off in the distance, Marj heard the train whistle at the Eccles 
Siding crossing. It had a lonesome sound.  

It was in such quiet times that her mind would race, con-
templating the responsibility, the chores with only two little girls to 
help, the lonliness, the wildness of the forest, unknown factors like 
weather, car trouble on the aging vehicles, the good chance of the well 
going dry, and the bitter cold that would soon be coming.

She couldn’t think of all that—except the lonliness. Was Barney 
someplace where he could be aware of her and his little family? Hard. 
Yes it was hard, but he had taught her well. She had succeeded in 
running the sawmill business one summer. They had stayed afloat. 
Grateful for Dad and Bernie! How could she have managed without 
them? On the other hand, what would Dad have done without her?  
But she had done it! She could do it again!  

Now was another test. Getting through the fall and winter months. 
Looming ahead was the prospect of moving out. Would she know, 
as Barney always did, when it would be time to move? How did he 
know?  But he was always right.          

The future—would it always be so very hard? The one safety was 
being secure in the knowledge of what direction they were head-
ing.

The kids would eventually grow up. David only had one more year 
of high school after this. College. Of course, college. Barney wanted 
his boys to go to college and do more with an education than he had 
been able to do without one. “Look at David’s hands,” he would say. 
“He would make a fine doctor.” And missions. Barney had expressed 
to her the regret he felt that he never had a chance to serve a mission. 
Music had always been important to Barney. Somehow, she must con-
tinue with the music.

Growing up, life had been hard for Barney, but he had made some-
thing of himself. He was a successful business man, a self-taught schol-
ar and musician. He was a wonderful  husband and father.
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Persevering
The cold weather came, and soon. When snow fell, every chore—carrying 

water and wood, doing the wash, was much harder. !e clothes would freeze 
on the clothesline. Snow had to be shoveled o% the porch and woodpile, and 

there were no big brothers around to shovel. 

M’Jean: One day Myrna and I were shoveling snow o% the large back porch. 
We each had a shovel, and we were working in close proximity. I must have 
swerved around carelessly or something, because I hit Myrna in the head with 
my shovel. It was an accident, but I never quit feeling bad about it.

At night Marj would bank the #re in the #replace with two big logs. Two logs 
would keep each other burning all night long. First thing in the morning Marj 
would have to get up and get a #re going in the kitchen stove so she could cook 
breakfast. !e water buckets would have a thin sheet of ice on them. !e girls’ feet 
could never get used to getting out of a warm bed and hitting that cold linoleum. 
A$er getting dressed, the girls would help dress the little kids and get ready for 
school. 

!en there was the ten-mile drive to the school at Mack’s, with kids to pick up 
at the Ranger Station and at Ponds along the way. In the a$ernoon, Marj made the 
round trip again.

Randy John South 
First birthday, September 
18, 1955, 7 months after 
his father Barney died.
Next to the kitchen door 
are the two water buckets 
and wash basin. Early 
mornings there would be 
a thin sheet of  ice on the 
water buckets.
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Ice in Radiator
Marj: I remember one time I drove over in the car -- this was 
a$er Barney died -- it wasn’t on a moving day, but I just drove 

over in the car. And we hadn’t had enough antifreeze in the car. 
I had some but not enough, and it had frozen partially, not 

enough to break anything. I didn’t have enough experience 
with cars to know what was going on, and I got close to 

Ponds and all of a sudden I heard a clatter and a bang, 
and a bubbling and a boiling. 

!e ice had thawed out enough to start moving 
around, I guess, to make a clatter. Talk about a clatter!  
And I thought, “Oh, the motor is just going to pieces.” 
And we got water in the transmission of the car that 
year. And so it would freeze into position wherever 
you had it shi$ed; it would freeze there. So if you had 
it pulled up to the house and in low gear, you were in 
bad trouble. 

When we #nally learned what the deal was, we 
could always put it in reverse or pull it out where we 
could put it in low and just pull straight ahead. A$er 

you’d drive it a little ways it would thaw out and you 
could shi$ it any way you wanted to. 

When we got it down to the valley we #nally drained 
out all the stu%, put in new oil and got along just #ne. It was 

freezing up every night, you know.

When David and Barry went to school in Idaho Falls, the 
logging and sawmilling slowed to a minimal operation. On week-

ends, they came back to Island Park and worked with Bernie, who had 
put o% getting into college until winter semester. 

Long Days, Longer Nights
!e weekends seemed quite lively with the boys being home. During the week, 

the days seemed long and the evenings longer.

M’Jean: A$er the supper dishes were done and the little kids were in bed, 
Marj would carry the gas lantern into the living room from the kitchen. Myrna 
and I would curl up on the daveno, and Marj would read aloud. She read “Giant” 
by Edna Ferber, published in 1952. It was a pretty thick book, and she kept saying 
that it would get interesting—that it takes a while for a book to get interesting. We 
didn’t complain, but maybe we were a little restless,—don’t know—or just maybe 
she thought it was a slow moving book.

Weather Roulette
It was no doubt spooky for Marj to play the waiting game with the weather—

gauging the amount of snow that keeps thieves and vandals out without getting 
yourselves snowed in. It was the #rst winter move without Barney. She and the girls 
packed and got ready, the boys arrived home, and the timing worked out. 

Somehow the family made it through those tough moves. !e family was bless-
ed. Marj was blessed, and she gave credit where credit was due.

Marj, Woman of 
Faith

“Those were the golden 
years. Every evening 

was Family Home 
Evening.

My Heavenly Father 
heard my prayers and 

granted to me the 
guidance and direction 
I needed to carry on.” 

(Marj)
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Faith at the Sawmill
Marj wrote of her experiences, some of which took place during this peri-

od, and titled her writing “Faith at the Sawmill.”

Taught by Parents
Marj: My mother and father taught me to pray when I was a child. !ey 

taught me principles of the gospel--the importance of paying tithing, how essen-
tial it is to attend Sacrament Meeting regularly so we could partake of the sacra-
ment to renew the covenants we had made when we were baptized and about the 
great and wonderful blessing of having the companionship of the Holy Ghost and 
etc. I knew about all the major events in the Old Testament, !e New Testament 
and the Book of Mormon. All of this furnished a foundation which I really need-
ed all the rest of my life. 

Married  a Sawmill Man
When I was married I moved up to the sawmill in the Targhee National Forest 

which was owned and operated by my husband and his brothers. Insurance com-
panies classify logging as the most dangerous occupation and sawmilling is about 
third down the list. 

Two Boys - Close Calls - Accidents
It didn’t seem to take long before I had two little boys of my own out working 

every day in that dangerous work. !ey were either carrying the measuring stick 
or riding the skid horse or carrying water canteens. As they grew bigger their re-
sponsibilities became bigger also. At night we would hear stories of the close calls 
around the dinner table--there were hundreds of them and some accidents. Every 
summer several trips would have to be made out to a Doctor to have someone 
sewn up or patched up. Both little boys had their turns and bear their scars. One 
hired man had a leg shattered while he was working in the woods, and it took a 
year for him to get so he could walk on that leg again. 

Deaths of Charlie, Barney
!e boys had an uncle who was killed at the mill. My husband died about 7 

years later. His death was not by accident. 

Learned to Pray
It was during these years I really learned how to pray. We all did. All the crew 

members who ate in the kitchen and all our family would kneel at our chairs 
around the table for the prayer. We took turns saying the prayer and everyone 
knew in advance when his or her turn was. !ose prayers were earnest and sin-
cere and some of them were very inspiring. Some of the young men who partic-
ipated in these prayers had never prayed before. One had never been in a church 
before, yet he is the Bishop of the Eighteenth ward in Idaho Falls today. !ose 
young men #lled missions. Each one was encouraged by the others. 

Every Evening Family Home Evening
!ose were the golden years. Isolated as we were--we worked hard together. 

We played and sang and read together. Every evening was Family Home Evening. 

Answered Prayers
When I look back it seems to me that during those years at the sawmill I 

learned “in practice” what I had learned when I was a child “in theory.” My 
Heavenly Father heard my prayers and granted to me the guidance and direction 
I needed to carry on. !ere were so many people dependent on the decisions He 
helped me to make. How did we ever accomplish the things we did--missions, 
school and music on the meager income we could accumulate in our shortened 
season of work? He heard our prayers. !ere is power in prayer. 
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Woman of Faith

Marj, young widow, with Baby Randy
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The Golden Years

“Those were the Golden Years,” she recalled.

Marj was remarkable! A young widow, who had lost 
her husband whom she idolized and depended on, 

she was now on her own with six young children. 
What a reflection of her character to make the best 

of her circumstances and go forward with faith.

Returning with her family year after year to live 
in the forest, under primitive conditions, she 
ran a logging and sawmill operation with only 

her two teenage sons, her brother, and her el-
derly father to do the dangerous work. 

How remarkable that she, in her little essay enti-
tled “Faith at the Sawmill,” could pronounce this 

period of time in their lives as the “Golden Years.”  

Those “Golden Years,” however, were 
laced with challenges and hard times.
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Trials, Tears, Trust
Marj would say to me over, and over, and over, “Trust in the Lord 

and leave your little life to Him.”-Susan

Barney was a hard working, smart, e"cient businessman, and he had provid-
ed well for his family. In recent years they had known a measure of pros-
perity Marj probably never dreamed possible. In Idaho Falls they had a new 

home. When they went to Island Park, they had a new home there, also. And had 
no debt. Marj must have felt rich.

Marj also knew what it was to be poor—poor in grade school, poor in high 
school, poor in college. But she had always determined to stand on her own. Rather 
than to accept favors, she would go without. While at Ricks, how many formal so-
cial activities she missed because she had no appropriate dress to wear, even when 
it was o%ered!

Money
When it came to money, Barney was pretty generous with his kids. He believed 

in the kids working but getting compensated. Even responsibilities like keeping 
the woodbox full, practicing piano, picking up nails, and catching mice were paid 
endeavors. At Ponds Lodge Barney would readily shell out change for the kids to 
buy a candy bar or a soda pop. 

David: Barney gave me generous amounts of money. In junior high, I bought 
my lunch or dinner at Fred’s Café almost daily. I spent seven or eight dollars a 
week, while other kids only bought an occasional twenty-#ve cent hamburger. 
!at made quite a di%erence in my life, and my dad sometimes talked about it. 
He’d say, “Well, the reason you have money to spend is because you work hard all 
summer. It’s not that you haven’t earned it. It’s just the family business. We work 
hard, we play hard and we split what we earn.” 

Reduced Family Income
Of course, that changed when my dad died. I discovered that I had to be far 

more careful with money, since the generous allowance my dad had provided 
was no longer available. Our family income was now reduced to Social Security 
bene#ts for the children and some money from rental property. In Idaho Falls, 
Barney had built a small house that we lived in for a while. When we moved into 

Chapter 100

Marjorie South
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a larger home, we rented the small one. Fortunately, these prop-
erties, while not elaborate, were paid for. Barney didn’t like debt, 
so we had very little of it. 

Job - Chasing
While still in high school, I began working evenings at 

Hammon Motors. I suspect Blair Hammon, the owner of this 
dealership, felt sorry for me because I was just sixteen and the 
son of a widow. So I became chief &unky. I greased cars, #xed 
&ats, ran errands, delivered vehicles, swept the shop — all the 
gopher assignments. 

With my earnings, I bought gas for the car and some grocer-
ies and helped keep the family a&oat. Although we had to play 
it close and tight, I never felt poor. We just didn’t spend a lot.

Yet, because I earned the money, I got to do all the chasing 
I wanted. I traveled around town, visited girls’ and guys’ hous-
es. We went to movies and organized roller-skating parties and 
dress-up dinners. Some of these activities were church related, 
some were not, but they were all fun.

Independent Spirit
Financial challenges became a constant concern for Marj, 

but she remained resolved to take care of her family without outside assistance. !e 
kids became quickly aware of the need to help out and to be frugal. 

Financial Crisis & Test of Strength
A #nancial crisis loomed ahead just eleven months a$er Marj became a widow, 

when Barney’s mother, Hannah South, passed away. !e ensuing property settle-
ment case, involving legal hearings, tried her to the depths. 

Death of Hannah South
Hannah died of a  heart attack on January 31, 1956, at age 79. Although 

strong physically, for some time she had su%ered from dementia or alz-
heimers.  

She acquired the condition when she was young enough that her grandchil-
dren never knew her as the special, wonderful lady others had known.

 Barney had had a special kinship with his mother. Although studious like his 
father, he was practical like his mother. Ever since being married, Marj had lived 
very near her mother-in-law, and she admired her greatly.

Marj: It was she who was a wonderful example to me. !e fruit she sweated 
over a hot stove to can she would gladly share. !e quilts she quilted and the rugs 
she braided and the pillow slips she embroidered she gave away one right a$er 
another with no conditions in the giving.

Zelma: Mother made beautiful lace for the bottom of slips, pillow cases, doi-
lies, scarves, tablecloths, bed spreads, afghans, shawls, and lace for dainty hand-
kerchiefs.

Dot: To me, Mother was a beautiful woman. She was meticulous in her ap-
pearance, stood straight and tall; she kept our home clean and tidy. I never re-

David
“I had to be far more 
careful with money. 
Although we had to 

play it close and tight 
I never felt poor. We 

just didn’t spend a lot.” 
(David)
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member her leaving dishes on the table, but she washed them immedi-
ately. She was a gentle, kind person. 

Glenna: You know, Grandma—it’s sad that we remember her 
when she got old, because her mind wasn’t clear, and she got re-
ally strange, actually. My gosh. And I think it’s sad that we don’t 
remember more about the younger days. Cause Mom talks 
about Grandma was a very good cook, and she was pret-
ty—real pretty. And it’s kinda sad, too, because actually, she 
started—she got kinda old fast, it seems to me, like. 

Donna: Tell about how Grandma went around and 
helped all the sick.

Ruth: Yes, that’s what they said. Some of the ladies 
that know Grandma in Randolph said that when she was 
in Randolph she was always helping somebody. She was just 
the kind of a person that was just doing for other people all 
the time. And Grandma was that way. I wish you kids could 
have remembered her more, before.

Grandma South was a hard worker. And she was a real pret-
ty, neat woman. 

And then Grandma, a$er she got older, she had a hard time. She 
had a big goiter, and she wasn’t the same a$er they took that goiter out. 
It a%ected her some way, and as she got older, she had a hard time.

She was up here in the mental hospital [probably Wyoming State Hospital, 
Evanston] for a while. And I went up there one day to see her, and she looked so 
pitiful, and they weren’t taking care of her like they ought to, and I brought her 
home. 

And she kept wanting to go to Randolph, and she’d run 
away. And I really had a time with her—just had to watch 
her every minute, you know.  

I had her over here for I don’t know how long. She was 
here quite a little while, and it got to where I just couldn’t 
take care of her. I couldn’t keep her, you know. She’d just run 
me to death. She was bound and determined she was going 
to Randolph. And if I didn’t watch her for a few minutes, 
I’d catch her way down the street, headed for Randolph. I 
really had a time with her for a while. It was sad, and I really 
felt bad about it.

And then they took her over to Blackfoot, and she was 
there for a while, and she died there. 

Committed to Mental Hospital 
Hannah’s oldest granddaughter, Elayne Tate Bybee 

and her husband, Warren, had been living with Hannah 
in the apartment house. Warren, who had been appoint-
ed Hannah’s guardian, had her committed to the mental 
institution in Blackfoot.

Sad Visit
M’Jean: Marj went to visit Grandma in the hospital in 

Blackfoot and came home feeling sad. She told us how they 
had her strapped in her bed.

Death Claims Hannah South, 79 
Obituary written by Elayne Bybee

Mrs. Hannah Corless South, longtime 
Idaho Falls resident, died Tuesday of a heart attack 
while eating dinner.  A resident of Idaho Falls area 
since 1923, Mrs. South was born April 2, 1876, in 
Randolph, Utah, where she lived for many years. 
She was married to Samuel Rich South in the Salt 
Lake City LDS Temple Nov. 10, 1899. They cele-
brated their golden wedding anniversary a week 
before he died in 1949. 

 After coming to Idaho, the couple established 
and operated the South Lumber Mill in Island 
Park. Later they built an apartment house and 
small lumber yard on Ada Ave. in Idaho Falls.

Active in the LDS Church, she at one time was 
president of the Relief Society. Three sons preced-
ed her in death, Charlie, Allen and Bernard.

Survivors include a son, L.S. South, Evanston, 
Wyo.; three daughters, Mrs. Elgie Larson, 
Randolph, Utah; Mrs. Zelma Schwartz, Natick, 
Mass, and Mrs. Dorothy Hackworth, St. Anthony; 
two daughters-in-law, Mrs. B.E. South and Mrs. 
Dorothy Burns, Idaho Falls;  23 grandchildren in-

cluding Mrs. Elayne Bybee, Idaho Falls, and 
13 great grandchildren. (Post Register)

Hannah Corless South
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Funeral
Hannah’s funeral was held in the beautiful Randolph Tabernacle 

which the Souths had helped build. She is pictured in the group at its 
dedication.

Speaker –Nephew G. Willard Peart
I am grateful on this occasion for this privilege. Aunt Hannah was very 

close to me. You who knew this good lady know that she would like to 
have been a mother to all she was around. !ere was nothing in the world 
that she would not do for you. She worked her life away for the principles 
she knew to be right. For her brothers and sisters, her family, friends and 
neighbors whenever she could go, she would go to them in their time 

of need and help them. Is it any wonder that they sang that song 
at her request, put your shoulder to the wheel. All her life she 

tried to be of service to anyone and everyone. 
I remember when I was a little boy and Aunt Hannah lived 

across the street. I used to follow her around and ask her ques-
tions, and then she would take me up on her knee and tell me 
a story. And when we were sick she would come and take care 

of us. I don’t know what we would have done without 
her when my mother had to go to Logan for an op-
eration. She le$ her home and came and lived with us 
and took care of us. And that is the way it has always 
been on every occasion, not only with her own family, 
but with everybody. 

Trials
Back when Barney and Charlie built the apartment house for 

their parents, Sam and Hannah, at 928 Ada, Sam’s brother, 
Will, built a smaller apartment house at 1355 Mound. 

David: !e day came when Uncle Will became too weary, I guess, 
to continue on, and he asked Samuel and Hannah to take it o% his 
hands. !ey purchased his place. It was really rather rough carpenter 
work and the place was not too neat. 

Will went to live with his daughter Sarah and her husband 
Albert Brough in Trenton, Utah, and died 2 ½ weeks later on No-
vember 24, 1941 at the age of 80.

Sam and Hannah Deeded Apartment Houses 
to Barney, Charlie

David: One day [June 3, 1948] Samuel and Hannah went down to 
Gilbert St. Clair’s o"ce in Idaho Falls and signed papers to the e%ect 
that the apartment house on Ada Avenue was to be Barney’s upon their 
death subject to his paying approximately $1250 dollars apiece to Ren, 
Elgie, Zelma, and Dot. !ey signed papers to the e%ect that the proper-
ty on Mound Avenue was to be Charlie’s free of all encumbrances upon 
the event of their death. 

Funeral
Funeral services for Hannah 

South, 79, long time resident of Idaho 
Falls who died Tuesday, were conduct-
ed Saturday at the Randolph LDS 
Ward Chapel. Bishop Lynn McKinnon 
officiated. Hubert Hackworth offered 
the family prayer; Hiram J. Norris 
gave the invocation; Veloe Jackson, 
the obituary; and Patriarch William T. 
Rex, the benediction.

Speakers were Bishop Willard Peart, 
Earl Stuart and Bishop McKinnon. 
Prelude and postlude music was pro-
vided by Deana Jones who also ac-
companied the Randolph Ward Choir 
in two numbers. Marjean Tate in 
a  vocal solo, and Gwen Hanney and 
Hyrum Thompson in a vocal duet were 
accompanied by Gale Argyle. Kathleen 
Thornock and Thelma McKinnon pre-
sented an organ and piano duet.

Pallbearers were Dan, Burton, and 
David South, Bob Tate, Gene Jones 
and Warren Bybee. Flower arrange-
ments were under the direction of the 
Randolph Relief Society presidency.

During the interment at the 
Randolph Cemetery, Jack A. Wood Sr., 
offered the dedicatory prayer. Funeral 

arrangements were under the direc-
tion of Wood Funeral Home.

G. Willard Peart

Lovely Hannah 
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Sons Preceded Parents in Death
Charlie died the following month. Barney’s father passed away about a year and 

a half later. In just a little over #ve years a$erwards, Barney was gone, also. No one 
could have foreseen that these sons would not outlive their parents. Upon Hannah’s 
death, the two apartment houses became property of two widows, both with young 
children.        

Courthouse records:

May 27, 1936: Ed Ellsworth and Edwina Ellsworth sold to William R. South Lot 7, Block 85 of 
Riverside Edition -- Address connected to 1355 Mound 
Nov 7, 1941: Samuel and Hannah South bought from William South lot 7, block 85—1355 Mound.

Jul 1, 1935 Hannah bought from George Bird Lots 37&38, block 80 -$100.00
Jun 3, 1948 Barney given from Sam & Hannah lots 37&38, block 80—love and affection
Jun 3, 1948 Charles given from Sam and Hannah lot 7, block 85-1355 Mound –love and affection
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Legal Battle
However, there was a settlement dispute. !ere was a suit #led against Marj, 

and a legal battle ensued. Getting through the ordeal which followed was wrench-
ing. It tested her to the very core. 

M’Jean: Only later when we became older, did we children come to realize 
and appreciate how much strength of character she displayed: to move on with-
out rancor, where it would have been easy to plant seeds of bitterness. Due to her 
valor, we cherish our solid relationship with relatives.

Tears
Marj was tender hearted. She also possessed a quiet toughness and had 

incredible inner strength. She faced her problems head on with faith, 
courage, and determined cheerfulness.

Except during a sad movie scene, it was rare for any of her children to see her 
shed tears. 

Feisty little Susan, with whom Marj spent so much time during those #rst years 
a$er Barney’s departure, probably witnessed more quiet moments of struggle and 
grief than the rest.

Susan: We went back and forth to our residences for the #rst quite a few 
years of my life. We spent part of the year in Island Park, Idaho, and part of the 
year in Idaho Falls, Idaho. And this was at our home in Idaho Falls. And I know I 

was really young. I just don’t know how young. Our address was 955 Ada Avenue. 

Sunny Kitchen - Breakfast
!is happened in the morning, a sunny morning in the kitchen. 
We didn’t have a lot of money, and our breakfasts were kinda boring. !ey 

were cracked wheat cereal most mornings. I loved it whenever we had lumpy 
cornmeal cereal or, even, I think, cream of wheat or ANYTHING else but cracked 

Marj
“I remember looking 
back, discreetly, and 
I was observing her 

gaze out that window. 
And it seemed distant, 

and there were tears 
rolling down her cheek 

and dropping into the 
dishwater.” (Susan)
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wheat cereal. I hated cracked wheat cereal. Anyway, it was a sunny morning in the 
kitchen in there. And this was recalling an almost daily ritual, which was unique 
to me and my mother. 

Alone at the Table
Everybody else would have eaten and le$ the table. But I would still be sitting 

there with my bowl of cereal in front of me and expected to eat it. And as long as 
there was something for her to do in the kitchen, I’d have to stay there in front of 
my bowl of cereal. And she always thought I was going to take some more bites. 
But I don’t think I ever did. 

Washing the Dishes
I was seated at the end of our oblong, metal table--if I remember correctly, 

that table was kind of a gray color on top—with my back to her. Because she was 
at the sink washing dishes looking out the window that was in front—just in front 
and above the sink. And it was facing the sunny south side of the house. I would 
sometimes turn to take a look at what she was doing, because I wanted to get rid 
of the cereal. I would see if she was still there. I would see if she was paying any 
attention to me. I would try to see if there was ANY opportunity for me to be able 
to dispose of the cold, nasty cereal in my blue bowl. 

Tears in Dishwater
But once I remember looking back, discreetly, and I was observing her gaze 

out that window. And it seemed distant, and there were tears rolling down her 
cheek and dropping into the dishwater. And I felt like it was a pretty private mo-
ment and that I shouldn’t make a sound or make any mention of it. She seemed 
pretty vulnerable at that time. And most of the time that I remember at that time 
in my life, she’d—towards me was always the enforcer—you know, eat your cereal, 
do this, don’t do that. 

Pivotal Moment
Anyway, it was a pivotal moment for me, because as I watched her weeping, 

it made me realize the weight of things on her 
and the hard challenges that she was fac-
ing in life. And it was a paradigm shi$ that 
took place that day for me that altered how 
I viewed our mother. 

Shared Bedroom – Marj Praying
And there would be many times to come 

when I would glimpse her in private mo-
ments—because, we shared a bedroom—
we shared a bed. And she, she would go in 
the bedroom, o$en. And she would kneel in 
prayer. Multiple times during the day, and 
so I’d be going to go into the bedroom, and 
I’d open the door. I got so I kinda opened it 
a little crack to see if she was praying before 
I’d go in. And she o$en was. 

And the reason I called it our bedroom 
was because we shared a bedroom. She used 
to call me her bed partner. And it was expe-
dient that we share a room, because David 
and Barry shared a bedroom; M’Jean and 
Myrna shared a bedroom. I honestly can’t 
remember where Randy had his private 
spot, but anyway, Marj and I shared a bed-
room.

Susan
“We shared a bedroom. 
She would go in the 
bedroom, often. And she 
would kneel in prayer. 
Multiple times during 
the day, and so I’d be 
going to go into the 
bedroom, and I’d open 
the door. I got so I kinda 
opened it a little crack to 
see if  she was praying 
before I’d go in. And she 
often was.” (Susan)
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Trust
The apartment house had been built very quickly by Barney and Charlie for 

their parents in severe depression times. Sam and Hannah had no home of 
their own, and it was no longer feasible for them to winter at Island Park 

Siding. !ey spent the winter of 1935 in the two-room log cabin on the back of the 
property during construction. Initially there was no indoor plumbing in the apart-
ment house, but it was later added.

David: Shortly a$er Barney died, Hannah Corless South, Barney’s mother, 
died. We inherited her home that consisted of #ve apartments.

!is 5-unit apartment house, you have to remember that it was not too much 
of an apartment house. It was made out of logs, and the main &oor had plastered 
walls in it. !ere were two apartments on the main &oor. In the basement was 
an area for utilities and for furnace and two apartments down there. But those 
apartments were sectioned o% by 2x4 studs covered with cardboard. And then 
upstairs was another apartment made with the 2x4 studs covered with cardboard. 

Remodeled Apartment House
Marj, my mother, then borrowed four thousand dollars at the bank. She used 

that money to hire a neighboring contractor, who remodeled what we dubbed 
“!e Apartment House” into three, nice rental units. 

M’Jean: !e Goodwin Brothers, who lived in our ward, were the contrac-
tors—really good guys. Gene Goodwin was in the bishopric. !e bishopric did a 
great job of befriending David and Barry and looking out for our family. 

David: !ey made one basement apartment and plastered it, and one up-
stairs apartment. !e main &oor was consolidated into one apartment also. !ey 
provided income for the family and work experience for my brother Barry and 
me. When renters moved, we cleaned, painted and repaired.

Barry & David
In choir robe and 
graduation gown. 

Both boys had private 
vocal lessons, sang 

in quartet festivals at 
church, and choirs at 

school. 

In the background is 
the apartment house 
Barney and Charlie 

had built for their 
parents.

“Marj borrowed four 
thousand dollars at 

the bank to hire a 
neighboring

 contractor, who 
remodeled it into 
three, nice rental 

units. They provided 
income for the family 

and work
 experience for my 
brother Barry and 
me. When renters 

moved, we cleaned, 
painted and 

repaired.” (David)
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“Fields and Flocks”
M’Jean: Keeping the apartment house rented 

was di"cult, especially during the times when we 
were in Island Park. Whenever it was vacant, not 
only was it losing money, the possibility of vandal-
ism was worrisome.

I remember when the two largest apartments 
had been vacant for some time, and Marj was not 
having any success in getting them rented. 

Her constant prayer was for help and guidance. 
She determined to take counsel given in the Book 
of Mormon to “cry unto Him in your #elds and 
over your &ocks” and put her trust in the Lord. 
She went across the street and went in the apart-
ment house to pray over what she considered her 
“#elds and &ocks.” While she was praying, a family 
showed up to see the apartments and rented the 
main &oor. While she was showing the apartment, 
another family came and rented the basement.

Music – Sacrifice 
& Diligence

Marj was determined to carry out the de-
sires of both Barney and herself to see 
to it their children had music in their 

lives. Having never had the opportunity for for-
mal training themselves, they were both self taught. It was not to be that way for the 
kids. !e sacri#ce would be made.

Piano, Violin, Viola
Betty Benthin Petree, M’Jean’s wonderful piano teacher, discovering that Myr-

na had great musical talent, eagerly took her on as a student soon a$er she began 
teaching M’Jean. She generously awarded a scholarship to M’Jean, which meant 
Marj was paying for only one lesson instead of two. 

Responsibility rests on the Parent
Marj well understood that for children to succeed in their music training, the 

responsibility rests primarily on the parent. !ere was never a more faithful and 
responsible parent than Marj. !e girls never missed a lesson and were usually 
pretty well prepared. Even though there were no lessons during the summer, reg-
ular practice continued, and they progressed quickly and performed in the annual 
festivals and recitals. 

!ey also received some string instruction from Betty and at school and had 
opportunities to participate in both school and civic orchestras.

David and Barry took voice lessons, participated in choirs and musicals at 
school. David was choir president and played Og the Leprechaun in Finian’s Rain-
bow. !ey sang in quartets. Barry was a frequent soloist. 

Myrna, Barry, M’Jean, 
Marj (peering through the 
window.)
Marj understood that 
for children to succeed 
in their music training, 
the responsibility rests 
primarily on the parent. 
There was never a more 
faithful and responsible 
parent than Marj.
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The Boys, The Girls &
“The Little Kids”
 It would be pretty sad if the new generation isn’t 

an improvement on the old one. -Marj

The South family continued to return each spring to Island Park to run the 
sawmill. In the words of Barney, it was a great place to raise a family. Except 
for the onslaught of spring mosquitoes, it was always refreshing to be back 

in the pines. !e other things spring brought were the beautiful &owers and the 
persistent rain. 

Again Bernie and Grandpa were at the sawmill and in the woods with David 
and Barry. One of the #rst tasks in spring was to go get the horses from the winter 
range where Ariel Petersen kept the horses.

Bernie: A$er I was home from the army, Marj had a horse named Bolley. 
Last time I went there with David and Barry, Ariel Petersen called and said your 
horses are in the stockyards, and this Bolley mare had a colt. I had to rassle it 
around to get it in the truck. I’d put a rope on the colt and rode a bicycle across the 
tracks and broke it to lead. !e next year it was gone, probably stolen. 

Barry: One of our mares had a colt one spring. We named the colt Zorro 
and had a lot of fun teaching him and watching him grow. Just when he was get-
ting big enough to start doing some work, somebody must have stolen him. He 
disappeared, and we never got him back. I remember I felt pretty bad about that. 

The Getting Dressed Problem
Marj was a very young widow, and she had some very young children. !e 

four oldest were mostly self su"cient and spent their days contributing 
to running the business and the household. David and Barry were in the 

woods or at the sawmill. M’Jean and Myrna worked at all the domestic chores. 
But the two “Little Kids” needed attention from their mother. Susan was two 

when Barney died, and Randy was only 5 months old. 
Susan was a delightful child, independent and full of the dickens. Marj was 

pretty startled when she discovered her on top of the upright piano at 7 months. 
At 9 months she was walking. When she awoke from her nap, she would stand up 

Chapter 101
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in the crib, crawl over 
the side, and fall on the 
&oor. 

!en she began to 
talk. Marj heard coy 
Susan declare, “I a in-
nocent child.” Even as 
feisty as she was, how-
ever, she would cry if 
anyone called her “ti-
ger.”

Randy was more 
docile. He would wake 
up in his crib and say, 
“Marj, I awake,” and 
patiently wait for her 
to li$ him out. He was 
cheerful and good na-
tured. 

But he didn’t like 
anyone other than his 
mother getting him 
dressed, and he would 
put up a terrible #ght 
when anyone tried. 

One of the big-
gest daily challenges 
was getting everyone 
up and fed so the guys 
could start work on 
time at 8:00.

Barry: Marj 
had to get up and 
get the #re going, 
and the house 
heated up and get 
breakfast going. 
!at was quite a 
job for the mother. 
Kids had to build 
the #re a lot of 
times, but a lot of 
times it was hard 
to get the kids up 
in the morning 
that early.

Barry, Randy, David South
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While Marj and the girls worked 
on breakfast, it fell to the boys to get 
the little kids dressed. 

Buffaloed His Brothers
David: It’s mid summer 1956 

and we are all — Marj and her brood 
— living as a family unit in our Island 
Park cabin. We had a very speci#c 
routine. !e family would get up at 
the same time. Marj, M’Jean, and 
Myrna would start cooking breakfast. 
I’d get Susan up and dressed; Barry 
would get Randy up and dressed. 
We’d all pitch in and help with break-
fast. !en Barry and I would go out 
to work. 

Well, there was a short period 
where Randy had been sick. We 
hadn’t been getting him up early in 
the morning. And a$er the rest had 
had breakfast and we’d gone to work, 
then Marj would go in and get him 
up. He really got to liking that. 

Threw a Tantrum
When he got well again it was time to go back to the old routine. Barry went to 

get him up in the morning and he threw such a #t that he wouldn’t let Barry dress 
him. And I mean he threw a tantrum that was a real tantrum! He screamed and 
hollered and fought like a two-year-old demon. Barry #nally gave up. !e next 
morning, the same temper tantrum got repeated. On the third day, I asked Barry 

if he would like to trade jobs. Barry was only too happy to make the switch, 
“Okay! Good luck!”

The Fight Began
I went in and woke Randy — and the #ght began! Had I not witnessed 

it, I would not have believed that a two-year-old could put up such a strug-
gle. Randy straightened and sti%ened his arms, making it impossible to get 
them into a shirt without breaking them. So I gave up on the shirt and began 
struggling to get his pants on. With that done, I again tried to get his shirt on. 
Meanwhile, Randy managed to squirm, wiggle and kick his way out of the 
pants.

But I persisted, and Randy just kept screaming and hollering. 
Meanwhile, Marj walked around tight-lipped. Mom knew she had to stay 

out of it or getting Randy dressed would become her job. 
Well, I #nally succeeded — but at what price? What should have been an 

easy, pleasant — even fun — chore was just too hard.

Too Late to Fight
I had a new plan for the following day. I never bothered waking Randy. I 

got him almost all dressed before he woke enough to begin struggling. When 
he realized what was happening, he started #ghting, but by then it was too late. 
He was dressed. I continued doing it that way till Randy accepted that he was 
going to be wakened and dressed whether he wanted to or not. !en he was all 
smiles, and our mornings together really did become fun.

Randy & Susan
Susan was pretty rough with 
her little brother. Randy was 

naturally quite mild natured, but 
he toughened up as he learned to 

stick up for himself.
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“Who Do You Love?”
Marj wanted her toddlers to know they had a daddy. She would hold them on 

her knee and ask, “Who do you love?” !eir energetic reply was “Barney Daddy!”
Susan was pretty rough with her little brother. Randy was naturally quite 

mild-natured, but he toughened up as he learned to stick up for himself.

Susan Left at Ponds
Whenever the family stopped at Ponds, the kids would scatter. When it was 

time to leave, they would be gathered up from the store, the curio shop, the comic 
book nook, or they might be staring at Polly Parrot’s cage or playing shu'eboard. 

One time Susan was le$ behind at Ponds. Supposedly everyone was in the car, 
and they headed out. !ey were part way home when Marj realized that Susan was 
missing and went back for her. Someone had her in tow in the souvenir shop. Marj 
was amazed at herself for getting that far down the road before missing such a little 
noisebox.

Susan: A nice lady in the gi$ shop just kept me company until Marj came 
back for me.

On another occasion, for Marj and the kids, the trip home from Ponds turned 
out to be an unforgettable adventure. 

Story: Things that Go Moo in the Dark

Marj had been in the curio shop talking with Elizabeth 
Pond for quite a while. Elizabeth was attractive and 
petite, very pleasant and cocked her head a little 

when she laughed. She and Marj had several similarities and 
a common bond: They had called these woods home for many 
years, had raised families here. Their husbands had hunted to-
gether, done business together, and had been good friends. A 
sincere friendship had developed between Marj and Elizabeth 
also.

“I guess it’s time to round up my kids and go home,” said Marj.
“Marj, I’m afraid I have talked your ear off tonight, said Elizabeth. 

“What a treat to have someone to talk with for a change.” 
Marj looked surprised. “You are surrounded with people all day 

long here at the lodge. If you’re not in the post office or store, you’re 

Ponds Lodge
With frequently buying 
groceries and picking up 
the mail at Ponds, Marj 
might not be surprised 
at leaving a child 
behind, but what 
puzzled her was how 
could she not notice the 
absence of  the noisiest 
one?
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here in the curio shop.” 
“Marj, getting someone’s mail 

or selling someone an Indian doll 
is not talking, not really,” said 
Elizabeth. “And you know how 
quiet Horace is.”

“I always enjoy talking with 
you, too,” said Marj.

They both suddenly became 
aware of how dark it had become.

Marj glanced over at the 
display case where Susie had 
Randy in tow. Both were staring 
through the glass at the variety 
of dolls, tomahawks, and fuzzy 
Yellowstone bears. Smiling down 
at the little scene, Marj took each 
child by the hand and said, “It’s 
time to go.” 

“Marj, so here you are again, 
driving over that rough road at 
night with all these little kids,” 
said Elizabeth. “I worry about 
what could happen out there in 
those woods.” 

“I might be nervous if it weren’t 
for the kids,” said Marj, as they 
moved towards the doorway. 

“The kids!” Elizabeth said in 
astonishment. “What help could they be if you ran into trouble?” 

“Not much help,” replied Marj, “but they are company, very good 
company, in fact. And I just don’t worry much when they are with me. 
Goodbye, Elizabeth.” 

“Goodbye, and be careful, Marj!” Elizabeth called after her. 
M’Jean and Myrna were at the comic book rack reading “Little 

Lulu” and “Wonder Woman.” Along with Marj and the little kids, they 
walked out to the car.

Moments later the blue ’46 Chev had left behind the lodge, with 
its bright lights. They crossed the Buffalo River Bridge, passed the 
Ranger Station, and turned onto the 4-mile dirt road to the sawmill.

Total Darkness

There was plenty of chatter as they drove along, winding around 
the twists and turns of the bumpy road. They had just come to one of 
those familiar bends when suddenly the headlights went out. As they 
became enveloped in blackness, Marj brought the car to an abrupt 
halt. 

“What happened? Why did you turn off the lights?” asked Myrna. 
Marj’s response sounded puzzled. “I didn’t turn off the lights. They 

just went off.” She pushed and pulled on the light control knob a cou-
ple of times. No use. “I think we blew a fuse,” she said.

Randy & Susan
Marj wanted her toddlers 
to know they had a daddy. 

She would hold them on 
her knee and ask, “Who do 
you love?” Their energetic 
reply was “Barney Daddy!”
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“A fuse? In a car?” asked M’Jean in amazement. “Can you fix it?” 
“You don’t fix a fuse; it has to be replaced,” Marj answered. She 

reached over and opened the glove compartment. “We’re in luck,” she 
said, cheerfully. “We have a flashlight.” She turned it on. A dim beam 
shone in the darkness. “Oh-oh, the batteries are weak.” 

Dim Flashlight

She opened her door and stepped out onto the dirt road. “You kids 
stay inside. I’m going to walk down the road a little ways and see if we 
are close to that big rocky mud hole. I don’t think we passed it.”

The kids sat in total darkness. In a few moments Marj was back in 
the car. “It’s just ahead of us,” she said. 

Needing both hands to put the engine in gear, she put the flashlight 
in her lap, then held it out the window as she drove. At first the light 
provided visibility several feet in front of the car, but soon it became 
dimmer. She switched it off as the car continued to move forward. “I’ll 
have to conserve battery power if we are to make it home.” 

Driving by Memory

Driving down this rough, narrow, winding road lined with trees on 
both sides in daylight required careful attention. Driving it at night by 
memory seemed impossible. The alternative of spending a cold, anx-
ious night in these woods loomed in her mind. Everyone, even the little 
kids, was quiet as the car crept along in the dark. 

At intervals Marj turned on the flashlight. The meager illumination 
of the road ahead provided a limited view of its curvature, along with 
the most immediate rocky bumps and deep ruts, and gave a hint of 
where they were located along the route. Marj would drive as far as 
her memory would serve, stop and shine the light down the road, then 
turn off the flashlight and drive in the dark again. 

After following this pattern for what seemed like a very long time, 
and after maneuvering around several rocky dips and sharp twists, 
Marj announced, The worst is behind us, and it’s a good thing—
there’s not much juice left in these batteries. “This stretch of the road 
is straight for quite a ways.” 

Critter in the Road

The car moved along in the dark for some time, giving the flashlight 
batteries time to charge up a bit. Suddenly Marj stopped the car and 
flipped the flashlight switch. The light did not go on. She flipped the 
switch back and forth and shook the flashlight a little. The light came 
on, brighter than before, and as Marj directed its beam straight ahead, 
she gasped. “Heavens to Betsy! A cow!”

Lying right in the middle of the road, smack in front of the bumper, 
was indeed a cow. “Another couple feet and we’d have run right into 
it,” she said. 

Surprised and excited, the kids watched wide-eyed as the cow, 
rather lazily, looked around, got up, and walked off into the woods. 

“That was close,” said M’Jean. 
“Too close,” laughed Marj, as she put the car in gear. “This will be 

quite the tale to tell the boys.” 
The car rolled forward, and Marj held the flashlight out the win-

dow. By its dim light she could barely see a few feet ahead. Everyone 
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was straining to see, as the light became dimmer and dimmer. She did 
not turn it off.

“We’re nearing the timberline,” she said. “If the light lasts that long, 
we won’t need it to get over the flat.” 

“Why not?” asked Myrna. 
“Once we’re out in the open we won’t have trees shading the light 

from the sky.” 
“I don’t see any light from the sky,” said M’Jean. Whenever the 

flashlight was off, it was pitch black. 
“You know how you can see your way to the toilet at night without 

a light?” said Marj. “It’s because there is some light from the sky. As it 
reflects off the gravel, you get enough to see pretty well.” 

The Flat - Starlight

All at once, through the opening in the timberline, the flat came into 
view ahead. It was just in time. The flashlight was dead.

“We made it!” Marj exclaimed, breathing a sigh of relief.
What a stark contrast! Moments ago, with a forest canopy over-

heard, stealing every bit of starlight, they were encompassed in dark-
ness. On the open flat, with the bright star-studded sky reflecting light 
off the honey-colored grass, Marj could see well enough to drive right 
along without stopping.

“How do you know about a fuse?” Asked M’Jean. 
“Barney taught me. Barney taught me a lot of things. Barney also 

used to say he knew of no other place where the stars seemed so close 
as up here, in Island Park.”

In just a few more minutes they covered the mile-long flat, went up 
over the railroad tracks, and drove up to the dark house. They were 
home.

Neighbors &Customers
Neighbors and customers well acquainted with Barney, who had frequently 

come up to the sawmill on business or just stopped by to visit, were now 
visiting and doing business with his young sons. David and Barry became 

friends with these men, who shared stories about their dad and passed along bits of 
wisdom they had drawn from him.

Claude Malan’s Story: Wisdom from Barney 
David: At the Island Park Siding, which is approximately four miles east of 

Pond’s Lodge, we were pretty much out in the middle of nowhere. 
East of us, about #ve miles were a couple of ranches. One was owned by 

Claude Malan. Claude lived in Ogden. He was a mason by trade. He had done 
quite well as a masonry contractor and he owned his cabin and his small ranch, 
although there were no cattle involved, on the head of Warm River. Claude Malan 
would stop at the sawmill once in a while and spend some time talking to Barney. 
Barney died in 1955. 

In 1956, Claude stopped by the sawmill one day and was talking with me and 
he said he wanted to tell me a story. A couple of years before at one of his stops 
at the sawmill he talked to Barney. He was about to leave and Barney said, “You 

know Claude, I don’t like you very well.” 
Claude said to me, “I was absolutely taken aback, astonished, shaken because 
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I thought I was a pretty nice neighbor.” 
!en Barney continued, “You never let me help you. You see, friends help 

friends and when you need something #xed up here you haul it all the way to 
Ashton [about 40 miles], and all you would have to do is stop and let me help 
you.” 

Claude told me that Barney said, “We like the people we help.” Claude then 
told me that from then on he made a habit of stopping when he needed some-
thing welded or something #xed that Barney could do at the sawmill, borrow a 

chainsaw, or whatever. He said they became good friends. 
Claude told me that, I am sure, to emphasize what he thought was the wisdom 

that my father had with dealing with people, and the psyche people have, and that 
in fact people do like to help each other. !ey don’t want to be slaves, but if you 
want somebody to be your friend, get them to help you with a project. Claude was 
a good family friend and each year while he was away we would go check on his 
place o% and on to make sure nobody was bothering it. !is continued on until 
a$er I was married even though Barney had died several years before. 

Judy and Nancy Jensen
Cli% Jensen, a customer who o$en bought slabs at the mill, would sometimes 

spend a few days cutting poles and would stay in one of the cabins. His young 
daughters Judy and Nancy accompanied him occasionally, and M’Jean and Myrna 
became acquainted with them.

Myrna: !en there were Judy Jensen and Nancy. I think Judy o$en went out 
and worked with her dad. She worked like a man, I believe. She might have been 
closer to David’s age, or Barry’s. But Nancy was about M’Jean’s age. !ey had a 
jeep. And I remember that we went driving around with Nancy in the jeep, and 
she ran into a tree, and I think maybe M’Jean chipped her tooth o% in that trip.

M’Jean: Yes, both front teeth. 

Story: Jeep Accident

It was such a struggle to get the crew to work on time, but 
this had been a good morning. The boys had finished their 
breakfast and had gone out to the sawmill, and Marj was 

glad about that. She was still sitting at the table, encouraging 
the little kids to finish eating their cooked cereal. M’Jean and 
Myrna started clearing the dishes. 

“We need a bucket of water,” Marj said, glancing at the wash stand, 
where two water buckets stood next to the wash basin. “Would you 
girls please go to the well?” 

Always happy for the chance to delay the task of doing dish-
es, M’Jean and Myrna immediately grabbed the empty bucket and 
pushed open the screen door. Out on the back porch, they heard her 
call after them, “Take the wash stick with you.”   

For certain, it did make carrying a bucket of water by two people 
much easier when a stick was slipped under the bail and each per-
son held an end of the stick, the bucket swinging freely in the middle. 
Lugging a heavy bucket alone, with water slogging out the top, or 
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awkwardly sharing a grip on the handle with one’s sister were sure 
ways of getting one’s shoes wet. 

The well by the railroad tracks was inconveniently blocked by a 
truck parked right in front, so the girls headed down past the Big Tree 
to the well on the far side of the cabin later known as the “bug house.”  

When they reached the well, M’Jean gave the rope a yank, and the 
heavy well bucket flew up off the post. She had been well schooled on 
the hazards of splitting open the bottom of the well bucket by letting 
it drop full force onto the water surface, as well as stirring up the sand 
in the bottom of the well.

She carefully let the thick rope slide through her hands and over 
the pulley until the bucket reached the water. Myrna helped pull hand 
over hand to draw the full bucket up. Lifting it up over the top of the 
well housing, M’Jean poured the water into the bucket on the ground 
and replaced the well bucket on its post. Myrna slid the wash stick 
under the bucket handle. 

Just then a voice could be heard through the trees at the east end of 
camp. A slim figure of a girl could be seen in the bright bits of morning 
sun streaming through the pine branches. She was tossing water out 
of a dishpan. “It’s Nancy!” said Myrna. “Judy and Nancy are back.”  

“Let’s ask Marj if we can go play with them,” said M’Jean, as they 
each picked up an end of the wash stick and hurried towards the house. 

Judy and Nancy Jensen were the daughters of a cutter, Cliff 
Jensen, who came up to Island Park periodically to get out poles. 
He often brought his daughters to help. Nancy was about twelve, 
M’Jean’s age. Judy was two or three years older. When they came, 
they stayed in one of the cabins at the far end of camp.

   “Judy and Nancy are back,” the girls said in unison, when they 
reached the house. “Is it alright if we go see them?” asked Myrna. 
Marj had come out onto the porch, and taking the water bucket from 
them, went in and set it on the wash stand. She was followed by the 
coaxing daughters. 

“By the time the dishes are done, Judy and Nancy will likely be at 
the door,” she assured them. 

M’Jean was just hanging up her wet dishtowel when she looked 
out and saw Judy and Nancy getting out of a jeep parked in the road. 
“How did you know?” M’Jean puzzled, as she and Myrna ran out to 
greet their friends. 

Marj smiled and called through the screen door, “We’re glad to see 
you girls. Will you come in?”

“Thank you, Mrs. South,” said Judy.
“Just call me Marj.”  
“Oh, yes, I forgot. Well, Nancy and I have permission from our 

dad to drive the jeep until it runs out of gas. It’s Nancy’s turn to drive. 
Could M’Jean and Myrna come with us?”

“Where are you going to drive? Marj asked, looking at Nancy.
“Dad said, just around camp,” replied Nancy. 
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“And he said we have to stay in low gear,” 
added Judy.

“Alright,” said Marj. “Be careful.”
The girls dashed out to the jeep. M’Jean 

sat with Nancy in the front. Judy and Myrna 
climbed in the back. 

To M’Jean and Myrna, whose two old-
er brothers had been driving since the age of 
eight, being passengers in a vehicle driven by 
youthful drivers was no novelty. But there was 
still something fun about riding around in an 
open jeep with no adults present. 

Around camp there were several definite, 
well-used roads, created by frequent driving 
over the obsidian sand. One ran north and south 
paralleling the railroad tracks. Another ran 
straight east from the railroad crossing down 
between the two sawmills and their respective 
sawdust piles. Others were less well-defined 
and crisscrossed the camp leading to individual 
cabins. The road on the east end of camp down 
by the barn was little more than a wide trail.

After making a wide loop around the camp a 
couple of times, Nancy turned the jeep in front 
of the barn and headed west towards the rail-
road tracks. Here the road became very nar-
row, winding through the most thickly wooded 
part of camp. Trees crowded both sides. 

The Crash

Judy called from the back of the jeep, “How 
much gas we do have left?”  

“I’ll check,” said Nancy, turning to look 
down at the gas gauge. As she turned her head, 
she inadvertently turned the steering wheel.

Crash! The impact of the jeep against the tree was an instant, force-
ful jolt. Glass from the shattered windshield flew everywhere. Sitting 
in front on the passenger side, M’Jean had received the biggest impact 
of the crash, as her face was jammed against the smashed windshield.

Feeling pain and the horrid sensation of blood oozing from her 
mouth, M’Jean extracted herself from the jeep, which was rammed 
against the tree, and made her way to the house.

Marj had a sick feeling when she saw M’Jean’s bloody face, some-
what like the time when she got her hand caught in the wash machine 
wringer mechanism and walked towards the house with blood drip-
ping down her hand. Marj had been so relieved that the cut was so 
much smaller than she initially supposed, that she actually acted jovial 
as she did the doctoring, much to M’Jean’s dismay.

But this time there was no such relief. A quick examination showed 
that M’Jean’s bottom lip was cup up badly. Her two front teeth had 

M’Jean & Myrna
Wearing their suntops and 
shorts was permissible close 
to the house. But with the 
section crews on the railway, 
strangers, and
now and then a hobo in the 
vicinity, the breezy attire was 
forbidden anywhere else.   
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been broken off, and another tooth had been knocked loose. There 
were several small cuts on her face. After sponging off her face, Marj 
gave M’Jean a wet handkerchief to hold to her lip, and they headed 
for Ashton.

Doctoring

The doctor put 4 stitches in M’Jean’s lower lip and said to return in 
a week to get them removed. He said the two front teeth would have 
to be capped, and that she would probably lose the loose tooth on the 
bottom.

The next day was the long trip to Idaho Falls to see the dentist. 
Good news! The dentist said that there was no need to cap the two 
front teeth--that they would grow down to the length of the adjoin-
ing teeth on either side. He also said the loose tooth would be okay 
and would soon become solid in its place. He simply smoothed off the 
rough surface of the two broken teeth. This was all a huge relief. 

The weird sensation of those stitches on her lip, sticking way out 
from her face, was a feeling M’Jean would not forget. 

At the end of a week, when it was time to return to the doctor’s 
office to get the stitches out, Marj had a different plan. She would 
remove them herself. M’Jean had little confidence in her mother’s 
doctoring, but when Marj got out the cuticle scissors and tweezers, it 
was evident she did not want to make another trip to Ashton. And the 
stitches came out!

School 1956

Island Park’s early autumn weather signaled two major events: start of school 
and hunting season. Marj probably dreaded both. David and Barry would  soon 
be leaving, again occupying Grandma Knapp’s sofa bed as they attended Idaho 

Falls High School, David as a senior, and Barry, a sophomore. 
M’Jean and Myrna would be attending the Island Park School, in 7th and 5th 

grades. For Marj to get them to school on time was no small task: getting all the 
kids up, #re built, breakfast cooked, out the door and into the “bus” (the ’46 Chev). 
Preparation would start the night before in seeing to it that there was wood in the 
woodbox and water in the water buckets. 

M’Jean: Marj shouldered a heavy burden, and although the kids were re-
sponsible in doing their part, she alone wrestled with the major worries. She also 
had to ramrod the essential, daily routine. 

She seemed to be able to do it all and still keep her spirits up. Maybe the sing-
ing helped, for she would o$en sing! 

“What a Lot of Things to See On Our Way to School”
Myrna: Marj and the kids sang songs on the way to school--one which we 

made up:
“What a lot of things to see, On our way to school,
Squirrels climbing up a tree, On our way to school,
We see sheep and cattle, too, Elk and deer and bear and moose,
What a lot of things to see, On our way to school.”
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M’Jean: !ese 
words were very 
true. !ere was 
wildlife all around 
us, and we would 
spot critters from 
the car.

Frequently we 
would run into a 
herd of cows or 
sheep from the 
Railroad Ranch, be-
ing driven down the 
road to the stock-
yards at the siding 
for shipping on the 
train. Marj would  
drive along slowly 
through the herd. 
Sometimes there 
was nothing to do 
but turn o% the mo-
tor and wait. As the animals brushed past the car, the kids would roll down the 
windows and moo back to the cows. Of course the delay would make the trip to 
school a little later. In any case it took much longer to drive the 4-mile stretch to 
the highway than it did to travel 6 highway miles on up to Mack’s. 

Myrna: She would drive us over to pick up the Ketchie kids who lived at 
the ranger station and whose dad was the forest ranger. It was just before Ponds, 
where we would pick up Glenda Pond. And then she would drive us up to the 
school at Mack’s, and she’d take o% and leave us there. 

Upper Grades
Myrna: Fi$h grade was my last year there, and I was in the room with the big 

kids. When I got to be in 5th grade, I was the only one. !ere wasn’t anybody else 
in the 5th grade, I guess. I think they didn’t have textbooks for me. All I had was 
one textbook, a 5th grade math textbook and a 6th grade workbook. And then 
there were library books. I don’t remember getting any instruction. So all I’d do 
was just work in my math book and read. 

So, I read lots of books—had a great time. When I got down to school in Idaho 
Falls, I was a bit behind. I didn’t know quite what all that dividing stu% was about.  

But anyway, I wouldn’t have traded that school for anything.

Hunting Season
Hunting season precipitated both excitement--on the part of the boys, and 

apprehension—on the part of their mother.
Marj reminded herself that they had been well-trained by their fa-

ther, acknowledged by many to be the best hunter around and who was meticulous 
about gun safety.

But they were still kids, and for a mother, watching the shotguns and ri&es be-
ing loaded into the vehicles had to give her concern, and contributed to the catalog 
of pleadings which kept her on her knees. 

Driving the “School 
Bus” 
Amidst the beautiful fall 
foliage, it was a pleasant task 
for Marj.
She and the kids would sing  
thrir made-up song about the 
wildlife they would see along 
the way. 
Often they would meet a 
herd of  cattle or sheep being 
driven from the Railroad 
Ranch to  the siding for ship-
ping out on the train.



1056 Targhee Ties



Targhee Ties   1057

Shootin’ Straight
Tell the truth, and shame the devil!-Marj

Each year a limited number of once-in-a–lifetime permits were issued for a 
special moose hunt. !e permits were issued by way of a drawing. To put 
in for a moose permit cost $35, which was refundable if your name was not 

drawn. 
If you got a permit, you had only that season to get your moose, and one way 

or the other, the money was gone. In 1956, when the guys in camp put in for moose 
permits, remarkably, both Barry’s and Bernie’s names were drawn.

$35 was quite a large investment for taking a chance on either getting the fami-
ly’s winter meat supply or getting nothing. What’s more, Barry was just #$een.

Courageous Decision
Barry: Our mother Marjorie made a very courageous decision to continue to 

operate the sawmill a$er Barney died.
When she decided that, I am sure she determined that our family needed 

the Lord’s help to be successful. She determined that the family would keep the 
Commandments.

Poaching Common Practice
Up until then poaching wild game was common practice in the family. It was 

a big help to the budget.

Moose Permits
!e year a$er Barney died, Bernie and I both drew a permit to shoot a moose. 

One day Al was at Island Park, and he and I went hunting. It was a little before 
the season started. At Skinnerville we found a nice buck deer. One shot was all it 
took. I don’t remember if the shot came from my gun or Al’s.

Shot Deer - Scolding
Anyway, when Marj learned of it, I got a pretty severe scolding. Bottom line, 

we were not going to break the law.
A few days later it was moose hunting time. Bernie and I hunted together in 

between the logging and sawmilling that we were doing.
One a$ernoon in Trail Canyon a$er a light rain, we found some tracks that 

had gone through the light wet soil to the dry ground below. !ey were really 
fresh. !ey were also the size of a moose or an elk. We followed them in the bot-

Chapter 102

Barry South
Having drawn a moose 
permit, it was get a moose or 
forfeit the fee. 
After passing up chances to 
get a cow, Barry suceeded in 
shooting a bull moose.
“I hurried the truck home, 
took the .300 Savage Barney 
bought. I got to within about 
100 yards, got out and fired. 
The moose went down.” 
(Barry)

The army truck was Barry’s 
all-time favorite truck.
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tom of the canyon. It could have been a moose. !ey frequent there.
However, the tracks led us up a game trail to the high hillside above the bot-

tom. I #gured this is probably an elk track.

Cow Elk
Suddenly from about 50 feet away a big cow elk jumped up out of the thick 

huckleberry bushes. She stood broadwise to us, and we looked at each other. It 
was not yet elk season. It was tempting, but I remembered the scolding. !e elk 
walked on up the hill.

Bull Elk
!en another surprise–a big bull elk came down the slope, stopped and 

looked–big rack. Now there was real temptation! I remembered the new policy, 
“We don’t break the laws.” !e elk walked away.

Bernie’s Moose
Bernie and I continued to hunt. A day or two later we were again in lower 

Trail Canyon. We had separated. I heard a shot. I went to the source. Bernie had 
shot his moose. 

Bernie: My brother Al and Dad went with me and we went up a kind of 
swampy area the bottom end of Trail Canyon a ways from Stimsons’ and Malans’ 
summer homes, and we were walking through the woods and my dad was with 
me and I saw a moose. It was in timber and it was walking towards us. I wondered 
if I should shoot it. I would like to have shot a bull moose, and I couldn’t see any 
antlers, and it took me a while to #gure it all out. And I shot it. 

And one of the antlers didn’t grow--it went over its eye and it must have had 
one blind eye, probably why it kept walking towards us, so that’s why I didn’t 
know if I should shoot it or not. Bull moose with only one antler.

M’Jean: Got teased about that?
Bernie: Probably.

Time Running Out
Barry: !e time of the moose season was running out for me. Work had a 

higher priority. 

Cow and Bull Moose
Bernie: Barry had been hunting quite a bit. One day we were out on the 

&at. We saw a cow moose out there. We were in the ‘46 Chev, and we chased her 
around the &at. She got really spooky and she ran. Next day we were driving down 
the Eccles Road down the tracks [east side]. We saw the cow again. Behind her 
was the bull. 

Barry: I was driving home with a load of logs, crossing the &at. I looked 
south and saw a medium sized bull moose on the &at.

Bernie: We turned around and drove back to the mill. 

.300 Savage and Car
Barry: I hurried the truck home, took the ri&e–.300 Savage that Barney 

bought–transferred to another vehicle (maybe the car), and headed out on the 
&at.

Bernie: Barry went down the road towards Black Mountain towards 
Stimsons’ and Malans.’ She went down that road.

Bernie, Marj, Sue, Randy Spectators
I jumped in the car with Marj, Sue, and Randy—she probably had the ’54 

Chevy, too. I was driving, and we went back down the road to Eccles where we 
had been before. Barry went east. 

Marj, Sue, Randy, and I saw Barry get out; he took a rest. We saw the cow 
again, and the bull was behind, a couple blocks behind. We just sat and watched 
as the moose went in front of him. !e cow ran on past him in a hurry, the bull 
behind but not in a big hurry. 
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One Shot 
Knocked Him 

Down
W e 

were on 
the other 
road and 
saw him 
shoot it, 
saw it go 
down. He 
k no cke d 
him down 
with one 
shot, not 
more than 
a quarter 
of a mile.

Barry: I got to within about 100 yards, got out and #red. !e moose went 
down. I drove up close. !e shot had broken the back of the moose. He was 
throwing his head up and down. A second shot, this one to the head, killed him.

A$er I #eld dressed the moose, I took our 6 x 6 truck back out to him. I was 
pulling a lumber skid. We loaded him on the skid and pulled him back to the 
sawmill. We dressed the moose out. Good meat.

Bernie: 
A$er we 
went back 
and got the 
army truck 
and hauled 
it back, that’s 
when we 
took those 
pictures.

Mounted 
Antlers

Barry : 
Marj ar-
ranged to 
have her 
b r o t h e r 
Warren at-
tach the 
antlers to a 
m o u n t i n g 
board. Since 
then in one 
of my moves 
I lost the 
antlers.

Barry (age 15)

Susan (age 4)
Randy (age 2)
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The Winter Move
Cheer up, the worst is yet to come! -Marj

As winter approached the days would get cold, and the nights even colder. In 
the morning there would be a sheet of ice on the water buckets on the wash 
stand by the kitchen door. Ice coated the water in the wash basin, and thick 

ice covered the puddles outside.
Marj kept a #re going all day in the kitchen stove. Feeding hungry #res was 

part of her daily routine. In the huge #replace the #re never went out. Before bed 
she would bank the #re with two large logs, which would keep each other burning 
through the night. 

Getting Wood
Preparations were made early on for cold, wintry weather. Living in a forest 

meant there was always an ample supply of wood. !e discard slabs cut at the mill 
and dried in piles throughout the summer made ideal #rewood. 

!e task of cutting and stacking wood was, like everything else, a family oper-
ation, and it involved even the youngest family members. Weeks before the threat 
of snow, there were wood-cutting days. !e wood saw buzzed as David and Barry 
hauled and cut up slabs and dry logs into #rewood lengths.

!e worker bees gathered up the sawn wood into the wheelbarrow and army 
cart to transport to the house. When #nished, the porches on both ends of the 
house were partially covered with neatly stacked wood: short 12-14 inch lengths 
on the back porch for the kitchen stove and slab wood and logs about 3-4 feet long 
on the front porch for the #replace. Each stack was covered with a tarp. !e South 
family was ready for winter. Sometimes the cold weather came, but not much snow. 
It was like that some years. 

Wells Went Dry
In the fall the water table lowered, and sometimes the well water became so 

shallow that the well bucket was scraping up sand from the bottom of the well.
Marj and the kids would #t the two water buckets, the oblong boiler and two 

Chapter 103
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galvanized wash tubs in the trunk of the ’46 Chev. It might be Barry at the wheel, 
as they drove to a well about a mile out onto the &at east of the sawmill.

!ere was a little abandoned log cabin out there, and next to the cabin was 
the water pump.  !e area being somewhat marshy, there was always water in 
that well, which was a lifesaver in dry years. !e pump had to be primed, but then 
the water &owed fast and clear. With all the water receptacles #lled to the brim, 
they covered the rough terrain back towards home. By the time they arrived at 
the house a considerable amount of water would have sloshed out. (Just how 
much depended a little on the driver).

Barn burned Out on the Flat - Sleigh Ride
Barry: do you remember when the old cow herder came up to the house, 

beating on the door, early in the morning?
M’Jean: Huh-uh
Barry: We were all asleep in the house there, and all of a sudden, Bang, Bang, 

Bang! On the door. Jumped up, opened the door, and the old cow herder who 
was out on the &at. He said, “Would you come help me? My barn is on #re, and 
I’m afraid it’s going to catch my trailer on #re. Would you please come help me 
move my trailer?”

So we jumped in the old army truck and went out there. And when we got out 
there, it was raining like crazy. By the time we got out there, the wind had shi$ed, 
and his trailer wasn’t in danger. But that barn was fully engulfed, and it burned 
right to the ground. In that windstorm in the heavy rain.

Custom-built fireplace
Barney designed the house to 
be heated by the fireplace, and 
it did a pretty good job.
Marj banked the fire with two 
large logs which kept each 
other burning all night. 

It was during a snow 
shoveling expedition, when 
Barry lit the gas lanterns, 
placed them strategically 
in the kitchen to create the 
backlight effect and captured  
the great glow of  the hot fire.
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M’Jean: And where was this?
Barry: Out where the pump was. Remember the pump out on the &at?
M’Jean: And was the barn out there?
Barry: Yeah.
M’Jean Whose land was that? Was it Charlie Simmons’
Barry: No…..
Randy: Clements.

(From recording made Memorial Day weekend 2017, in Randy’s ATV, traveling around in 
Island Park. Present: Barry and Elinor; Karen and Randy; Gary and M’Jean)

M’Jean: One time when there was quite a lot of snow on the ground, David 
and Barry hitched up a team of horses to a sleigh, or at least a lumber skid or 
something else that could pass for a sleigh. We rode out on the east &at until we 
got to the little cabin by the pump. By then everyone was freezing. We went in the 
cabin and the boys built a #re in the stove. I don’t think it was enough to warm us 
up very much before we headed back. It’s a fun memory.

Getting Ready to Move
It was always good to have David and Barry home from school on the week-

ends. As the time to move drew closer, they made preparations to leave, packing up 
sawmill equipment and tools. Weekend trips would include hauling remaining logs 
and lumber to Idaho Falls and stacking them in the lumberyard on Ada Avenue.

!e rack Barney had built for moving was installed on one of the trucks, and 
they would load the horses and take them out to be wintered. 

Barry: Barney made arrangements with a guy, Ariel Petersen, who had a 
winter range—maybe several of them, and we just kept with that arrangement. 

We had to have those horses to operate, then had to haul them down to Ariel 
Petersen’s place, maybe Rexburg area, out on a ranch somewhere. Turned them 
loose. It was really a good deal not to have to worry about taking care of the hors-
es through the winter. 

David: Most of the time we kept the horses at somebody’s place like at the 
farm up in Rexburg that we used most of the years as I remember--also another 

Old Log Cabin with 
Pump on East Flat

The punp had to be primed 
but the well always had 

water, a lifesaver when the 
wells in camp went dry. 

David and Barry rigged up a 
sleigh, harnessed the horses, 

and the kids had a sleigh ride 
out to that old cabin.

Oil painting by M’Jean
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ranch up there in Spencer that 
would take care of the horses for 
the winter.

!ey were severe winters 
when the horses were kept, but 
remember horses are tough an-
imals and they were used to liv-
ing in some pretty tough plac-
es. We put them out on the big 
ranch and they will #nd grass 
and be able to keep going.

Burning the Slabs
Another chore—one with 

plenty of excitement—was to burn 
the large piles of throwaway slabs 
out on the &at. !roughout the 
summer, the slabs which were not good enough quality to sell were hauled o%, 
away from camp out on the open &at southeast of the mill. It would be safe to burn 
them without fear of a #re spreading only when there was plenty of snow on the 
ground. Of course that meant there was also plenty of snow on the slabs. David 
and Barry would grab a can of “boy scout &uid” (diesel) and a box of matches and 
head for the army truck. If the windows were rolled up, Cocoa would wait impa-
tiently until someone opened a door for him. 

Once they got the slab piles burning, they had the biggest bon#res ever. In the 
freezing cold they would have to stand way back from the tremendously hot #res. 

Packing Up
In the “olden days,” Barney and Marj had to move everything in the house, 

even the iron cook stove, all the beds, dressers, daveno, wardrobe, and every tub, 
bucket, dish, pot, or pan. Gradually they built up a supply of furniture in both 
places and didn’t have to move so much. 

M’Jean: Myrna and I helped Marj with the packing. For several weeks we 
saved every available box. All the dishes were wrapped in newspaper and packed 
in boxes, along with clothing, towels, and bedding. Marj did not like the clutter 
of a lot of cardboard boxes, and a$er every move, she gleefully burned every box 
she unpacked. 

Many, Many Moves
!ere were many moving days throughout the years. Marj #rst 

moved with Barney to the sawmill in 1937. Except during wartime 
when they had le$ to work in defense, they had moved twice yearly 
ever since.

!ere were two types of moving days—the spring move--usu-
ally in the rain; the winter move in the snow! !ere were many 
memories. A lot of them blended into one, the way sometimes 
Christmas memories merge into one, repeated celebration. 

Through the summer the 
dry throwaway slabs were 
dumped in huge piles out on 
the flat east of  the sawmill. 
Only when there there was 
a lot of  snow on the ground 
was it safe to set them on 
fire. The conflagration pro-
duced extreme heat and was 
something to behold!

Grandpa’s Cabin, where 
Grandpa and Bernie lived, 
grew some very long icicles. 
Bernie lit every available 
lantern and put them next 
to the windows to take this 
shot.
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But some stood out. Marj’s #rst move out of Island Park in deep snow was on 
their #rst anniversary, the unforgettable New Year’s Eve of 1937 when a very large 
group, which included her parents and younger siblings, made up a very long car-
avan of vehicles and teams of horses. 

Marj Drove Team & Bob Sleigh
!e following year Marj would always recall, maybe with a smile at her bra-

vado, but perhaps also with mild terror. As there was a much smaller caravan that 
year, she had to drive an out#t. Clad in Barney’s large overalls, being seven months 
along in her #rst pregnancy, she drove the team of work horses pulling the open 
bobsleigh. In front of her was the little band of vehicles precariously edging along 
the packed-down tracks in the deep snow across the &at. 

!e team and sleigh were the rescue out#t. A call relayed to the rear to “bring 
up the horses” was the signal to make her way to the stuck vehicle. It meant leaving 
the trail to skirt around the caravan, as the horses lunged through the deep snow, 
the sleigh lurching behind. With everyone back on track, the procession would 
gain momentum and leave her to bring up the rear, the coyotes yelping behind her 
in the dusk.

Gasoline Burning under Trucks 
Some years, in subzero temperatures, it was all they could do to get the trucks 

to run.
Marj: You’d have gasoline burning under the trucks trying to warm them up 

-- put gasoline in cans or buckets and ignite it. We started those vehicles and let 
them run. And other times when we’d know we were going, we’d get out there and 
start those trucks two or three times in the night, run them a little while, go in 
and sleep for an hour and a half, go out and start them again. 

All Day to Start Vehicles
David and Barry also o$en worked in extreme cold and esperienced a host of 

setbacks but were trained by their dad in every aspect of moving. 

David: One year we decided to move out and we started about 6:00 in the 
morning and we never got a vehicle to start until about 7:30 that night. So we let 
them run all night and then we started again the next day.

Marj: !at was a$er Barney died, wasn’t it?
David: Yes. It was so doggone cold...

Extreme Temperatures
David: As for temperatures in Island Park, Grandpa Knapp told me that in 

the late 1920’s they had a week there where every night the temperature would 
get to below sixty degrees below zero. !eir thermometer would only read to 
sixty below and it would pull it below that. I have never seen it that cold but I do 
remember shoveling the snow o% one winter and it was twenty-eight below zero 
in the a$ernoon with the sun shining. It didn’t seem that cold but we were dressed 
really warm also. I suspect I have seen thirty-#ve or forty below a time or two in 
Island Park. 

Barry: About 5 of us huddled around a stove in Gene’s cabin in December 

when the temperature was 41 below zero.

Checking Station
M’Jean: I have just one distinct memory of a winter move when Barney was 

alive. I got to ride with him in the truck. !ere was a truck checking station along 
the direct route north of Idaho Falls. Because the trucks would not always com-
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ply with regulation, we were used to 
taking the route which circumvent-
ed the checking station. !at day I 
was so surprised that he did not take 
the long way around but drove right 
through the checking station. 

Moving Without Barney - 
When to Go?

!e family moved out of Island 
Park in the snow 6 times without Bar-
ney. 

When to go was always the big 
question. It was up to the snow, and it 
was anybody’s guess what the snow would be like any given year. Sometime be-
tween Halloween and Christmas.

In earlier years, when the horses were wintered in town in the stable behind 
the lumber shed, vehicles and horses went out at the same time. !e horses were 
used to plow the road and pull out stuck vehicles. Later on, when the horses were 
wintered on a ranch, they were taken out earlier. !is meant that the timing was 
even more critical, since the vehicles had to get over the snowy road on their own.

Halloween Move – Wormy Peanuts
M’Jean: Everyone remembers the year when trick-or-treaters came to the 

house in Idaho Falls as the loaded truck backed up to the front door. It wasn’t long 
before the whole  neighborhood knew that the Souths were back in town. 

While unloading boxes and furniture, we doled out the only treat we 
could come up with—a bag of unshelled peanuts. When we got to the 
end of the bag, we noticed a few worms at the bottom. A few days later a 
couple of the kids at school told Myrna, “!ose peanuts you gave us for 
Halloween had worms in them, and they got into our candy!”

Thanksgiving Duck - Christmas Tree at School
!e Souths had rarely spent Halloween in Idaho Falls. !anks-

giving was more of a toss-up. For !anksgiving dinner in Island 
Park, there was never a turkey. One time the boys went hunting and 
shot a duck, and Marj cooked it. No one liked it. One thing was cer-
tain: there was always corn. One year when the snowfall  had been 
very light up until the middle of December, it looked as if there was 
a chance of spending Christmas in the woods.

M’Jean: In the schoolhouse there was a Christmas tree, and all the 
kids had helped decorate it with chains of red and green construction 
paper. We started getting quite excited about the prospects of staying in 
Island Park for Christmas.

The Big Snow – Moving Day
With all the planning and preparations to move, there was no 

way of knowing ahead of time which speci#c day would be moving 
day, and when the time to move arrived, it did so abruptly.  

Barry South 
David and Barry had learned 
from Barney how to turn 
trucks into horse trailers and 
moving vans.

M’Jean & Mr. Snowman
“We started getting 
excited about the prospects 
of  staying in Island Park for 
Christmas.”(M’Jean)
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Story:“We’ll Move Tomorrow”
It was late December. Marj surveyed the sky. Night after night it 

had been clear and cold, and stars dotted the deep blue skies. To-
night the sky was black with heavy clouds which hung low, and 

there were no stars. David and Barry stood with her out on the front 
porch. Then together they walked towards the sawmill. Along with 
Marj, they had been carefully watching the weather patterns. All three 
gazed at the sky for several minutes. 

“We’ll move tomorrow,” she said, finally. 
“Sure looks like it’ll snow,” said David. “But how do we know it 

will be enough?” 
“If we are not out of here by tomorrow night, I’m afraid they will 

have to dig us out next spring,” replied Marj. 
Enough said. Marj seemed to know. They went in to get some sleep 

before the big day.

 The Hazards – The Gravity of their Situation

For Marj, sleep would be slow in coming. Starkly aware of the 
gravity of their situation and the potential hazards, thoughts of all that 
needed to transpire within the next 24 hours crowded her mind.

The objective in timing the move was for the family to get out just 
ahead of a big storm. A large snowfall which occurred after the family 
got out would prevent anyone else from being able to get in, protect-
ing against thievery and vandalism. In the past, Barney had sensed 
when that kind of storm would descend, and now that is was on Marj’s 
shoulders, she felt the same urgency when the time came.

One potential problem was that with the enormity of the task and 
the frustrating delays which compounded it, the predicted storm 
would descend during the move. Often the work and travel took place 
in blizzard conditions.

Stuck, Storm, Breakdowns

All of the vehicles were now older models, the weather was 
generally uncooperative, the roads treacherous. They could 
have serious breakdowns. They could get stuck. They could 

be caught in a serious storm. They could become stuck, caught in a 
serious storm with a serious breakdown. They did not have Barney the 
mechanic. He always kept his vehicles in crackerjack condition and 
always knew what to do in an emergency. But he had also trained his 
sons very well, which gave them a lot of confidence. 

Marj always claimed she herself had been trained by the best, and 
she never exhibited real fear to her children. What she did exhibit was 
faith. She was prayerful. She trusted that there was a purpose for her 
little family to be growing up to be hardworking and courageous in 
their peculiar environment, and that Father in Heaven was watching 
out for them. 

Moving Day

“The Indians are coming,” called Marj to the two sleepyheads. 
David and Barry knew that meant “Get up and get moving.”  They 
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also knew they had a long, hard day ahead of them and were clinging 
to the covers as long as possible. But it was no use. Marj was get-
ting breakfast and was rattling every dish and pan in the kitchen that 
hadn’t already been packed. It would be the last breakfast before leav-
ing Island Park for the year. 

 

Marj was elated about the early start. Year after year, no mat-
ter how great the efforts, it seemed impossible to get out of 
camp and over the flat before nightfall. But this time it was 

to be different! 
 “For once we will arrive in Idaho Falls in daylight!” Everything 

on this moving day had gone well. Most of the packing had been done 
ahead of time, and loading the furniture and boxes went fast. Everyone 
took a last trip to the outhouse, and the girls got the little kids in the car 
while Marj took one last look around the house. 

The boys had already crossed the railroad tracks with the trucks 
and were standing at the crossing when Marj drove over the tracks 
and stopped on the other side. 

With everything in the camp—the sawmill, the house, the barn and 
other buildings--secured, locked down, and ready for a long winter, 
now back on the other side of the tracks, the little moving company 
was ready to roll. Except for one more thing—removing the planks in 
the railroad crossing.

Railroad Crossing Planks

The Souths had a long-standing arrangement with the railroad 
concerning the railroad crossing. Because the planks in the rail-
road crossing would freeze during the winter, they would cause 

some expansion in the rails; therefore, the railroad would remove the 
planks in the fall when the seasonal train schedule came to an end. 

But those living at the siding still needed to use the crossing for 
some time after the trains stopped running. There would be no train 
crews available to remove the planks. So the railroad agreed to leave 
the planks in the crossing, provided the Souths would take them out 
when they left.

 “We had to pull the planks out so in the winter they wouldn’t freeze 
up and spread the rails,” Marj had explained. “They would leave them 
there for us, but if we were not dependable enough to pull the planks 
out they wouldn’t have left them for us, and then we would have had a 
hole in the railroad tracks to go over, and that was hard on the outfits. 
They stopped running in October, and we’d be there another two or 
three months.”

It had created a terrible problem the time when the railroad re-
moved the planks early. “One year,” Bernie recalled, “the railroad for-
got the deal they had with Marj and took the planks out of the rail-
road crossing. The 6x6 got the tandem duals stuck between the tracks, 
dropped down into the ties. It was quite a problem getting it out.”

Removing the planks in the railroad crossing added to the long or-
deal of moving.
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Disappointment

With shovels and crowbars, Marj and the boys went to work, 
while the rest waited in the car. It soon became apparent 
that the planks were imbedded in solid ice and that it was 

going to be a major project getting them free. It was disheartening. It 
took hours of hard work before all the planks were out. Once again, 
the hope of reaching the highway before nightfall became a lost cause.

“Cheer up, the worst is yet to come,” Marj said, as she always would 
say. Disappointed at once more arriving at the house in Idaho Falls by 
night, she was glad for the good fortune to have daylight for the ordeal 
of removing the railroad planks. 

Later she looked back, “It was daylight when we got to the railroad 
tracks. But by the time we’d dig those old planks out and the last vehi-
cle had gone on over, why it would be dark, and we’d be on our way.”

The young children never understood or felt the urgency of their 
plight. With the small family traveling through the woods alone in win-
try weather, there were some frightening possibilities.

The large snowflakes which had been falling gently were now com-
ing fast and thick. Those four miles from the sawmill to the highway 
were never longer than when creeping along through deep snow in a 
blizzard on moving day.

What a relief it was to arrive at the juncture of the woods road and 
the paved road! Even if the long drive ahead down the highway prom-
ised poor visibility and snowy road conditions all the way to Idaho 
Falls. In good weather the trip took two hours. [This was before the 
new road over the Ashton Hill and the divided highway skirted around 
each town.] In stormy weather it took much longer.

At the highway there was the usual need for a load adjustment, and 
then there was a pleasant little detour over to Ponds Lodge before 
starting the next leg of the journey towards Idaho Falls.

The Railroad Crossing, 
buried under the snow, is 

located in the space between 
the end of  the stockyards 

and the little clump of  trees 
far left.

Planks in the railroad
crossing were removed for 

the winter.

The photo is taken from 
the sawdust pile, looking 

down on the mill shed, the 
stockyards, and the flat 

beyond. The little cabin on 
the far right is the slab cabin, 
which was moved to its spot 

in 1937 just before the old 
sawmill burned.
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Christmas Lights

The kids anxiously looked for any 
signs of Christmas along the 
way. After passing Last Chance 

with its neon lights, there was the long, 
twisting, treacherous canyon road 
which wound its way down the moun-
tain through Bear Gulch to Warm Riv-
er below. Nestled at the bottom of the 
canyon was the first sign of civilization, 
the lonely Warm River Inn, where there 
would be a candle in the window. 

Next came tiny Marysville, with 
its single string of colored lights hang-
ing across the road and blowing in the 
wind. Everyone would sit up and take no-
tice, “Lights! Look at the lights!” Here in Marysville, Marj explained, 
Grandma Mabel Knapp had tended the post office as a girl. 

Along the road were isolated farmhouses, perhaps with a Christmas 
tree visible through the window or a tree with colored lights in the 
front yard. 

The next town was Ashton, larger than Marysville by about 
two strings of lights. As a seven-year old, Marj was in Ashton at 
Christmastime, just prior to her family’s move to Island Park in the 
sleigh. It was in Ashton where she had crawled under the moving 
freight train to keep from being late for school. What a lot of water 
under the bridge since then!

St. Anthony provided more things to see, and everyone had to look 
fast to take it all in: a few strings of lights across the road, plus lighted 
wreaths and other decorations in the store windows along the main 
street. It was considered to be very good fortune to see any kind of 
Santa decorations. 

Sugar City came next, with its little festive splash of color, and then 
on to Rexburg. Rexburg was a bright and shiny 5-light-strings-town! 
From the lights strung across the road at each intersection, to the fes-
tive décor of the storefronts, to the tall lit-up pine tree in front of the 
courthouse, complete with a star on top, Rexburg was exciting.  

Anything after Rexburg would present far less to gaze at, but any-
one still awake still took note of anything “Christmassy” in Rigby, 
Lewisville, Thornton, and Ucon. Entering Idaho Falls from the north 
meant missing the lighted downtown region, but several Christmas 
trees were spotted, along with a few front yard decorations. 

House on Ada Avenue

Finally the little caravan drove up Ada Avenue and stopped at the 
very dark house. Ever since leaving for Island Park six months ago, if 
lights were needed, a gas lantern would have to be lit—or flashlights 
would have to do. Before beginning the task of unloading the truck, 
the tired travelers would go inside and relish switching on the electric 
lights in every room. 

Ashton, Idaho
In the 50’s--with it’s little bit 
of  Christmas splendor!
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Real Estate&Getting By

Nothing ventured, nothing gained -Marj

A$er Barry shot his moose, the South family winter meat supply consisted of 
moose steaks, moose roasts, moose chops, and moose burger. !e various 
cuts were wrapped and stored in a locker at a cold storage place downtown. 

It was a blessing to have the meat.
Even with frugality and hard work, running the sawmill a$er Barney died was 

not really pro#table. !e family’s other income asset was the newly-remodeled 
3-unit apartment house across the street. 

David: Without Barney the sawmill was not a money maker. It was a very 
small sawmill and it did not generate enough for us to live on. 

!e apartment house did not provide a reliable income. It was di"cult to keep 
it up and to keep it rented. Also, there was debt on the place.

Sometimes apartments would be vacant. With maintenance costs and the 
monthly mortgage payments, it was o$en a toss-up between pro#tability and liabil-
ity and was di"cult just to keep the lights on.

Rented Family Home
One summer, probably 1955 or 1956, Marj rented the family home at 955 Ada. 

A trip to Idaho Falls during that summer meant having to go to Grandma’s just to 
use the bathroom. Maybe the renters failed to pay the rent or it must have been 
otherwise an unsatisfactory situation, because Marj never rented it again. 

M’Jean: I just remember about the doll. When Bernie returned from his stint 
in the army in Germany, he had brought us a pretty little German doll in folk 
dress. Along with many other of our possessions, it had been packed away in one 
of the four storage closets in the attic. 

When we returned to our house in the fall, we found that the renters had 
gotten into our belongings, and we girls were disappointed to #nd the doll di-
sheveled.

Chapter 104 

Doll
Brought from 

Germany by Bernie.
Meddled with by 

renters.
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When David turned 18, Marj’s social security allowance was reduced, and it 
would be the case again when Barry turned 18, and so on with the rest of the kids. 
Yet, as the children grew older, their expenses became greater. 

Real Estate
As #nancial pressures increased, Marj had tried to #nd a way to bring in some 

money. At that time, relatively few kinds of jobs were available to women. School 
teaching was not an option, as her teaching credentials were outdated. !e only 
job she could get would be low-paying, and by the time she paid a babysitter for 
the two children not yet in school, there would be little le$. Marj never wanted to 
leave Susan and Randy in anyone else’s care anyway. And who would hire someone 
who intended to stop working when school was out in the spring to move to Island 
Park?

Marj became re-acquainted with Cortez Christensen, for whom she worked 
at his grocery store in Goshen while she was in high school. She also had tended 
the Christensen children. Cortez had an insurance business and was a real estate 
broker. 

Although it was uncommon, there was nothing to prohibit a woman from get-
ting a real estate license and selling real estate. Marj took the required course, stud-
ied to take the exam, and became a licensed real estate salesman. She sold real estate 
for several years. In addition to working on her own sales, she did a considerable 
amount of paperwork for Cortez. Soon a$er Marj became licensed, David followed 
suit.

Susan, Barry, David
Little sister poses with her 
brothers: Barry, wearing  
Idaho Falls High School 
choir robe. 
David, graduation gown. 
The trio is standing on the 
front lawn of  the house at 
955 Ada. Pictured across 
the street is the apartment 
house which Barney built 
for his parents and for 
which the boys now have 
responsibility for 
maintenance.
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David: In my senior year in high school, they had 
several men come by and give speeches to the students 
about things they should study and do to get good grades 
to become more self su"cient in making money to live 
on. I went to one of the lectures. 

!e man was talking about people learning how to 
make money selling. I had already heard several times 
that selling is where you could make the most money. I 
went to this guy’s discussion about selling, and when I 
got through with it, I decided I wanted to sell.

About that same time my mother had a friend by the 
name of Cortez Christensen, a good family friend, who 
had a business selling insurance for cars and trucks, had 
a real estate broker’s license and could sell real estate. 
I talked with Cortez. He said, yes, selling real estate is 
a real good way of making money. You have your own 
time, you can run it on your time and not a clock. 

I had already been busy helping him with some real 
estate he was working on. I had helped him with a house 
project he had. So, selling real estate made a lot of sense. 

Licensed
Well, I was part way through my senior year when I 

decided I would like to get my real estate license. So, I 
had to take a class, not a school class, but an outside class 
to get what I needed to get the license, and then I passed 

the state boards, and at eighteen, I got my license. Cortez 
told me I was the youngest person that ever got an Idaho 
license. It gave me a chance to go out and sell real estate, 
and I liked it. 

Marj was already selling real estate. I began selling--af-
ter school, on weekends and whenever I could. I got really 
busy #nding people to help sell for and #nding prospects 
that wanted to buy.

High School Fun
David managed to squeeze in fun 

high school activities as well. Both 
he and Barry participated in choirs 
at school, and David was choir pres-
ident. When the music department 
chose to perform the musical “Finian’s 
Rainbow,” David landed a lead role: 
Og, the Leprechaun, which he played 
to the hilt. Barry was in the cast as well. 

Another member of the cast, 
whose role of Henrietta required 
blackface, was Judy Bates. David and 
Judy became well acquainted during 
rehearsals. Two years later she would 
become his wife. 

David (being choked) & Cast members
Rehearsing as Og, the leprechaun,
 in the musical “Finian’s Rainbow, 
David became closely acquainted 
with his future bride, Judy Bates.

 Barry was also in the cast.

Marj South, Realtor
As a real estate salesman she could name her 
own hours and take her pre-schoolers along.
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Lean Times 
Marj would take little Susan and Randy with her when working on 

real estate projects. She made some sales, but money was tight for the 
family. Everyone helped. More of the cooking and household chores fell 
to the girls. Everyone learned to be frugal.

Kids Pitched In
Barry found creative ways of making money with various enter-

prises like selling greeting cards, etc. He and David built garbage racks 
to sell. Garbage collection was done in the narrow alleys, which ran 
between streets. Garbage cans were set out behind the houses in the 
alley. When a city ordinance required the cans to be a certain height o% 
the ground, Barry and David constructed wooden garbage racks out of 
lumber from the lumber yard.

M’Jean: Starting in 9th grade I began teaching piano lessons. From my 
#rst little student I learned that not all kids will practice diligently and that 
not all moms will see to it they do. I taught all through high school. I charged 
$1.25 per lesson. !e silver dollars and quarters piled on the upright piano 
came in handy when we needed bread or other groceries,  and we’d take that 
money to the store. 

Sometimes Negligent
But we were still kids and did not really see the whole picture. Nor did 

Marj want us to carry any more burden than necessary. We were o$en negli-
gent about carrying out responsibilities.

We had our instructions about answering the phone. If someone called 
in answer to an ad about renting an apartment, we were to get the name and 
phone number. If someone called in answer to an ad on a house for sale, we 
were to get the name and phone number. 

We o$en forgot to ask for the name and number. When we failed to get 
the information, so Marj could follow up, she would be sorely disappointed. 

Sometimes Marj would return home from a sales call about dinnertime 
and ask why we had not thought to put some potatoes on to cook. 

Probably none of the kids regarded themselves as being “poor folk,” 
but there were some lean times, and sometimes it became a person-
al challenge, in feeling that clothes and supplies were not up to par. 
Apparently because of such consciousness in being frugal, Randy later 
joked, “M’Jean had her own private depression.”

Sometimes embarrassed
 M’Jean: Central Intermediate was the school I attended when Barney died. 

I was in 5th grade. All the 5th and 6th graders in the district attended Central. As 
some of the 7th grade classes were added, I went to Central in 7th grade also. !e 
building, which was the old high school, had a swimming pool. !ere was only 
one occasion our 7th grade P. E. class was allowed to swim. I don’t remember the 
pool at all, only the dressing room. I remember that day primarily due to the 
embarrassment I felt in the dressing room because of my raggedy slip. Knowing 
that funds were tight, I did not ask if I could buy a new slip but mended the old 
one over and over until it was a sorry sight.

!is type of embarrassment did not do the damage to my self esteem that 
it caused Myrna. She never forgot how a boy pointed out to her that she had a 

David South, Realtor
“At eighteen, I got my 
license. Cortez told me I was 
the youngest person that 
ever got an Idaho license.”
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hole in her skirt. But she was proba-
bly more damaged by her two well-
dressed uppity fair-weather friends. 
!e two of them came from wealthy 
families and had been friends since 
early childhood. Both were piano 
students of Myrna’s teacher, Betty 
Benthin Petree. !ey each got along 
#ne with Myrna and desired her 
company when the other was not 
about. When the three were together, 
Myrna was always feeling that three’s 
a crowd. 

Little Waif
I remember thinking Susan o$en 

looked like a little waif. Her hair was 
di"cult to comb, and sometimes no 
one had time to try getting a comb 
through the snarls. Once I thought a 
haircut would solve the problem, so I 
cut her hair and found out that cut-
ting hair was harder than I thought. 
It turned out less fortunate than I had 
envisioned. Marj didn’t say anything.

Sawmill Priority
Summertime the focus was still 

on the sawmill and would remain so 
for the next four years, but Marj and 
David had opened a new door which 
would have a large impact on the fu-
ture of the family. 

Real Estate Sales
David: My #rst real sales proj-

ect was a property in Montana. I got 
Cortez to help me, and I sold this 
property, which was a lodge up by 
Hebgen Lake, to a man that lived in 
Idaho Falls. I got my #rst real estate 

commission, which was a really nice size commission. With that commission I 
had enough money that I could go to college that next fall. For the next couple of 
years I sold quite a bit of real estate. 

Selling a Plum
One of Marj’s early real estate sales was in Island Park. Marj learned that the 

owners of the beautiful property on the Bu%alo River known as Wallins’ Cabin were 
interested in selling. Wallins’ was one of the family’s favorite spots in Island Park. 
!e cabin was old and dilapidated, but the property was isolated and scenic. 

!e owners lived in Pocatello. Marj visited with them--two elderly sisters—
both childless, I believe--who had lived in the cabin at times as children and who 

M’Jean, Randy, 
Susan, Myrna
“I thought Susan 

sometimes looked 
little a little waif, with 

her tangled hair. I 
tried cutting her hair 

and  found out cutting 
hair was harder than I 

thought.” (M’Jean)
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had inherited the place. She succeeded in getting a listing. !ere was 
no trouble #nding a buyer. Claude Malan, an Island Park neighbor 
who owned a beautiful summer home east of the sawmill, was very 
interested in obtaining the property. When they went to look over the 
property, they found that inside the shed was a miniature cast iron 
cookstove in pristine condition. It was a real stove! 

When Claude spotted it, he asked that Marj also arrange to buy 
the stove from the owners. He could see it was a valuable antique 
and was willing to pay whatever they asked. 

Marj took little Susan with her when she went up to the Wallins’ 
property and met with one of the sisters. Susan was probably close to 
#ve years old. 

Susan: I remember going to the outbuilding where the stove was with 
the lady. !e stove was in the shed, along with the stove accessories. I was 
not included in the conversation. !e lady was really nice to me. 

“We Want a Little Girl to Have It”
!e lady recalled fondly how she and her sister, when they were little 

girls, would cook on that small stove. It was on the porch next to the 
kitchen. !ere would be a #re in the #rebox. !eir mother would hand 
the ingredients through the window. !ey used the several tiny cast iron 
utensils, including a griddle, a wa'e iron, and a tea kettle, which were still 
there with the stove. 

“We do not want the stove to go 
to a collector. We would rather that a 
little girl have it to use as we did,” she 
said. She looked at Susan and asked, 
“Would you like the little stove, hon-
ey?”

Susan: !e shed was jammed 
full of stu%. But it was obvious what 
it was--you could see what it was—a 
mini cookstove, along with the stove 
accessories. I was pretty excited! 

Marj was excited about the real 
estate commission, and it was a good 
commission! She loved the stove 
too, and there was also a certain sat-
isfaction in not having it wind up in 
Claude’s antique collection. Instead it 
sat on the hearth where Susan could 
play with it. 

Miniature Real Iron Cookstove 
Given to Susan South by its owner

Jenny Lynne South [Semenza]
Jenny, along with Marj’s 
other grandchildren and later, 
great-grandchildren, played with 
the little stove.
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Sunday School Revival

A$er the South family had been attending church in Island Park a couple of 
years, one spring day, leaders of the Yellowstone Stake came out to the saw-
mill at Island Park Siding. !ey said they were organizing a Sunday School 

in Island Park. David, age 18, who had recently graduated from Idaho Falls High 
School, was called to be an assistant in the Sunday School superintendency. M’Jean, 
12, and Myrna, 10, were asked to be the chorister and pianist.

Sunday School was set for 10:00, one hour before sacrament meeting. However, 
since the Catholic service was held in the Church of the Pines at that hour, Sunday 
School would be held up the hill from the church in the schoolhouse. 

Like Our Grandfathers Before Us
!irty-two years earlier, there was a similar occurrence at Island Park 

Siding. Marj was 8 years old, and Barney was 20 when stake leaders came 
to the tie camp and organized a Sunday School to be held in the school-
house. !eir fathers, Justin Knapp and Samuel South, were given respon-
sibility in conducting meetings and directing music.

Myrna: !e #rst year we had Sunday School I played the piano.
M’Jean: I don’t know how it was decided who should do what, but Myrna 

played the piano, and I directed the Sunday School singing in the same little 
building where we had gone to school in the fall of every year. What a remarkable 
pianist Myrna was at ten! We had a great experience there. It was the beginning 
of a lifelong involvement with music in the church for both of us.

!ere was quite a lot of music in Sunday School, including about ten minutes 
of hymn practice. !ere was also a sacrament hymn. At that time, sacrament was 
blessed and passed in Sunday School, as well as sacrament meeting. 

!e hymn books were little thin green paperbacks with 50 hymns; only about 
three were suitable as sacrament hymns. Myrna and I were involved with the 
Sunday School music in Island Park for several years. 

Mary Lou Ovard was our Sunday School teacher. She gave a lesson on the 
sacrament that has had more impact on my life than any other single lesson.  

Miji Note: I never thought about that parallel--with Grandpa Knapp and Grandpa South-- but I’ll bet Marj did!

Chapter 105

Myrna, Susan, M’Jean
Barry, Randy, David
Ready for church.
M’Jean and Myrna are 
wearing their Swiss 
watches Barney and Marj 
requested that Bernie 
bring  from Germany. 

I hope that we can all remember who we are. We can help each other and our 
fellow men. Each day we have the opportunities and now and then we try. 

It seems that we must go farther out of our way to be of service.-David
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Myrna: A little later, Marj was a Sunday School teacher.
M’Jean: A$er Sunday School everyone would hurry down to the Church 

of the Pines for the 11:00 sacrament meeting.

Kerosene refrigerator - Broken Arm  
Marj bought a kerosene refrigerator, and it was huge. It was a real 

boon. For the #rst time at Island Park Siding, it was possible to keep food 
refrigerated. One drawback of the fridge was the powerful bad smell of 
the kerosene when the pilot light went out. Which it did now and then.

M’Jean: It was in the process of transporting the fridge that David broke 
his arm. !e date, I believe, was the 24th of July, 1957. 

Cranking the Old Ford Truck
Barry: About the only time I ever got even with David for all of the knocks 

was a time when he was cranking the old Ford truck and I was running the 
choke and throttle. !e engine back#red while David cranked and I heard a 
yelp and a groan. !e crank had kicked backwards and it cracked the bone in 
his arm.  He surely hollered over that one. He got to wear a bandage or cast for 
awhile, and I #gured it got him out of quite a bit of work.

 
No License to Practice Medicine

David: One Island Park summer a$ernoon when I was eighteen, a messen-
ger from Pond’s Lodge drove the four miles to our camp to tell us that equipment 
we had ordered was waiting for us at Pond’s. We had an old, ton-and-a-half, Ford 
dump truck that was hard to start and never did run just right. We used it mostly 
to haul scrap slabs away from the sawmill.

But that a$ernoon, we decided to get our equipment at Pond’s with that truck. 
Generally, we started that Ford by cranking it, and, with a large engine like this 
truck’s V-8, that was always dangerous. Nevertheless, I got a hold of the crank 
handle and gave it a healthy turn. !e thing back#red, spun the handle back 
around, smacking my le$ wrist. Woweee! !at really hurt!

I fought back tears while Uncle Bernie cranked the truck again and started 
it. All the way to Pond’s, I squeezed that arm just as hard as I could because it 
hurt so much. We got our equipment and returned to camp. For the next twen-
ty-four hours, I kept applying cold compresses, then heated ones. Cold followed 
by heat kept both the swelling and the pain down, but it was still pretty sore. 
Nevertheless, I thought it was doing quite well — till I squeezed my arm above 
the spot that was hit. I could feel bones grating! Oh, oh — I had a broken arm! 

Somewhere, I had read that broken bones don’t start knitting for about a week, 
so I wasn’t all that worried, though I couldn’t do much with that arm. Another 
six or seven days went by, and I knew that, as much as I didn’t want to, I had to 
see a doctor. 

No Hospital Stay - Just Put a Cast on it Please
In those days, doctors con#ned patients with such injuries to the hospital. I 

sure didn’t want that. I made a deal with my mom. I agreed to go to the hospital 
if Marj would let M’Jean, my then thirteen-year-old sister, go with me. I felt that 
with my sister there the doctor would not order a hospital stay because he could 
see that I had to get M’Jean home. And, I told Marj, on the way home, we could 
even get some groceries. So M’Jean and I drove to Ashton and I showed the doc-
tor my arm.

“It’s broken. I need a cast,” I said.
!e doctor looked at the arm and examined it. “You don’t have enough pain 

for that arm to be broken.”

David South
Broke his arm while crank-
ing the old Ford truck. The 

engine backfired and the 
crank kicked backwards.

Little Green Hymn Book
Small paperbound hymn books 
were used in the Church of  the 

Pines and at the schoolhouse, 
where M’Jean and Myrna 

conducted and played 
the hymns.
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“I did it a week ago. And I used cold 
and then heat. Trust me, it’s broken.”

“Well, I don’t trust you,” Doc replied. 
“Let’s get an X-ray.”

He looked at the X-ray, saw the break 
and said, “Boy, I ought to make you stay 
in the hospital for about a week.”

“NO! Just put a cast on it, please!”
“You should have come in right a$er 

this happened, or at most by the next 
day,” he scolded.

I told him I had read that bones did 
not heal or set that quickly.

“!at’s not totally true,” Doc said. 
“Besides, you don’t have a license to 
practice medicine.” 

Sympathy 
He put the cast and a sling on and 

I drove home using only my right arm. 
When I got there, Barry, with a brother’s 
typical amount of sympathy said, “Get 
out of that sling. You have work to do.”

So I got to wear the sling only during 
that drive home from the doctor’s. But the cast stayed on for #ve or six weeks, 
which got me a lot of sympathy from my girlfriends, including Judy, my future 
wife.

Judy: I remember church when I wasn’t going with David. I went to church 
up there a$er I graduated and looked over, and there was David South, and he 
had broken his arm. Most of my girlfriends had dated him, and I had dated him a 
couple of times and been in a play with him. And we all commented, because we 
all thought David South was pretty #ne, you know. 

Verifying the date of David’s arm break is a letter from M’Jean’s friend, Shirley 
Brocksome, following her summer visit:

Shirley: Aug 9, 1957 - Dear M’Jean, How’s everyone up that way except for 
all the bruises and sprains? Rubeine Sanders said David’s arm really looked awful. 
Hope yours is better by now. His too. 

 M’Jean: Shirley was my age, and we had been close friends since we were 
four years old and her family rented our little log house on Ada Avenue a$er 
Barney built the new house across the street. Of course when she visited, she 
would be Myrna’s guest, as well. All three of us got along very well together, which 
was fortunate, considering the family policy. Marj never tolerated the kind of 
behavior where one child in the family, while entertaining a friend, excluded the 
younger sibling. If such became the situation, the friend would be invited to go 
home.  

Swings – Undertunnels
!e swings Barney had hung near the back porch got a lot of use through the 

years. !ere were two trees spaced just the right distance apart for two swings. Both 
swings hung from the same long pole secured to limbs of the two trees.  

Susan
Giving an undertunnel to 
Susie was easy. When the 
swinger was someone much 
heavier it was a different story, 
as Myrna found out when she 
got a scrape down her back. 

Myrna
Mounting her stilts
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Myrna:  I remember when Shirley Brocksome was up vis-
iting, and about that time, we really liked doing undertunnels. 
An undertunnel is where you start to give a person a push, and 
then you can give them an extra push by running under the 
swing. Undertunnels were pretty harmless if you were pushing 
somebody about your weight or smaller, and there was just the 
regular &at board. But I gave Shirley an undertunnel, and some-
times if you wanted the swing a little shorter, you tied a knot 
in the chain, and that would be under the board. And she was 
a little heavier than what I was used to pushing, and that knot 
scraped down my back, so yeah, I remember that. 

Flower Summer – 
Bug Summer

Bernie attended the Agricultural College in Logan win-
ter semester, 1956, and was pursuing courses in biol-
ogy. He returned to Island Park that spring with all 

kinds of knowledge about various plants, including &owers. 
He had reference books and keys to the many varieties of 
wild &owers in the Island Park area.

M’Jean: He showed us girls how to identify wild &owers. It 
wasn’t long before we had a grand collection of pressed &owers 

in the Life magazines in the bottom of the bookcase. !e prettiest were the Blue 
Gentian.

It was a$er winter semester of 1957 that Bernie had a project that involved ev-
eryone in camp. He signed up for a course to be completed outside of school, which 
consisted of collecting, identifying, and mounting 600 species of insects. Island 
Park was just the place to do it. Everyone helped. 

Myrna: One summer we were into collecting wild &owers, and another, 
bugs--for our uncle, who was a biology major. Everywhere we went we took a 
bug bottle and a butter&y net.

!e guys carried band-aid boxes in their shirt pockets to put captured bugs in.  
!e nicest of the empty cabins, the one Ren had built in about 1927, became the 
“Bughouse.” On the table Bernie spread out all his paraphernalia, including mount-
ing pins, wax, cyanide bottles, and display boxes. He learned he had to protect his 
insects from other critters.

Bernie: I had bugs—specimens--in a cigar box with wax on the bottom. !e 
mice got into them and ate the bugs.

Cyanide Bottles - Pinning Specimens
Bernie made the cyanide bottles by putting 3 or 4 inches of sawdust in the bot-

tom of a quart jar, then covering the sawdust with about a one-inch layer of plaster 
of paris. One drop of cyanide was su"cient. !e lid was kept screwed on, except 
when putting an insect in the jar. When it fell on the &at surface of plaster of paris, 

Susan, Randy, 
& Uncle Bernie 

Knapp
Bernie had everyone 

helping to collect the 
600 species of  insects 

required for his college 
course. 
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it perished instantly, in perfect condition for pinning in the display box. 
!e insects were pinned through the thorax on the right side. Insects too small 

to pin were mounted on a small tag, and the tag was pinned. !e wings of butter-
&ies, dragon&ies, and moths were spread out before being pinned. Some of the 
moths Bernie captured were very large, as were the water beetles. Beneath each 
insect on the same long pin was the label.

M’Jean: Extra insects came in handy for future school science projects for 
us kids.

M’Jean driving ‘54 chev
It was probably late in 1956 that Marj had purchased a used ’54 Chevro-

let, light green. It had an automatic transmission. 

M’Jean: It was in the green ’54 Chev that I had my #rst driving experi-
ence. I was twelve years old. One day we were returning from Ponds. Myrna, 
Susan, Randy and I were in the car with Marj. When we got out of the tim-
ber onto the &at, where there were no trees next to the road, Marj asked if I 
would like to drive. I jumped at the chance.

A$er going o% into the borrow pit on one side, back across the road and 
into the borrow pit on the other side a couple of times, I #nally was able 
to keep the car going relatively straight, and somehow we made it the mile 
across the &at to camp.

A little later David and Barry came across that road in another vehicle. 
When they got to the house, they remarked about the crazy car tracks they 
had seen out on the &at. “Some drunk driver must have been heading our way,” 
they said. “No,” they were told. “!at was M’Jean driving the ‘Chev.”

School 1957

In the fall of 1957, both David and Barry le$ for school. Barry was a junior 
at Idaho Falls High School. David, however, had graduated and was attending 
Ricks College, so he was back and forth, spending evenings in Island Park part 

of the time. Bernie also le$ Island Park to attend fall semester at the Agricultural 
College in Logan. 

Ashton School - Yellow School Bus
!ere was a big change in store for M’Jean and Myrna that fall. School was 

an entirely new experience. In 1957, the new highway between Last Chance 
and Ashton was #nished. It was no longer necessary to travel the hazardous 
route through Warm River Canyon and Bear Gulch to get to Ashton.

!at fall the Island Park School closed, a$er being held nine years at 
Mack’s and three years previously in a cabin at Ponds. A real yellow school 
bus picked up all the Island Park students from a few designated locations, 
and they were transported to Ashton for school.

M’Jean
The crazy zigzag car 
tracks left in the dusty 
road were not from a 
drunk driver but from 
12-year-old M’Jean’s first 
time driving the car.

US Route 20
The main highway 

to Yellowstone was rerout-
ed up the Ashton Hill in 
1957, bypassing the Warm 
River Inn, resulting in a 
great downturn in busi-

ness.
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Myrna: We had the same group on the bus every day. It seems to me that 
everybody pretty much had their seats they always sat in. !e bus, of course, 
started picking up kids further north, up towards West Yellowstone, so the ones 
from Island Park Lodge, which I think might have been the Kennedys, and then 
Mack Whaley. It seemed to me he always sat on the back row.  

!ey’d stop and get us at Ponds, go on down the road a ways and stop at the 
Railroad Ranch and pick up a couple of kids that lived there, and go on down to 
Ashton.  

Small Town Cliques
M’Jean: !e one year I attended the Ashton High School I was in 8th grade, 

and that was when I found out what small town cliques were all about. !ere were 
3 or 4 girls who were the stand outs, and they took me in—sort of. I was never re-
ally “in”—always partly “out.” My presence at lunch, etc. was politely tolerated but 
not really welcomed. During those few months up until we moved for the winter, 
I came to understand a little more the small town cliquishness that plagued Marj 
during her childhood in the little town of Goshen.

Flu Epidemic
However, there was not a lot of school for anyone in Ashton that fall. Soon 

a$er school started, it was announced on the radio and in the newspaper that 
school was closing due to the &u epidemic. School remained closed for about 4 
weeks because of the &u. By then it was time for the potato harvest, and school 
was closed an additional 2 weeks for “spud vacation.” Farmers relied on school 
kids to help harvest their crops.

When we returned to school a$er a 6 weeks’ absence, none of us could re-
member our locker combinations.

Myrna: My #rst year I was in the elementary school there. What I remember 
best about the school there was art. I had no artistic ability, but before that, all 
these people had just handed me some crayons or paint and said, “Here, make a 
picture.”  We actually had a teacher who taught us how to do railroad tracks and 
roads with the perspective, and I thought that was so cool. Ever a$er, if I ever 
wanted to make a picture that looked decent, it had to be a railroad tracks or a 
road.

Bus Party at Philip’s Lodge
M’Jean: It was decided that the kids who rode the bus to Ashton every day to 

school should have a party. A$er all, most of the residents, except the Souths, were 
in the resort and entertainment business. !e party was held at Philips’ Lodge. 

Myrna: We had a party for all the kids that rode the school bus—a Halloween 
party. And they had a juke box. So they played mu-
sic on this juke box, and it was partly a dance. And 
because there were so few girls, we got to dance with 
these big boys. It was quite the evening. 

Tending Horses
M’Jean: Late every a$ernoon came time for the 

chore of watering the horses. With all of the guys gone 
o% to school, this challenging, dreaded task would fall 
to Myrna and me. 

Next to the well stood an old washing machine, 
with the big granite washtub intact, but having the 
wringer and most of the sha$ removed. !at was the 
“horse barrel.” When the horses were not being kept 
in the woods, they were stabled in the barn in camp. 

Asian Flu
The deadly 

1957 influenza pandemic, 
the “Asian Flu,” was one 
of the famous influenza 
pandemics in history, al-
though milder that the 
1918 event. It was a cate-
gory 2 flu pandemic out-
break of avian influenza 
that originated in China 
in early 1956 lasting until 
1958. It originated from 
mutation in wild ducks 
combining with a pre-ex-
isting human strain. The 
death toll in the US was 
almost 70,000. A vaccine 
for H2N2 was intro-
duced in 1957, and the 
pandemic slowed down.

Ashton High School
M’Jean briefly attended 8th 

grade at the high school. 
Myrna was in 6th grade at 

the elementary school.
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Myrna: We’d go down to the well, #ll up the wash machine, go get the horses, 
they would drink. 

Susan: !ey got pretty excited and lively when they were going to get their 
drink.

M’Jean: When we went to the barn to get the horses, it was hoped that the 
horses would have lead ropes. Did I say “lead”? Why, they would practically run 
right over us in their hurry to the water. Still, we did not dare to let go of the rope, 
and we didn’t dare really run, or the horses would start running and trample us 
for sure. Or so we feared. So we’d walk as fast as we could, and try to ignore that 
awful feeling of horses breathing right down our backs.

When we arrived at the well, we would be very glad if we had had the presence 
of mind to #ll the horse barrel beforehand. Even so, we would have to draw water 
as fast as we could to keep up with those big mouths--lips open but teeth closed 
to screen out the bugs and pine needles &oating on top of the water. !e trip back 
to the barn would be a little more calm.

Sputnik 1 
On Friday, October 4, 1957, thanks to the antenna rigged up by Nick 

Nicholson, everyone stood in the kitchen, next to the #replace, and heard on the 
radio remarkable news. Russia launched a satellite called Sputnik 1. 

Watching for the Truck
As the days grew shorter, Marj would light the gas lantern earlier 

in the evenings. She and her four youngest children gathered around 
the kitchen table, keeping busy with schoolwork or games. Sometimes 
she would read aloud. On Friday nights, she would be watching out the 
kitchen window for headlights coming across the &at. Many evenings in 
the past she had watched out toward the &at for the amber clearance lights 
on top of the red Federal, as she waited for Barney to return from lumber 
deliveries. But now it was her young sons, David and Barry, she would be 
watching for. 

At length, when in the distance there shone through the darkness a pair 
of glowing lights, possibly through fast falling snow, Marj could at last breathe 
easy.

Making Music by Lamplight
M’Jean: Some of those long evenings, Marj, Myrna, and I played music to-

gether. With the lighted lantern set on top of the piano, we would get out the 
“Music for Millions” book for two violins and piano and all of us trade around 
playing the parts. We had a couple of old music stands, and Marj could tune the 
violins, and we all knew just enough to get through some of those pieces and end 
pretty close to the same time.  A treasured memory.

Marj sometimes sat down to the piano and played her favorite piece—“Melo-
dy in F” by Rubinstein. She never quite got the rhythm right, but it was stuck in 
her head a certain way, and that’s how she played it. Maybe it wasn’t her favorite 
piece, but it was a piece she could play.  

Winter Move
When the time came, the family managed to make its third move out of Island 

Park without Barney. 

Sputnik 1 
Sputnik 1 was the 

first artificial Earth satellite. 
The Soviet Union launched 
it into an elliptical low Earth 
orbit on  October 4, 1957. 
It was a 23-inch diameter 
polished metal sphere, with 
four external radio antennas 
to broadcast radio pulses. Its 
radio signal was easily de-
tectable even by amateurs.

The satellite travelled at 
about 18,000 mph taking 
96.2 minutes to complete 

each orbit. 

“By the light of  the gas 
lantern on top of  the piano 
Marj, Myrna, and I played 
pieces for two violins and
piano.” (M’Jean)
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Passing the Torch

I ran the saw as the sawyer for the next 3 years. And I learned an 
awful lot then about working. It was pretty hard work.-barry

Ever since so$ spoken, mild mannered Uncle Bernie had taken Al’s place at 
Marj’s kitchen  table, as well as his spot on the pull-out bed in the living 
room, he had become like a big brother to the South kids. 

He had started working for Barney at age 13 and had spent almost every sum-
mer since then in Island Park at the sawmill. 

Namesakes 
Bernie’s having been named Bernard Eldon came about because of the friend-

ship the Knapp family had with Bernard Eugene “Barney” South in Island Park—
4 years before Bernie was born in Goshen. Bernie probably had heard about his 
namesake long before ever meeting him. !en when he was six years old, and his 
family was living in Rexburg, Barney came calling on his big sister. !e following 
spring when he found out Marj had married Barney in the middle of the school 
year, he was as surprised as anybody.

Young Bernie - Living in Island Park
When Marj’s father went to work at the sawmill that spring of 1937, Barney 

helped move the  Knapp family to Island Park. Bernie was awed at Marj’s new-
found richness—living in the biggest cabin in camp, wearing dungarees and cow-
boy boots, even having a car. 

Eager to be outside, even in snowy weather, Bernie told how Marj “came to his 
rescue,” convincing his mother that the fresh air would be good for him. 

He remembered how Barney was “always looking out for kids” and asked him, 
as a 7-year-old, to build a wooden tool box, and paid him for it. 

When the Rumely steamer went through the mill#re, Bernie watched with great 
interest as Barney rebuilt the engine, recalling the ladle used to melt the Babbitt and 
pour new bearings. He remembered the melted, twisted water glass in the engine.

He credited Marj for teaching him to read. Because of the excellent tutoring he 

Chapter 106 
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Grandpa Justin Knapp sawing. Barry and Bernie offbearing
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had received from Marj, and because of her persuasiveness with the school, Bernie 
was admitted to second grade, even a$er missing the #rst half of the school year.

Barney & Jess Built Knapp House
He credited Barney for getting the Knapp family into their own house. A$er 

moving to Idaho Falls New Year’s Eve, they were able to move into their own new 
log home. “Barney built the house for Dad,” said Bernie.

Bernie Worked for Barney - Learned to Drive
It was a$er Barney and Marj returned from work in defense plants during the 

war, and a$er Al went into the Air Force, that Bernie became practically a member 
of the family. He worked in the woods and #red the steam engine at the sawmill.

As he had done with Al, Barney took Bernie places and taught him things—
about work, about life. He taught him to drive and gave him the chance to practice.

Bernie: I learned from Barney quite a few things. One time Barney was 
talking to me and he said, “Charles Pond is a pretty wise person. He’ll go and ask 
people for advice; that doesn’t mean he’ll take their advice. But he will ask, and 
then he will think it through and #gure it out for himself.”

Well I was with Barney one day and some other men on his crew and we were 
out in the middle of the &at looking for horse tracks. We turned the horses loose 
at night a lot of the time, especially in the spring when there was a lot of good 
grass. We walked and looked for tracks. Finally we were quite a ways from the 
truck and Barney said, “Bernie, go get the truck.”

Well, I’d seen it driven a lot but I’d never driven it myself. I was 13 or 14, I 
guess. I probably used 2nd gear, which was low. !e lowest gear we called com-
pound in those days. It was a 4 speed. So that’s how I got started. 

When Barney used to take trips delivering logs or lumber to the valley, he 
used to take me with him in the old Ford with semi trailer, and that’s when I 
learned how to drive. We’d come home empty. He would get tired and a little 
sleepy, especially on a hot a$ernoon and he’d have me drive. 

Bernie Knapp with 
David & Barry

From age 13 on Bernie 
lived with Barney 

& Marj in summer and 
was like a big brother to 

the South kids. Barney 
taught him to work in 

the woods, at the sawmill, 
and to drive the truck.
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Talked Me Through the Shift
At #rst he’d tell me what to do with my feet while he double-clutched on 

downshi$s. I remember once going over an overpass over the railroad at Sugar 
City and tra"c slowed us down so much that before we got over the top we had 
to downshi$, and he talked me through it.

Stopped at Cafe 
Once in a while we would stop at a little café and get chicken fried steak. !ere 

was a place between Sugar City and Rexburg by the railroad tracks. On the same 
side of the highway as the railroad track on a narrow piece of ground there was 
a café. !at was something I wasn’t used to. In my family we never got to go eat 
at a restaurant.

Barney Good to Me
I learned quite a bit from Barney riding with him delivering logs and di%er-

ent stu% to the valley. Barney was awful good to me. He helped me with a lot of 
things.

Roll Up the Window, Eli
One fall I was out of school for spud vacation and Barney hired an old guy 

from Duttonville to come o)ear for a week. I went up with them in the old 
‘37 Ford truck. I sat in the middle. As we passed the Hugginsville school where 
the highway east of Ashton turned north, the temperature changed. Once we 
dropped down into Warm River it really cooled o%. 

One of the things I always remember about the old Ford was the sound of the 
engine sucking in air as we crossed the Warm River bridge and started up the hill 
with the throttle wide open. At that place just before the bridge the driver would 
have the gas lever all the way to the &oor to get a run at the long hill. (It is a nos-
talgic sound --I can almost hear it now.) 

As soon as we crossed the bridge we were in the shadow of the mountain. And 
the cooler air came into the cab, chilling us. Old Eli Dutton had been riding all 
the time with his elbow out the window. Barney said, “Hey Eli, how about rolling 
up your window?” No response came from Eli. “Eli, roll your window up.” Barney 
raised his voice several times and still no response from Eli. He just sat there 
looking straight ahead. 

Cranked the windshield Open
Finally Barney reached up to the middle of the dash and cranked the wind-

shield wide open. It would open up 6-8 inches I suppose. About a quarter of 
a mile further up the hill, Eli rolled up his window. !en Barney cranked the 
windshield back down and we traveled on in silence all the way to the mill, but 
much warmer. 

Eli was slow. Barney had to wait on him quite a lot. I’d come out from the 
engine shed and help get the waste slabs moved that piled up on Eli. A$er a week 
Barney had most of the special order cut out that he needed at the time. I think 
Eli went home a$er 2 weeks and never worked for Barney again. He was maybe 
45-50, a slender guy, not very husky, real quiet. Had a wife and a bunch of little 
kids. A$er 2 weeks we didn’t seem to know him anymore than when he came, 
despite Marj’s many inquiries.

Sometimes the instances longest remembered are those related to trouble.
Popped the Clutch

Bernie: One time in the fall we went out—it was during spud vacation. I 
used to come up during spud harvest sometimes. Instead of picking potatoes, I’d 
come up and work at the mill. And so one time there was something like a #rst 
snow, or some early snow, just a little snow and probably melted by noon or so. I 
went out to haul some slabs, and I put some slabs on the truck and was ready to 
bring it over to the mill, and I got in the truck and went to go, and it wouldn’t go. 
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I’d shi$ gears and let the clutch out, and nothing happened.
So I went and told Barney, and he came over and looked, of course, and what 

had happened, I had some snow on my foot, and those old pedals they had on 
the Ford—they’d get worn down til it was just the metal—it was kind of slippery, 
and my foot had slipped o% the clutch, and the clutch had come out sudden and 
popped the clutch, and it broke one of the rear axles.  

Broke Off the Nut 
So Barney was kind of unhappy. But fortunately in the warehouse there was a 

spare axle, so he went over and got that and came back and was putting it on, and 
I was helping him, and I was screwing on the little bolts that hold the axle into 
the wheel, -- they aren’t very big bolts, but I turned one so hard, I turned the nut 
o%.  He just kinda groaned, you know, and sent me back over to the mill to do 
something. If I’d have been his kid, I’d have probably got a lickin.’ He just kinda 
groaned about it and didn’t say much a$erwards, just went ahead and got it #xed. 
Of course the truck ran when it was #xed. And he told me you have to be careful 
not to let the clutch pop out.

Jack-Knifed the Truck 
Barney hired a Swede, John Olds, to cut for him, to work up at Chick Creek. 

We were logging up Trail Canyon quite far up. And one time he rode up to work 
in the morning with me, and I was driving the Ford, and I was following Barney 
in the Federal.

We went up a low canyon a ways, and there was a dugway to get up on top 
where we were loading the logs. So I just let the truck just idle along until it got 
to where I had to go up the steep hill. It had snowed during the night, just a ski%. 

As I started up and hit the gas it coughed, sputtered, and killed. Down we 
went backwards. It jackknifed, the windwhield wipers turned backwards, cleaned 
out the carburetor, the works. It stopped a$er one wheel went up over a big rock, 
bumping our heads on the top of the cab and came to stop when the trailer reach 
was all the way around wedged against the duals. 

And this Swede got out of the cab and grabbed his lunch pail, his saw and his 
axe, and went tromping up the hill and told Barney, “He’s trying to kill me!”

So Barney came down and started her up and said, “Well, probably because 
you just let it idle a ways, and hadn’t stepped on the gas to get it going much until 
it started slipping.”

A$er that the Swede always rode with Barney each morning. 

Firing the Steamer
A$er Barney started up his mill again using the old steamer I got the job of 

#ring it. I had that job for several years while Berdett was o)earer during sum-
mer breaks from school. He was there several years of high school and during 
summers from college. I was there summers and a$er graduating from Ricks un-
til July, ‘53 when I was dra$ed. 

Offbearing
One summer Berdett le$ early in order to play in an All-star football game. So 

I ended up o)earing. A$er about a week of that I really felt worn down. I quit 
and took a week o%. I asked Barney for my pay. I wanted to settle up. My dad was 
there working for him. He didn’t say anything to me. I spent that week playing 
with Barry, David, and Steve in an old rowboat we found discarded and patched 
it up with tar so it would &oat in Tom’s Creek. 

It was a bad time to leave Barney with Berdett gone. I asked Gene for a job 
and being the caliber of person he was he wouldn’t hire me away from Barney of 
course. So one day when one of their o)earers took a day o% I did work at the 
portable. It was a change, but o)earing is o)earing and it was not any easier 
except there were two o)earers. A$er a week o% I went back and helped Barney 
until school started at Ricks. 
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Learned to Saw
One time a Munns family from Rexburg came up and got out their own 

cellar timber. !ey also hauled a lot of logs to be sawn into lumber for sheath-
ing and use around their farms. So Barney started me sawing. Some of the 
lumber sure wasn’t up to the same standard he cut and sold to other customers 
as I was learning to saw. Some of the logs cut by those farmers weren’t too 
straight to begin with either. !at’s how I got my start sawing. It proved to be 
the most interesting work at the mill for me. 

Don’t Take Your Eyes Off the Offbearer!
I recall one time Barney came out to the mill and asked if I had a tape 

with me. I didn’t. He bought a new 6’ tape, gave it to me and told me he never 
wanted to see me sawing again without a tape. I still have it among my souve-
nirs. He also told me if you want to live to a ripe old age, don’t you ever take 
your eyes o% the o)earer! And that proved to be greatly bene#cial. On several 
occasions I’ve dashed from the sawyers box behind the millshed as slabs or 
lumber sailed over the skidway and beyond, always unexpectedly of course. 

Bernie Skilled Sawyer -Drafted into Army
Bernie was good at anything that required precision, and he became 

a skilled sawyer.
For ten years, from the time he was 13 years old, Bernie had spent his sum-

mers working for Barney, who had taught him every aspect of the sawmill oper-
ation. At age 23, Bernie received his dra$ notice. He was at the sawmill until July, 
1953, when he went into the army. He was never to see Barney again. Eighteen 
months later, while he was serving in the army in Germany, he received the sad 
telegram, stating that on February 21, 1955, Barney had died.

Quiet Hero
In May, 1955, Bernie, now 25, was discharged from the army just in time to 

come to the rescue when the South family needed him to help run the sawmill. He 
was a quiet hero. 

Mission to China
A$er sawing at the mill for three summers, Bernie was called as a mission-

ary. Everyone who knew him was excited. Bernie felt overwhelmed, for 
he had been called 

to serve in China, and there 
was no prior language 
training. He was also quite 
a bit older than most mis-
sionaries. !e minimum 
age for missionaries at that 
time was 20; Bernie was 28. 
Missionaries to China were 
called for 3 years, although 
during the time he was 
serving, the duration was 
changed to 2 ½ years.  

Bernie Knapp 
Drafted into the army, Bernie 
left the sawmill in July, 1953, 
never to see Barney again. 
He was in Germany when he 
received the telegram telling 
of  Barney’s death.
Discharded from the army 
in May, 1955, he helped the 
South family run the sawmill 
for the next 3 years.

Bernie Knapp, quiet 
hero
Sporting a mustache the 
summer before leaving for 
China.
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Bernie’s parents, 
Justin and Mabel, 
would surely be lone-
ly without Bernie, but 
how happy they were 
to have a son #ll a mis-
sion!

Bernie: I 
was interviewed 
by Elder Bruce 
R. McConkie be-
fore my mission. 
I drove to Salt 
Lake City in my 
Volkswagon bug 
for that inter-
view. It was in the 
old church o"ce 
building. Later, 
a$er I was in the 
mission home, I 
went to that same 
o"ce building to 
an appointment 

and was set apart by Elder S.  Dilworth Young, another of the Seventy. He invited 
my father to stand and lay his hands upon my head during the setting apart. Also 
my mother sat there. It was to her the ful#llment of a lifetime dream--having a 
son going on a mission. 

Bernie arrived in Hong Kong in March of 1958.

SawyerDilemma
The 1958 sawmill season started with a new dilemma: the 

absence of Bernie, who had been the sawyer at the mill for 
the past three years, leaving a giant hole in the operation.

Barry: Bernie would run the saw, and we’d saw the logs into house 
logs and lumber, and sell the lumber, and that’s how we got by. And 
that went on for three years that way, and then Bernie was called to 
Taiwan on a mission. And the question came up—“okay, what are we 
going to do for a sawyer?”  

We discussed it as a family a little bit, and I remember, we deter-
mined that David would be going on a mission pretty quick, and it 
took a while to get somebody trained, to learn that. So it was decided 
that I would be the sawyer. So I ran the saw as the sawyer for the next 
3 years. And I learned an awful lot then about working. It was pretty 
hard work. 

Barry loved everything about sawmilling, and he became an 
excellent sawyer. 

Bernie Knapp 
In March, 1958, Bernie arrived 
in Hong Kong, answering a call 
to serve a 3 year mission for the 

Church of  Jesus Christ
 of  Latter-day Saints.

Barry South
Standing next to the mill shed 

where he will become the 
sawyer at age 16.
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Trail Canyon & Ripley Butte
As Barney had bought the logging rights to Section 

36, David and Barry continued to log that area.

David: Trail Canyon was quite a long canyon, and 

Barney primarily got the trees out of Section 36. Barry 

and I logged quite a bit of section 36 as well. !e other 

miles of canyon were logged by other people.
All of this is part of Black Mountain. Black Mountain 

is the edge of the volcano that is all along the edge of 
Yellowstone Park.

We did log in places other than Split Creek. For one 
thing, once in a while we would go a$er the big #r trees 
which were primarily on Ripley Butte. Ripley Butte is be-
tween the highway and the railroad, and it is primarily 
the place where #r trees grew. !ere were a lot of #r trees 
there, but they were not particularly good trees. About 
once a year we would log one of the #r trees and get the 
large lumber out of it. 

Grandpa Knapp
Marj’s father, Justin W. Knapp, was fast approaching age 72. As Grandpa was 

getting older, he was slowing down, but he continued to work at the sawmill. 
He was a blessing to the family, and the family was a blessing to him. On one 
occasion, however, he had everyone mad at him on account of poor Tops, the 
skid horse. 

Barry: Grandpa usually skidded logs with Tops. He 

and Tops had an interesting relationship. Both were rather 

slow. When Tops was n o t moving to suit him, Grandpa 

would nudge her with the blunt side of the pickaroon he carried to 

position logs. One time when he gave 

Tops a swi$ tap in her ribs, he 

accidental- ly hit her with the sharp, 

point- ed side of the pickaroon, 

which gashed her side. He was 

not very popular for a while. !e 

wound healed, and he and Tops went 

back to work.

6x6 Windshield Broke
Some of the time it was necessary for Grand-

pa to drive a truck. He preferred the Federal over 
the more powerful Chev and army truck, or 6x6.

Bernie: My father was stuck on a dugway 

one a$ernoon with the Federal. We towed the 

Grandpa Knapp
Having sawed for Barney 
and later for Ren, 
he occasionally still did some 
of  the sawing.

When working with a horse, 
Grandpa kept his pickaroon 
in hand in case the horse 
needed a nudge. Meantime 
two lucky little fellows are 
getting a ride.

Note the size of  the sawdust 
pile.

Pickaroon
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Federal once 

with the 6x6. 

David was 

pulling me and 

he was looking 

back and ran 

into a big dead 

tree at the side 

of the road. 

Our hand sig-

nals didn’t 

warn him 

enough to get 

him stopped in 

time. He had 

the windshield 

out &at to get 

more air in the 

cab. !e im-

pact on the tree 

shook a big limb out and it fell straight down breaking the windshield, both 

halves.

Running the Business
As for Marj, she was #rst raising a family. But second, she was running a busi-

ness. Marj had good business sense. It was a good thing, because of the overwhelm-
ing number of things to do. !ey all caused concern and they all cost money. A 
partial list includes:

Move the tools, furniture, and household goods twice a year
Procure a summer’s supply of dry and canned goods
Get the horses in the spring
Order and haul feed for the horses
Haul the horses to be wintered in late fall
Order gasoline; arrange for gas company to deliver gas to the gas tank in camp
Maintenance on trucks
Maintenance on logging equipment
Maintenance on sawmill equipment
Bookkeeping for the business
Dealing with the Forest Service

Winch and Quickway
Marj counted on Barney’s guidance, even a$er he was gone. Perhaps especially 

a$er he was gone. She talked about the things he did. She repeated the things he 
said. Her boys, although well trained by Barney, were very young when he died. 
!ey were young still. 

When it came to managing money, Barney was conservative, practical, wise. 
He grew his business slowly and without debt. New equipment came a little at a 
time as it could pay for itself. 

Marjorie South
Shown examining the 

teeth of  the big saw 
blade, Marj 

was featured in a 
newspaper article which 

acclaimed the managerial 
might of  a pretty, petite 

sawmill woman.
Marj had good business 

sense.

Miji Note: 
Being able to sell the 
sawn materials was 
also a big concern. 
Years later Marj 
wrote, “When we were 
overstocked with 
houselogs at the mill, 
I prayed over our 
“flocks, fields, and 
herds.”
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David and Barry were enthusias-
tic about ways to improve and expand 
the sawmill operation. !eir eager-
ness ran ahead of her practicality, and 
sometimes their enthusiasm and her 
common sense would clash.

It was frustrating for her and for 
them. !ey were the ones doing the 
logging and sawmill work. She was 
the one writing the checks.

She was reluctant to undertake 
speculative measures when her vision 
of a return on the investment appeared dim.

M’Jean: Worn down from the persuasive arguments of the boys, Marj would 
pour out her frustrations to us, her daughters, who could do nothing but listen 
and sympathize.

But she would end by saying, “Barney would say that the farmer’s sons who 
had no chance to try new ideas and ways of farming would, when they were able, 
leave the farm.”

New large pieces of equipment, never before used in the Souths’ timber opera-
tion, were imported to the logging areas. 

David: When we were logging the hillsides of Split Creek on each side it was 
about a quarter of a mile to the top of the ridge. We bought a winch that had half-
inch cable about a half mile long. We used it to pull logs o% the side of a mountain 
down to where we could load them on a truck. 

It worked very, very well, as we could run the cable up over a pulley up to-
wards the top of the ridge, then back down to the base and fasten it around the 
winch.

!en with the winch we could then pull a chain or a hook any place the height 
of the ridge and hook onto a log and then use it to pull it down. As it pulls it down, 
it pulls the cable back down, and when you want the cable to go back up, you 
reverse the winch and it pulls it back up. It is a very simple, slick way of moving 
the logs where it is too steep of a hill to drive a tractor or something like that. It 
would handle loads up to ten ton. 

We bought it, I think it was two years a$er Barney died, which would be when 
I was eighteen. We used this winch for two summers to log the sides of the Split 
Creek Canyon and then we didn’t log that kind of hillside again and we got rid 
of it.

We also bought a Quick Way which is a crane mounted on the back of a truck. 
It is used o$en for digging ditches, but it is also with a cable and a crane to be used 
as a loader. We used it as a loader. We used it for several years, and we bought it 
at the same time we bought the other winch. It was extremely good for what we 
did. You could drag the log over from a long distance and at the last minute raise 
it up to the boom of the crane and set it on the truck. 

We used that motor for several years and then we sold it. It was useful for any-
one that wanted one of those devices for digging ditches, as well as moving logs.

David and Barry loved expanding their range of operation. But in the end, the 

Quickway: Crane with 
Big Boom
David and Barry used the new 
winch to move logs off  the 
steep hillsides of  Split Creek 
and the quickway to load them 
on the truck.
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shallow local market, along with ever 
increasing stumpage fees and restric-
tive regulations of the Forest Service 
put a lid on expansion. !e sawmill 
enterprise would remain a small busi-
ness with large expenses and little re-
turn. Part of reality was the inevitabil-
ity of breakdowns.

Truck Troubles -Overhaul
Barry: !is old truck Barney 

bought when I was maybe ten years 
old or so, and I learned to drive it, and I drove it a lot, hauling logs out of the 
woods. When I was about 16 or 17, I think, we were logging out of one place 
and there was a pretty steep dugway and we had to pull the loads up out of that 
dugway. And we would judge the size of the load by what we #gured the truck 
could haul out. 

!is one load was a little bit bigger than normal. I took o% with it and headed 
up that old dugway in the lowest gear that was there, and that engine just slowed 
down, and down, and down, and down, and it just barely made it out over the top. 
And when it got over the top and I revved the engine up a little bit more, there 
was a knock in the engine, and we had to overhaul it.

Bernie: Marj had both engines overhauled, the Federal and the Chevy a$er 

Barney died. But they didn’t last too long. 

Al Holmes - Machine Shop
Mechanic work that could not be handled at the mill was usually taken to Al 

Holmes at his welding and machine shop in Rexburg. 

M’Jean: I don’t ever remember seeing Al Holmes in his shop but what he was 
wearing a smile, a welding helmet, and a lot of grease. !ere were rather racy cal-
endar pictures on the shop wall. He was a pleasant guy, rather small built with a 
large wife and large daughters. !e whole family sometimes visited at the sawmill. 

Drivers License
It may have been during one of those 

trips taking a part to be welded or rebuilt 
at Al’s shop when Marj pulled up in front 
of the Madison County Court House and 
instructed me to go in and take the drivers 
license test.  

I was 13, but just two weeks shy of 14, 
the legal age for daytime driving in Idaho. 
It was a written exam only, and I scored 
100 percent. !e people in the o"ce de-
clared they had not seen a perfect score 
in a very long time. But when they found 
that my birthday was still two weeks o%, 
they did not give me the license that day 
but promised to mail it. It came to the post 
o"ce at Ponds a$er my July 1st birthday.

Chev logging truck 
Barney bought it a few 

years after the Federal. It 
had more spunk and was 

fun for David and Barry to 
drive. When asked to do 

the impossible, however, it 
revolted, and required an 

overhaul.

Madison County Court 
House in Rexburg
“I scored 100% on my 

drivers license test while still 
13. The license was mailed  a 

couple weeks later after my 
14th birthday.” (M’Jean)
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School 1958

The summer’s work at the sawmill was to be cut short with the start of school, 
as David and Barry would be gone during the week and were limited to what 
they could accomplish on Saturdays.

Marj considered it vital that children learn to read well. She did not trust the 
schools to get it right. As she had done with the four older kids, she worked con-
sistently with Susan throughout the summer so she could read &uently when she 
started #rst grade at Ashton in the fall. 

As in the previous year, the school bus went each school day to and from Ash-
ton, Ponds Lodge being the pick up and drop o% place. Marj would drive Myrna 
and Susan to and from Ponds.

Learned Reading at Home - Ashton School
Susan: I’ll never forget my learning experiences with my mother, and I 

watched it happen with my siblings. I remember some of my earliest memo-
ries were with her and a chalkboard, and a piece of chalk, and an eraser. And 
she would have the smaller case alphabet on that chalkboard, and we would be 
sounding out the vowel sounds. And she was teaching us to read at an early age.

!ere is something horribly embarrassing about 1st grade in Ashton: there 
were twin boys—Overhansly—and they were cute. I would chase them around 
at recess. I was a maniac out of the classroom and out on the playground. My 
#rst grade teacher didn’t want me there, because she thought I was emotionally 
immature, but I read better than anybody there.

M’Jean, a ninth grader, joined David and Barry at Grandma’s house. She could 
have started the year at Ashton High, but Marj knew it would put her at a disadvan-
tage to have to transfer high school level classes mid-school year. 

M’Jean: !e #rst year I stayed at Grandma’s I was in 9th grade at O. E. Bell 
Junior High. Barry was a senior, and David was commuting to Ricks College. 
Many days he returned to Island Park a$er classes. It was the last year either of 
them stayed at Grandma’s in the fall. While David and Barry slept on the sofa 
bed, I had my own space in the tiny bedroom with the small built-in bed just o% 
the living room.

Marj was always reminding us, “Help 
Grandma!” She didn’t want us to be a burden. I 
think I may have been more helpful in the kitchen 
than the boys. Weekends we went to Island Park. 
I never did ride the train. David and Barry always 
had a car or truck to take back and forth. 

!e arrival of a lot of snow in Island Park was 
soon followed by the arrival of the South family on 
Ada Avenue, as the long-established pattern con-
tinued. !e family had made it through another 
sawmill season, and had done so without Bernie.

O.E. Bell Junior High
Having a reputation for 
being wild, it was alma mater 
for David, Barry, M’Jean & 
Myrna.
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South Family: M’Jean, David, Barry, Marj, Susan, Myrna, Randy
In front of  Grandpa & Grandma Knapp’s house on Cleveland Street. David, Barry, M’Jean & Myrna 

each spent autumn months living with Grandma Mabel when they became high school age. 
The little boy looking over the fence is perhaps Allen Knapp.

Traveling in the Volkswagon was a bit of  a squeeze. 
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Earthquake ‘59
I keep looking around for someone to blame.-Marj

Chapter 107

When Nineteen-year-old David was commuting to Ricks 
College in the fall of 1958, some nights he stayed at 
Grandma’s house in Idaho Falls, and some-

times he returned to Island Park when he #nished class. 
He was approaching mission age, which at that time was 
20 years old. A mission for David was the plan. 

One night he was late getting home to the cabin. 
He went to Marj’s room to announce his arrival. He an-
nounced something else which caused her to forget her 
sleepiness: a new plan--his intent to get married.

David Married
On February 20, David’s 20th birthday, he married 

18-year-old Judy Lynne Bates in the Idaho Falls temple. 
!ey lived in the apartment house in the upstairs apart-
ment. !ey both continued to attend Ricks.

DeLynn & Vic
David was spending quite a bit of his time working 

at selling real estate. He and Barry #gured they needed 
more help at the sawmill. Barry, a new high school grad-
uate, barely 18, had two 18-year-old friends he thought 
would be good workers. Although family members were 
excepted, 18 years was the minimum age for a hired hand 
doing logging work, as per insurance requirements.

Barry persuaded Marj to hire his friend Delynn Rus-
sell, who was a gregarious young man in the ward, and 
another fellow he knew from school, named Vic Erick-
son.

Mr. & Mrs. David South
Married February 20, 1959 
in the Idaho Falls Temple.
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M’Jean: Marj knew Delynn very well, but she had never met Vic. I remem-
ber hearing Marj quizzing Vic on the phone. !at interview was probably rather 
intimidating. “Do you smoke? Do you drink? Bring clothes to wear to church.” 
A$erwards she thought about it and said “I don’t know if he is even LDS.”

Vic, who later admitted to being scared of Marj, had no experience with hors-
es and had never even been on a horse. He may have had some misgivings about 
this new job of his when he learned that his #rst assignment was to go with David 
to round up the horses from the range where they had been running wild through-
out the winter. Vic was a good worker, was rather shy, quiet, and very polite.

Family Prayer - Hired Guys Took Their Turns
It turns out Vic had been baptized when he was young but had not attended 

church. He did not know who Joseph Smith was. He went to church with the 
South family. He knelt at the breakfast table for family prayer each morning. In 
order of age, everyone took turns o%ering the prayer. On the #rst cycle Vic was 
skipped, but a$er a few days Marj stole a moment with Vic alone and apprised him 

that his turn was coming up. 
He gave the prayer, albeit a brief one. He prayed and attended church 

throughout the summers, then continued to be active in the church, #lled a mis-
sion, and was married in the temple. 

It livened things up having two additional 18-year old fellows in camp. 

Grammar Lessons
Another thing Vic and Delynn 

would be in for: a day by day corrective 
grammar course. Marj was a stickler 
for correct grammar. Family members 
could not get away with improper us-
age, and those who practically lived 
with the family found they could not, 
either. 

“Bughouse” 
!e spring of 1959 David took his 

bride of 3 months up to rough it in 
Island Park. !ey lived in the cabin by 
then known as the “Bughouse.”

Barney’s brother Ren built his 
houselog cabin about 30 feet south of 
the Big Tree. Barney no doubt sawed 
the logs. When his brother Charlie, 
with his wife Dorothy, later occupied 
the cabin, Charlie built a fence around 
it to keep their two little boys, Keith and 
Kenny, from escaping into the woods. 

M’Jean, Marj, susan, 
Randy, Judy, Myrna 

 The South kids gained a new 
sister when David and Judy 

were married

Miji Note: 
When we were all 

living in the little white 
farmhouse in Taylor 
the summer of 1964, 
I went to the mailbox 
one day, and there was 
a letter from Vic in New 
England where he was 
serving a mission. 

It was addressed 
to the South Family, 
a short letter saying 
thanks for helping him 
become active in the 
church.
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When Ren’s daughter, Glenna, and her husband, Gene Jones, came from Evan-
ston to run Charlie’s mill, Glenna thought it fun to move into the same cabin where 
she had lived as a little girl, when she #rst met Gene.

!e Perrenouds lived in the cabin when Floyd worked for Gene Jones. Warren 
and Beth Knapp spent one summer in the cabin with their baby Natalie. For a while 
it housed Bernie’s famous insect collection and became known as the “Bughouse.” 
David and Judy lived in it two summers, 1959 and 1960. It was to this little home in 
the woods they would bring their beautiful little baby, Robin Sarah.

Myrna: When they lived there Judy calcimined the walls and painted quite a 
pretty weeping willow in gold on the wall.

Judy: I had always wanted to marry somebody who lived in Island Park. And 
I didn’t know David did, and the #rst time it dawned on me was when we went up 
to visit that #rst time when Randy was four. And it was such a thrill. David had 
already been really top dog in my mind’s eye for a lot of years. 

And so we were married in February and went to the mill about June 3rd of 
that year and saw the &at with all of the lupine [camas lilies] blooming on it, and 
it was wonderful, it really was. If it had just been David and me out in the woods, 
that would have been great, you know, but it was better, because everybody was 
there, you know, the whole family. 

Hearing the Stories
I think the best part of it was hearing Marj tell what they used to do and stories 

about the old mill and the old site, and the tie hacks.
Island Park. It was great. We lived in the “bug house,” which I always took 

o%ense at, but we had enough mice for 55 houses in that house (laughs), which 
should have been called the “mouse house.” (more laughing)  And they ate the 
fringe o% the bedspread. For many, many years we used that bedspread, it was 
missing a hunk of fringe. But it was fun. It was hard. It was an adjustment.

Pie - Grandpa
One day I baked a pie—I’m really not a very good pie maker. But I had baked 

this pie. Grandpa was across the way, so David and I took Grandpa a big piece of 
pie. And he looked at me, and he said, “!is is really nice pie, but I really prefer 
round pieces.”  And I--Round pieces!  How--I was just so slow. I just didn’t get it. 
Finally—David’s standing there, of course—he explained to me, “well Grandpa 
would really like a whole pie.” (laughs) Well, okay. Grandpa was—I just love 
Grandma and Grandpa.

!e most wonderful thing was I got to know David’s mom and family. And 
she was wonderful. She was so good to me and spent hours and hours teaching 
me things that I did not know. And let me help cook and let me help do things, 
taught me how to bake, taught me how to can. And it was good. She was living on 
not very much, not many funds. 

Susan & Randy South
A little small to ride, at ages 5 
and 7, they still enjoyed 
pushing the bikes around. 
Behind them is the “Bughouse,” 
where David and Judy lived for 
2 summers. (Photo: 1959)

Judy South
“We lived in the ‘Bughouse,’ 
which I always took offense 
at, but we had enough mice 
for 55 houses, which should 
have been called the ‘mouse 
house.’” (Judy)
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Sunday School Song
For the third year, Sunday School was held in the 

little schoolhouse. David continued serving in the su-
perintendency, M’Jean and Myrna in the music.

Judy: I remember the music--the little green hymn 
books. It was fun, really fun. I learned a new song. It might 
have been the Sunday School. It was probably you girls 
taught the song that I remember learning.

M’Jean:  “Go Forth Together Believing.” By Lorin 
Wheelwright. It was in “!e Instructor.” (Sunday School 
magazine)

Judy: Yes, there you go.
M’Jean: “Only by persuasion and love unfeigned
Can the holy Priesthood in righteousness reign.
Go forth together believing we have a work to do,
Go forth together believing, the Lord is calling you.”
!e Sunday School--they assigned us that song to sing. 

I never heard of it any other place.
Judy: !at’s right, that’s right. !at was so impressive 

to me. I gave a talk one time. And a man came up a$er-
ward and said, “You must have been on a mission.” And I 
said, “No, no mission.” It was pretty &attering.

New Well
A$er the South family had enjoyed the new house 

quite a while, the time came to have a new well—
not just an ordinary well, but one with a pump. 

It was to be on the east side of the house, just a few steps 
away from the back porch. !e endeavor of putting in a 

pump would not only provide convenience, but would yield a measure of peace 
of mind for Marj, as one less hazard for little Susan and Randy, as they played 
outside. 

David: We hand dug our wells in Island Park. It means you dig a hole in the 
ground and you drive a well-casing made out of wood down around the hole. You 
drove it around the inside of the hole so you could keep digging without having 
the dirt fall in on you. And you’d drive it and dig, and drive and dig, and drive 
and dig, until ten or #$een feet and there was water and you’d pull out the water 
with a bucket. 

Barry: !e upper end of the casing had a frame with a cross bar on top. 
A pulley was hooked to the cross bar, and a well bucket was attached to a rope 
through the pulley. !e digging was then continued and the sand and dirt was 
pulled through the casing in the well bucket. As the sand was taken out and the 
bottom of the well went down, the casing went down. 

It was frustrating to me because we put that casing on there, and as we got into 
the water, the casing would sink, but as we pulled the water out of there, the water 
and sand would come in from outside of the casing. More sand would come in 
from outside the casing, so we were not just excavating from inside of the casing 
but from outside.

Deepening the Well - Hip Boots
David: !en as the summer would go on the water would get lower in the 

Sunday  School Hymn
Instructions for Sunday 

School hymn practice 
included teaching “Go Forth 
Together Believing” found in 
“The Instructor,” which was 

the Sunday School magazine.
“We sang the song for 

weeks, anticipating it to be 
the theme in some kind of  
production--we were thus 

instructed. Never happened. 
I never met anyone who ever 

heard of  it.” (M’Jean) 
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well, lower in the well. And 
in dry years it’d run out. 
So then you’d have to get 
your boots on and some-
one would have to lower 
you down in the bucket 
and when you got down to 
the bottom, you’d dig some 
more down into the water, 
and dig the thing down 
deeper. You’d dig and put 
the mud in the bucket and 
someone would pull it up 
and lower it back down. 
!at’s where you get the 
expression “Colder than a 
well digger.” Well it could be 
hotter than Hades on the surface, but you get down one of those wells, and it 
would get cold. 

You’d wear your hip boots and you’d dig as deep as you could go until the 
water’d start running in your boots. !en you would freeze so cold you’d have 
to wait until the water level dropped again. Each year the water level would go 
down, well, not every year. I think we dug two new wells while I was there, and I 
think we had to deepen each well two or three times. 

Digging New Well - Installing Pump
M’Jean: It was either when the well by the house was #rst dug or when it 

had to be deepened that both Delynn Russell and Vic Erickson helped with the 
digging. It was hot, and it was hard work, so when they each took a turn, they 
took their shirts o%. It was interesting to watch, and we looked down into the 
well as they were digging. All we could see was the bare back of the digger. !ere 
was such a contrast in their skin coloring. Delynn was fair skinned and freckled. 
Vic had an olive skin. Of course as they dug, someone up top would have to keep 
drawing up the bucket of sand.

Barry: We did put a pump in the well at one point and we put a cover over 
the top of it so we didn’t have to draw water out, we could just pump it. 

Mice in the Well
M’Jean: One spring when we moved to Island Park, we found the door had 

been le$ open enough for mice to invade the new log house. Marj set out D-con 
and made war on the mice. A$er a few days, we started noticing a tainted taste to 
the well water. It was more of a smell than a taste, and at #rst it was rather faint. 
As it became worse instead of better, we found it preferable to carry drinking 
water from the well down by the bughouse than to drink water from the pump 
right next to our place. 

Barry: At one point the water started tasting quite tainted, so I decided to 
investigate. It was not a simple task to li$ that cover up. 

I shined a &ashlight down there, and there were 4 white mice--they looked 
quite white—they’d been lying there quite a while &oating on top of the water. We 
drew out a lot of water and then went back to drinking it again.

M’Jean: !e discovery of dead mice &oating in the water made everyone feel 
a little sick. Marj remembered about the D-con, which make mice go hunting for 
water. It was only a$er a lot of water had been drawn out that anyone was thirsty 
enough to drink water from that well.

Myrna:  !at was horrible.  !e water doesn’t taste very good when you have 
mice in the well.

David 
Staring at the daunting task of  
shoveling the snow off  the roof  
of  the new house. Behind him 
stands the giant tripod from 
another daunting task in the 
summer: digging the new well. 
(Also yet to be shoveled off  is the 
warehouse, the  building on the left.)

Hoist Used for Digging 
the Well
The tall tripod had a pulley 
installed at the top with a 
long rope hanging down. The 
guy digging down in the hole 
would shovel the sand into a 
bucket tied to the rope. The 
guys on the surface hoisted the 
bucketfuls of  sand to the top 
and emptied them. The digger, 
when frozen out, could be 
hoisted up as well, and another 
digger lowered into the hole. It 
was quite a project. (David)
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Yellow Jackets
Barry: Another thing, I made quite a discovery. I’m not 

sure which well. Remember the yellow jackets? !ey were thick 
and a real nuisance. We were always slapping at those things. 
We had some boards in front of the well, and a lot of times we 
would spill some water out on those boards One day I li$ed one 
of those boards, and there were 2 or 3 hundred yellow jackets 
there on the underside of that board. I stomped on them and 
killed a lot.

What was happening is they would go under that board and 
spend the night. Every morning for a while I stomped on all the 
yellow jackets and cleared them out a lot.

Shirley’s Visits
My dear friend, Shirley Brocksome, a very sweet young lady, 

was a fellow piano player and the most active church member in 
her family. Years later she talked about her visits to our place and 
told how she was impressed that we had family prayer. She was 
also impressed that the girls practiced with encouragement. At 
her house she would start to play the piano, and her dad would 

complain about the noise, and her mother would say she had a headache.
How blessed we were to have a supportive, strong and faithful mother 

at the helm!

Radio - Yearbook
Ever since the Nicholson cousins had visited and Nick had 

helped put up a radio antenna, the family had enjoyed hearing the 
latest catchy hit songs on the little battery-powered radio:

“Itsy Bitsy Teenie Weenie Yellow Polkadot Bikini” – June 59
“One-eyed, One-horned, Flying, Purple People Eater” –June 58
“Pink Shoelaces” -1959
“Lonely Little Robin” – 1951
“Wake Up, Little Suzy” - 1958

In the kitchen, the radio sat on top 
of the neat, little bookcase Barry had 
built in his shop class. On one shelf 
were the Idaho Falls High School year-
books, including “!e Spud 1959,”  as 
Barry had just graduated in May.

M’Jean: I was looking forward to attending the 
Idaho Falls High School as a sophomore in the fall, 
and I spent hours poring over those yearbooks. 

Judging by the events and social activities pic-
tured, high school appeared to be pretty exciting. I 
was especially dazzled with the Cinderella-like ap-
pearance of royalty at homecoming and other formal 
dances.

                               July 10, 1959 
Dear M’Jean,  

I sure hope it’s all right with all your 
family if I come up. I’ll assume your 
invite is still legal. If Don and Dorothy 
Kerr are going up to their cabin in the 
morning—Saturday morning I may be 
able to hitch a ride with them. But if 
you don’t see me tomorrow I’ll plan to 
take the 11:00 bus Monday morning. 
It leaves here about 11:05 and should 
reach Ponds about 1:00 in the after-
noon. So I’ll wait for you there. OK??

The reason I’ll not take the train is that 
the guy said it would only stop at Big 
Springs wherever that is—and somebody 
would have to pick me up clear down there. 
And besides, I would have to catch it at 
2:45 in the morning—Get the picture?

Shirley

August 8, 1960
Dear M’Jean, 

I surely did get some good pictures of 
you. The one in the kitchen didn’t turn 
out, though. But the others are really good. 
Thank you so much for the wonderful 
time—I really enjoyed it. 

Even the part about the horses and my 
poor sit-down.
Shirley

Shirley Brocksome [Cummings]
M’Jean’s best friend who visited each summer, in 
front of  new cabin in Island Park.
Shirley wrote before her 1959 visit, and after the 
1960 visit (when both girls were sweet 16).

Battery-
powered Radio 
After Nick Nicholson helped 
David and Barry set up an 
effective antenna, radio 
reception at the cabin was 
quite good. 
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The Quake
No one in camp had experienced an earthquake before, but it was not 

hard to recognize. It was scary.

M’Jean: Marj was in Idaho Falls. She made several trips back and forth be-
tween Island Park and Idaho Falls that summer, as she was selling real estate. 
Four-year-old Randy would usually accompany her, but Susan, who was six, 
would stay for Myrna and me to look a$er. If Marj did not return by nightfall, I 
would sleep in her bed with Susan. Such was the case on the night of August 17th, 
1959. Susan was sleeping soundly when I crept into bed. Once again Marj was 
either coming home late or not coming. 

I woke up having a frightening dream. I was on a ship. It was rocking on huge 
waves making a terrifying creaking sound.

Crackling Sound - Rolling Motion
It was the intense crackling sound and the rolling motion that awakened me, 

and to my alarm, I found that the bed was the ship, and it was in motion. !e 
crackling sound seemed to be coming from the window on the sosuth side of the 
room. I was petri#ed, and immediately I #gured we were in an earthquake.

Myrna came running through the doorway. “I got up to use the pot, and sud-
denly it started moving,” she quivered. “And the mirror on the wall was swaying 
back and forth.”

“It must be an earthquake,” I said.
“Should we say a prayer?” Myrna whispered.
I shivered at the thought of getting up to kneel at the bedside, as I supposed 

kneeling was mandatory. I was more frightened than I was willing to admit to 
poor Myrna. As cowardly as I may have felt, especially with Myrna already out of 
bed, I suggested we skip the prayer and that she get safely back to bed. She was 
alone in our room, which was the middle bedroom. 

Terrifying Window Creaking
A few minutes later, the terrifying window creaking sound started up again, 

followed by the violent rocking. It would be quiet for a little bit, and then here 
would come that chilling sound starting at the south window, and I knew what 
would be next. !is happened several times. !e scariest part of it was not the 
rocking but that eerie creaking which seemed to be coming from the window.

Barry and two of his friends were sleeping in his room on the opposite side 
of the house.

Barry: I remember waking up, and it felt like a big 
strong guy was standing at the foot of the bed and was 
rocking the bed. !ere were three of us in the room, 
two in the bed and one on the &oor. I think Delynn 
Russell was one of them. I know one was Clinton 
Bennett. He said, “Hey, South, does this happen very 
o$en up here?” I #gured it had to be an earthquake.

M’Jean: Hearing voices coming from Barry’s 
room on the other end of the house, I called to him. 
“Barry, what is going on?”

I could not detect any fear in Barry’s voice. “I think 
it’s just a little earthquake. Just go back to sleep.”

!rough all the recurring window creaking and 
bed-in-motion activity, gratefully, Susan never stirred.

Yellowstone 
Earthquake

The powerful Yellowstone 
Earthquake occurred on 
Monday, August 17, 1959 at 
11:37 pm (MST) in south-
western Montana. It was 
registered at magnitude 7.3-
7.5 on the Richter scale. The 
quake caused a huge landslide, 
over 28 fatalities, and left $11 
million in damage. It blocked 
the flow of the Madison River, 
resulting in the creation of 
Quake Lake. Effects of the 
earthquake were also felt in 

Idaho and Wyoming.

Devastating Results of  
Yellowstone Earthquake
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Judy had gone to the valley with Marj and Randy, and they had driven about 
halfway back, as far as Rexburg, at the time of the earthquake. !ey probably 
arrived home in the wee hours of the morning well a$er the quake. 

Judy: Marj and I were in Idaho Falls in the Volkswagon. David and Marj were 
selling real estate, and she had something to do. We went down there for grocer-
ies, and I went and dropped in to see my mother and dad. We were just about to 
Rexburg, and we were going to stop in Rexburg at Birch’s and get a lemon cone 
we used to get there. 

And the Volkswagon just wouldn’t quit rolling, and we couldn’t keep control 
of it. It was just a real puzzle to us. But when we went in Birch’s, we learned that 
there had been an earthquake.

Earthquake Tremors
David slept right through the earthquake. !e cabin where David and Judy 

lived—the Bughouse—was not built on a concrete foundation, as was the big new 
house. It was supposed that the little log cabin had quite a lot of give, and was able 
to absorb the shock without jostling its inhabitant. Anyway, David reported feeling 
nothing of the earthquake.

!e next day, when news from the outside world arrived in camp, everyone 
learned there had been a powerful earthquake centered in Yellowstone at 11:37 
p.m. It measured at a magnitude of 7.3-7.5 on the Richter scale. 

!at day everyone in camp felt a$ershocks. !e tremors which occurred by 
daylight were unsettling but not terrifying, as had been the ones in the night. Nor 
were they so big.

Susan: Marj was sitting in the living room stitching, patching a pair of work 
pants. She was sitting right over by the window, the window facing the sunset. She 
was having a hard time seeing to sew. I was sitting beside her.

!ere was a little red ball in the windowsill. All of a sudden she stopped and 
saw the ball as it started rolling. It rolled towards me and then back towards her. 
She turned and looked at the opposite wall, and the mirror was swinging.

Hebgen Lake Lodge
!e Yellowstone earthquake was devastating to many. One family who su%ered 

was a former real estate client. 

David: I was fortunate in real estate. One of my #rst sales was Sutter’s Hebgen 
Lake Lodge near Yellowstone.

Judy: We went up and saw Balls’ cabin, you know, at Hebgen Lake Lodge, 
where David had sold that, and saw the big break in the ground, you know, where 
the fault line was.

Anyway the people, the Harold Ball family from Menan, only had it just a 
short while. And their shoreline moved by a long ways out, further out—the lake 
tipped. !eir house was a foot di%erent from the kitchen to the bedroom. It was 
something else!  It was really amazing.

Grandpa Knapp
Work in the woods and at the sawmill was moving forward at a good 

pace. Marj’s father, Justin Knapp, who had arrived in Island Park in 
the middle of May to look a$er the sawmill, was still working hard, 

Grandpa Justin 
Willis Knapp

worked at the sawmill 
every summer. He was 
often the first to go to 

the mill in spring to 
serve as caretaker.
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long hours, despite growing ailments incident to age. In letters to Mabel he chroni-
cled some of the work details, including those related to the earthquake. 

Justin: Aug 23 Sun - We got a little rain last night as we were getting ready 
to leave for home with 3 loads and the horses. I drove the army [truck]. We cut, 
skidded, and loaded 3 big loads, lots of work. My hip is always sore at end of the 
day. 

Aug 30 Sun - David took a load of logs to West Yellowstone yesterday. !ey say 
the logs stood the quake best. An old customer ordered 1700 feet of them. Many 
chimneys were damaged, and foundations, also. But people still &ock up there. Of 
course some will never want to go again.

Sep 6 Sun – I thot we were thru in a week. Barry said this morning they were 
thinking of taking out another sale-so who knows. 

I wouldn’t have been surprised to see snow this morning.

Request for New Church
Grandpa also noted that everyone at camp went to church meetings: Priest-

hood Meeting and Sunday School in the schoolhouse and Sacrament Meeting in 
the Church of the Pines, which was bursting at the seams. !e Yellowstone Stake 
Presidency announced that they awaited approval for building a new chapel at 
Mack’s.

Justin: We all went to S School, Sac Meeting, and Prs Meeting, had large 
attendance. President Mortensen presiding. Presidents Homer Ovard and 
Mickelsen were there. !ey have contacted Salt Lake about a new building start-
ing next year. A number were outside. Not enough room.

M’Jean - School
Marj spoke of M’Jean coming down for school. I told her I was sure it would 

be alright.

School 1959

At the start of school, M’Jean, a sophomore at Idaho Falls High School, 
lived at Grandma’s. Everyone else stayed in Island Park.

Grandma’s House
Grandma’s house, small and humble, had housed many family members at 

one time or another in its 20 years.
Barney and Grandpa, with the help of 14-year-old 

Al, had built the log house back in the winter of 1938 
in just 6 weeks. It had since been upgraded with indoor 
plumbing, a built-on kitchen in the back, and covered 
with white siding.

!e house was on an elevated lot quite a ways above 
the street level, with a tall concrete retaining wall and 
surrounded by a white picket fence. !e garage was on 
the same level, with a steep driveway down to the street.

!e garden behind the house produced a variety of 
vegetables and wonderful raspberries. 

Grandma & Grandpa’s 
Little House on 
Cleveland
“There were so many 
raspberry bushes in the back 
yard. We could eat what we 
picked.” (Myrna) 
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Visiting grandchildren saw the house as unique and quaint. !ere was the 
antique refrigerator with the ball on top, the toaster with fold down sides, which 
toasted one side of the bread at a time, and the pretty set of blue, &owered dish-
es. Eating a bowlful of raspberries from Grandma’s garden in the blue dishes 
was a deluxe treat.

On the highest shelf in the living room was Grandma’s 365-day clock, gold, 
with moving parts under a glass dome. “!ere was a little wood-
pecker that would pick up toothpicks,” remembered Myrna. Su-
san’s favorite was the “reversible doll.”

Tiny Bedroom
M’Jean: Again I slept in the very small bedroom o% to the side of 

the living room. It had some of Bernie’s things in it. !ere was no door, just a 
curtain over the doorway. !e built-in bed under the south window was exactly 
the length of the wall. Opposite the bed were some built-in shelves and a rod for 
hanging a few clothes. !e “walking space” between the bed and the shelves was 
narrow enough that one could almost reach across to access a book while lying 
in bed.

45-Speed Record Player
Bernie’s little record player played 45-speed records, most of them west-

ern songs: “Tumbling Tumbleweeds,” “Cool Water,” “Ghost riders in the Sky.” 
However, there was one classical violin piece, “Meditation” from !ais by 
Massenet.  I’d listen to it over and over and over. I later learned it was the favorite 
piece of Grandpa’s mother, Anna Eliza Lemmon Knapp. !at is probably why it 
was there.

Hearing the Trains
Grandma’s house at 347 Cleveland was not far from the railroad yards and 

stock pens. I would lie in bed and listen to the trains at night as they would switch 
cars around on the tracks.

Sometimes I would stay up to do homework or read. I read Grandma’s copy 
of “Jesus the Christ” by Talmage in that little bedroom. !e vocabulary was chal-
lenging, but it had a signi#cant impact on me, especially in reading about the 
last week of the Savior’s life. !e illegalities and the indignities to which Christ 
allowed Himself to be subjected, and all the detail which Talmage describes, le$ 
a great impression on me.

Books for Mabel
Grandma loved to read, and she could never get enough books. !e high 

school librarian was her niece, Maxine Slagowski. Maybe she helped me choose 
books to take home to her, maybe not. I used to check out quite a few at a time. 
I wasn’t sure what she wanted to read, didn’t know my way around the library 

that much, but did the best I could. She never complained 
about the books, but got through a pile awfully fast, and then 
I would bring her some more. 

Piano – Taking Lessons – Teaching Lessons
Marj arranged for me to resume piano study with Betty 

Benthin Petree, so I walked to her house for weekly lessons. 
!e previous year, Grandma had arranged for me to practice 
at the home of a friend. She and her single daughter, Vonae, 
lived a few blocks away. I studied the Chopin Preludes while 
practicing on their piano.

Bernie: Vonae’s mother worked at the temple with my 

Replicas of  Grandma’s 
antique refrigerator & 

toaster.

Replica of  Bernie’s 
45-speed record player

Grandma’s Cornflower 
Blue Dishes 

Eating a bowlful of
raspberries from Grandma’s 

garden in her blue dishes was 
a special treat.
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mother. !ey lived in a house that had been a garage on an alley, so you go to that 
house, you went up the alley, into the garage and that’s where they lived.

M’Jean: In this, my sophomore year, Marj had a rental piano delivered to 
Grandma’s house. Grandma played it a little during the school day, and I gave her 
some lessons. I told my teacher, Betty, and when she said, “You can’t teach an old 
dog new tricks,” I was incensed that she would speak that way in reference to my 
sweet grandma.  

Besides taking piano lessons, I was teaching piano lessons. Most of my stu-
dents lived in the neighborhood near our family’s home on Ada Avenue, which 
was across town from Grandma’s house on Cleveland Street. I walked to the 
homes of the students for the lessons.

Grandpa  Back at Home - Grandma Night Owl
Grandpa did not stay in Island Park to the “bitter end,” just waiting for the 

snow, as did the South family. When there was no more actual sawmill work for 
him, he moved back to his home. 

Grandpa went to bed fairly early, but Grandma was a night owl, and she and 
I would stay up late talking. Of course, I would pay for it the next day when I 
couldn’t stay awake in Chemistry.

Bernie: My father would always go to bed before she ever did. She never 

went to bed early.
M’Jean: When David and Barry were no longer staying at Grandma’s, I still 

managed to get transportation back to Island Park most weekends.
At times I rode up with a couple in our ward, Don and Dorothy Kerr, who had 

a cabin at Mack’s. One time we got to Island Park on a Friday night, too late to 
drive over to the sawmill. So I slept at their cabin--under an electric blanket—the 
#rst I had ever heard of. 

Canning Beef
It must have been a weekend that I did not make it up to Island Park when 

I helped can the beef. Al had raised and slaughtered the animal. Grandma, 
Grandpa, and I—and I think Al helped—worked for hours cutting up the meat 
and putting it in the wide-mouth pint jars, which then went into the huge pres-
sure canner. Whenever Grandma opened a jar of that meat we knew we were 
going to have something tender and tasty. 

Traveling to School 
!ere were a lot of miles logged getting to and from school. Myrna and Susan 

rode about 70 miles per day to attend school in Ashton. Barry, David, and Judy 
made a round trip of about 130 miles. 

Drowning The Skunk 
Barry (Reunion Reminiscences): Another story that was kind of fun. !is 

was when I was about 18, I guess. !e #rst year a$er high school, I commuted 
to Ricks. David and Judy and I drove down and back every day in the Volkswag-
on. We were running the mill up here, and in the fall David and I—David was 
married, and Judy was living up here. !ey were living in a little cabin just a little 
ways from ours. 

And we were still—we were pretty poor people up here. We were trying to 
earn a little money any way we could, and David and I and Judy all arranged our 
college schedules so we could take our classes in the morning and run the sawmill 
here in the a$ernoon.

So we’d jump in the Volkswagon here at about 6:30 in the morning and drive 
to Ricks College and take our classes and come back. David and I were always 
interested in various things, and we’d try to trap a few fur-bearing animals. And 

Replica of  Grandma’s 
Gold Dome 
365-Day Clock

Grandma Mabel 
Hale Knapp,
 Avid reader and 
Night Owl
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there was one fur-bearing animal that was harassing us at that time. It was living 
under one of the houses. It was a skunk. So we decided we’d better get the skunk. 
And we set a trap for him, and we had the trap on a pretty long wire. !e wire was 
probably 30 feet long.

And one morning we got up and were just about ready to head out the door 
to go to college, and we heard the skunk rattling around in the trap. So we pulled 
the trap out. Sure enough, the old skunk was attached. And Ah—here’s an oppor-
tunity to get a skunk pelt. !ere’s no holes in him now. We don’t want any holes 
in him, so we’ve got to dispatch him somehow without putting holes in him. !e 
mud puddle—pretty good-sized mud puddle. We’ll drown him. He didn’t want 
to get drowned very bad. We’d put him out in that mud puddle, and he’d swim or 

wade around, so we got ourselves a couple of long poles that we could try 
to hold him under with. I think it took us at least #$een minutes, but we 
#nally got the son-of-a-gun drowned. 

Stinky Car
Immediately jumped in the Volkswagon, and it was cold, so we had 

the windows rolled up, so we drove to Rexburg and went to school. We 
didn’t pay much attention until we came back and opened the door of the 
Volkswagon a$er school, and it sure smelled like a skunk in there. I imag-
ine we were taking that smell to all of our classes. (laughing)

Myrna:  Actually, you have that story just a little bit wrong.
Barry:  Well, it’s been a long time, Myrna.
Myrna: We drove down and traded you cars at Rexburg that day. So 

we were the ones that died. (laughing)
Barry:  Well, I know that I remember there was a skunk smell.

David Cleaned Weasel
M’Jean:  Do you remember when David cleaned the weasel and he 

had to sleep with gloves on for a couple of weeks? Nobody wanted to be 
around him!

Barry:  Yeah, we were a$er weasel skins, mink skins or whatever we 

could #nd, and

Myrna:  Muskrat, wasn’t it?
Barry:  No, it was a weasel. Somehow we caught a weasel, and we later 

found out that a weasel is part of the skunk family, and they’ve got a musk 
gland, down around the tail somewhere, and he accidentally cut that and 
got a little bit on his hand. And boy, it was just—it was there for several 
days.

As cold winter weather hit, the annual winter move approached. 
Probably the hardest thing was not knowing just when it would be. 

Tuesday [PM: Dec 8, 1959]
Dear M’Jean,

M’Jean, call Clyde Hess Distributing 
Co and have them deliver 4 ½ ton of their 
very best stoker coal to our place. Make an 
appointment with them so you can be there to 
let them in. Ask Dad if he can help you figure 
out how to get this accomplished as soon as 
possible. If the pipes are frozen, you better 
step up the thermostat 4 or 5 degrees. Tell 
Clyde Hess I’m up here but I’ll send them a 
check right away. Don’t fail to get this done, 
M’Jean very soon.

Don’t work yourself too hard but the more 
Saturday cleaning you can get done the more 
quickly we can get settled. We are all very 
eager to move. Christmas is so close. It is 
about 13 degrees below zero right now. I’m 
still interested in getting the food and dishes, 
kettles put away as quickly as possible so 
next comes refrigerator and stove, medicine 
cabinets and in that order. Be a good kid. I 
hope I get down there in time to go shopping 
with you.

Be sure about the coal, now.

Love, Marj

They can’t seem to start the Volkswagon.

Susan & Judy South
“It was fun to wash outside, 

but when it got to be winter, 
and we’d hang it on the line 

and it would freeze on; that I 
had never done.” (Judy)

Marj letter to M’Jean in 
Idaho Falls: Order the coal!
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!e daily question hovered over everyone’s mind, “Will it snow tonight? Will 
we be moving tomorrow?” Preparations were made both in Island Park and 
Idaho Falls. A Saturday would be devoted to taking the horses to be wintered. 

Moving the Horses
Barry: We had to have those horses to operate, then had to haul them down 

to Ariel Petersen’s place, maybe Rexburg area, out on a ranch somewhere. Turned 
them loose. We had that one colt we raised called him Zorro. Somebody must 
have stolen him. He disappeared. We never got him back. I remember I felt pretty 
bad about that. 

Preparations - The House on Ada Avenue
Marj’s letters to M’Jean, living at Grandma’s in Idaho Falls, included in-

structions concerning getting ready for the family’s move out of Island Park: 
pay bills, clean house, turn up thermostat, order coal for the furnace, mail the 
tax notice.

Patient Pregnant Judy 
!e anticipated heavy snowfall, which precipitated the “winter move,” 

was very slow coming in 1959.
Judy had been a real trooper, living up in the woods in her mousy 

house, learning to cook on a wood stove. She happily experienced the rustic 
way of doing the wash, although her enthusiasm waned, washing in winter. 

Judy: It was fun to wash outside, and everybody boiling water and throw-

ing in things to wash. I was amazed at how wonderfully white everything was--

here we were in primitive conditions. But when it got to be winter, and we’d hang 
it on the line, and it would freeze on, that I had never done. 

Thanksgiving Dinner
We had !anksgiving dinner there, and we not only had a turkey, but we ate 

every single edible part of that turkey. It was a clean carcass when we were #n-
ished with it. It was wonderful. And I learned things like how to cook deer meat, 
and we had meals that to me were the best I’ve ever eaten. But it was an adventure. 

I got a little homesick when I got pregnant with our #rst child.

Move Out in Snow 1959
We went home on the 20th of December [Sunday]—drove home, and I think 

they drove home one day earlier than they would have, because they knew I was 
so homesick. I was pregnant [about 2 months] and really lonely for home. When 
you get pregnant, you really want to talk to your mom a little bit, you know.

And it didn’t snow, and we were going to college. And I’d watch, every day 
coming home from college—maybe it will snow today. And it was really kind of 
miserable. We didn’t want to wash, and I didn’t know what to wear. 

Anyway, December 20th—#nally everybody knew that I was so desperate to 
get home. But the minute we drove away—thank goodness, for me, because it 
snowed so hard that we would have had to leave the next day in the middle of a 
snowstorm. 

Christmas Tree
And we took with us a lodgepole pine that was covered in pine cones.  Of all 

the Christmases past, never did we have a tree that was any prettier than that #rst 
tree that we had. One string of lights, one box of icicles. 

Tues. Eve. [PM: Dec 9, 1959]
Dear M’Jean,

On the stove is a tax notice for our 
house. Anyway, David says he put 
it on the stove. The next time you go 
over to the house, get it and mail it to 
me. If we still aren’t down there.

Please let me know how you come 
out with the coal deal—and if the 
pipes have thawed out yet. I’m a little 
worried. We got Dad and Mother 
a tree. Please ask Turners when you 
get a chance, if the pipes have frozen 
anywhere there. Tell them we got them 
a tree, too. 

The taxes have to be paid by Dec. 
20th or they are delinquent, so I must 
have them early enough to meet our 3 
day a week mail service and have them 
in on time. Dec. 20th so please don’t 
forget.

I’m freezing at 0 degrees so I’m go-
ing to bed—goodnight. Let me know 
about coal, pipes, & etc.

We miss you—Believe me.

Yours - With love
Marj

Don’t make a special trip over—
Luff and stuff??

Mon Morn  [PM: Nov 2, 1959]
Dear M’Jean,

I am enclosing a check for 
$20.00. Pay your debts—to 
Grandma first and watch your 
spending. Even your own money 
from music lessons. 

The boys left this a.m. with 
the horses—Barry had been gone 
about 20 minutes and had to 
come back with Coco.

Marj
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Head for the Hills
Be not forgetful to entertain strangers; for thereby some 

have entertained angels unawares.-Hebrews 13:2

Chapter 108

There were two primary ways to get to Island Park Siding, either by way of the 
railroad tracks or by way of the road. !e train tracks ran north and south. 
!e Island Park road ran east and west.

In 1908, the railroad #nished laying track to Yellowstone, and in those earlier 
days, the main mode of travel to the siding was by train. Later on, the passenger 
train stopped only now and then to let a passenger on or o%. 

Hoboes
Occasionally a passenger may get o% even if the train did not stop, for now and 

then a tramp would come from the direction of the railroad tracks to the cabin, 
asking for food. In earlier days it was pretty common for hoboes to ride the rails. 
Marj would give them foodstu%s—potatoes, etc. 

M’Jean: I remember one old fellow accepted some potatoes and asked her if 
he could have some fat. Marj was in the habit of saving grease from hamburger 
drippings or any other meat in large, open tin cans. She stored them in the bunk-
house. !is practice was a throwback to her childhood days when people o$en 
had to make their own soap, by cooking fat in water and lye. If she ever had to 
make her own soap, she wanted to be prepared.

To accommodate the old gentleman, she went to the bunkhouse, which was 
cool and dark and used by Marj for storage. She came back with one of these 
cans, telling the man she was not sure but what the grease may be rancid. Before 
she could say any more, without hesitation, he took a big swipe of grease with his 
#nger and put it in his mouth. It was just #ne, he said. A$er he headed back to 
the railroad tracks, Marj said that on top of the grease were quite a few mouse 
droppings, which she had noticed too late to say anything.

The Road Over the Flat
From 1926, when the highway was built between the Osborne Bridge and West 

Yellowstone, the Island Park road, connecting the siding with the highway, became 
a primary approach. !rough the years it had become busier.  
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!e #rst 3 miles of that dusty, rugged road wound through the timber. !e last 
mile over the open &at was fairly straight. Vehicles on the Flat could be seen from 
the siding a good part of that mile. 

With that visibility of an approaching vehicle, everyone in camp knew some-
one was coming several minutes before anybody arrived. O$en the vehicle was 
easily recognized, and those in camp knew who it was.

Barney and Marj were acquainted to one degree or another with most everyone 
in the area around Island Park. Barney did business with many of the proprietors, 
ranchers, and homeowners in the area. Some would come to the sawmill on busi-
ness or simply to make a social call. Neighboring property owners o$en stopped by. 
Customers from the valley came in trucks to pick up lumber or slabs at the sawmill. 
!ey all traveled over the &at.

But there was plenty of other tra"c on that road as well.

Playground for City Folks
Barry: We lived and worked right smack in the middle of an area that lots of 

city folks want to go into to play. We could point our #nger, literally, any direction 
from our cabin and #nd good #shing or good hunting in that direction. 

!ere was a pretty good stream of vehicles coming over the &at in a cloud of 
dust. At the railroad crossing, those with #shing poles sticking out the back either 
continued east towards Split Creek and the Bu%alo, turned right towards Eccles and 

Grandpa Justin Knapp
With his handy pickaroon, 
working with a horse, as he 
had done most of  his life.

There was that enormous 
sawdust pile glistening in 
the sun.
Too much temptation! 
What kid could resist
dashing up that hill and 
jumping up to the waist in 
the fresh sawdust?
Though the soft landing 
would mean ending up 
covered with sawdust.
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Warm River, or turned le$ onto the narrow road next to the railroad tracks that 
led up to Tom Creek. A few came into camp just to ask for directions. Customers 
generally stopped right at the sawmill.

!e rest were VISITORS, who headed straight for the cabin, and they came in 
two varieties: 

!ose everyone was glad to see; 
!ose everyone was not.

Entertaining Company
Close friends and relatives were a welcome sight. !ey might be coming for 

a short visit or staying a week. !ey sometimes brought a watermelon or a lug of 
apricots from a fruit stand in the valley.

Freeloaders
But there were others--uninvited, vacationing acquaintances expecting red 

carpet treatment, #guring it would be cheaper to eat and sleep at the Souths’ than 
to go to a restaurant and motel. With these folks, an a$ernoon “drop in” visit might 
stretch until suppertime. A$er delaying as much as seemed decent, Marj would get 
up from her chair, build a #re in the kitchen stove, and begin #xing supper. 

A$er supper dishes were done, and the lanterns lit, when it became evident the 
“guests” were not leaving, Marj began making up beds, her dutiful daughters being 
recruited to help.

It all came down to which vehicles came across that &at!
!ere was a certain car, one with a distinctive shape and color, which, when 

spotted, guaranteed, would elicit an audible, universal groan. 

Tommy Parker,
David South (back)

Fred Parker,
 Jeannie Parker, 

Barney South, 
Barbara Hammon, 

Blair Hammon,
 Doug Hammon (center)

Delsey Hammon, 
Bruce Parker,
 Barry South,

 Elaine Parker,
 Myrna south, 

Carolyn Hammon, 
M’Jean South,

 Marj South (front)

Trip to Yellowstone Park 
with the

Parkers and Hammons, 
who were frequent

weekend visitors.
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M’Jean: We knew we would be in for a weekend of making 
extra beds, #xing extra food, and doing extra dishes for another 
large family. At least that mother was helpful in the kitchen. If 
their friends were in the car behind them, the number of “guests” 
would double. 

Myrna: We always had guests that came and stayed at our 
house. Usually, friends of the family, and I don’t know I was that 
happy about it, because it meant that we had to cook more, do 
dishes more, and I don’t remember very o$en that they had kids 
we got to play with. 

M’Jean: One customer and business acquaintance would 
bring his family to Island Park for business and pleasure. His 
family was large—not just in number, but in size. !e father and 
sons were big fellows. But they were probably easily outweighed 
by the mother and daughters, who were particularly large ladies. 

It was partially because of their size, I’m sure, that it would 
make Myrna and me so mad that they would simply sit, expect-
ing to be waited on. It was always our lot to help with supper 
for these folks while they sat and watched. !en came time for 
the considerable task of doing all the dishes, while they sat and 
watched some more. With all the work that it entailed, would 
they ever pitch in and help? Never! We were quite amazed that Marj would 
put up with it. But for all we could tell, she did it all very cheerfully. If she 
complained to Barney a$erwards, we never heard of it.

Marj used to quote Barney as saying, “When you do 
something for someone, do it graciously, or not at all.” Ev-
eryone she served, she served graciously. !ere were also 
many gracious guests. 

Family, friends, and Shirt-Tail Relations
At one time or another, Marj and Barney entertained 

guests from every neighboring state and from every branch 
and twig on their family tree.

Myrna: We had the family from Ashton. !e mother’s 
name was Helen, and she was a nurse. I can’t remember the last name.

M’Jean:  Kent. Curly & Helen Kent and the little boys, Danny and Larry. !e 
little girl was Ilene. Curly and Helen had both served in the army and used lan-
guage that re&ected their army days. And so did their little children. It was weird 
to hear that kind of swearing out of the mouths of babes!

Myrna: It seemed like they came over rather frequently. Danny was about 
my age—in fact, he might have been in my grade in school when we #nally start-
ed going to school in Ashton. And a lot of these people would stay over for din-
ner. We had a few that came from Idaho Falls or somewhere like that and would 
stay overnight.

Kid Visitors
Every summer there would be “kid visitors,” friends in Idaho Falls who would 

come up to Island Park and stay for a week. !ere is a family photo at the kitchen 
table with David’s friend, Tommy Haack.

Miji Note: 
Back then, I don’t 

remember being so 
much impressed as I was 
chagrinned with Marj’s 
being so hospitable un-
der those circumstanc-
es. But my admiration 
has soared ever since. 
From her I learned 
something of the art of 
hospitality, although I 
could never come close 

in degree.

Myrna & M’Jean
with Helen Kent & Baby Ilene (above)
Danny & Larry Kent (on horse)
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M’Jean: It was when Barry’s friend, Linden White, came to visit, that I #rst 
rode the bike by myself. He helped me get started, steadying the bike while I ped-
aled for a ways, and then when I looked back, he was far behind. 

My good friend, Shirley Brocksome, would come for a week in the summer.

!e girls also made friends with Judy and Nancy Jensen, who came with their 
dad to log poles. Already mentioned is the jeep accident, which le$ M’Jean with 
chipped teeth and a permanent scar on her lip. 

One time when Marj was over at Ponds Lodge, Glen and Evelyn Pond asked 
her to keep little Glenda overnight. M’Jean and Myrna were delighted to have the 
company.

Myrna: I don’t think Glen Pond was there at Ponds Lodge all the time. His 
wife Evelyn was the cook in the café. !ey had a daughter named Glenda. She was 
between M’Jean’s age and my age. And we liked Glenda.

She came over and had a sleepover with us one night. !at was really a treat 
for us, because I don’t think we ever had sleepovers. We played on the sawdust 
pile. I remember somebody leaving her shoes out by the sawdust pile at night. 

M’Jean: When Glenda Pond stayed over with Myrna and me, we played 
&ashlight games in bed. She was so funny and giggly, and she entertained us with 
her silly version of “Goldilocks and the !ree Bears.”

Cousins
It was fun having cousins come visit. M’Jean and Myrna had 

become fast friends with their cousin Jeannie a$er her par-
ents, Gene and Glenna Jones, came from Evanston to Island 

Park in 1949 to run Charlie’s sawmill. When Glenna’s three 
younger sisters, Gayle, Connie, and JoAnn, came to visit, it was 
double fun for M’Jean and Myrna, who rarely had a chance to see 
these cousins.

Many cousins on both the Knapp and South sides of the 
family at one time or another had lived in Island Park and felt 
very much at home. Others who had never actually lived there 
had heard the tales from their parents who had. Sometimes they 
would stay with the family, and at other times in an empty cabin.

!ey all seemed eager to come visit. !e South kids in Island 
Park were the ones who had the fantastic “toys.” !ey may not 
have recognized it at the time, but by comparison, they probably 
seemed pretty lucky to their city cousins, who did not have a huge 
old steam engine or a massive sawdust pile in their back yard.

In camp there were old trucks and two retired steam engines 
to climb on: the Rumely out in the woods to the north, and the 
Case, down at the old mill site. !ere were old empty cabins, the  
barn with its haylo$, the warehouse with the pump organ stored 
inside. Most of the keys and some of the stops worked, and there 
was one pedal that still pumped air. Kids played in the big swings, 
walked on stilts, climbed the Big Tree. 

Gayle & Connie 
South (back)

Jeannie Jones,
M’Jean & Myrna 

South

Ren & Ruth left Island 
Park in 1938. It was on 
rare occasions the kids 

were able to see the 
cousins from Evanston.
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Sawdust in our Socks
And of course, there was that enormous sawdust pile. Too much temptation! 

What kid could resist running up that sawdust hill and jumping up to the 
waist in the fresh sawdust? !ough the so$ landing would mean ending up 

covered with sawdust. 
 It would be impossible for someone who never saw it, to visualize the enormity 

of the sawdust pile. And equally impossible to describe how immense it really was. 
A giant hill, made up entirely of sawdust, it had its own character. Although 

just one big pile, it had very distinctive “sides.” Everyone knew that the “back side” 
referred to the east end, where the oldest sawdust was orange-brown and packed 
down quite solid. It could be walked across without getting both shoes full. 

On the west side, the “front,” the new, bright yellow sawdust glistened in the 
sun. Tramping through fresh sawdust usually meant sinking to the knees. Although 
the front side sloped down gradually in the direction of the railroad tracks, in any 
other direction there was a steep drop, in some areas being almost straight down.

In close proximity to the saw, fresh sawdust from newly cut logs heaped up like 
a pyramid to a high pointy top. It was necessary to keep moving it out of the way 
over to the main pile. It was a job done with a horse hitched to a large scoop—likely 
an old truck fender, the driver with long reins steering from behind. With repeated 
trips from the pile in front of the saw to the larger pile, the new sawdust could be 
cleared away, while the large pile was continually growing. 

Daredevil Club 
Barry: (Reunion Stories) !e sawmill was right over there. If you look close 

you will see a little mound in the snow. !at mound is what’s le$ of the sawdust 
pile. When I lived here it was big; higher than a house and a great hill to play on. 
We burrowed tunnels in it, rode bikes on it, skied and tobogganed down it, rolled 
ourselves into a ball in a truck tire and rolled down the pile.

Sawdust Pile
“It was big--higher 
than a house and a 
great hill to play on. 
We burrowed 
tunnels in it,
 rode bikes on it, 
skied and 
tobogganed down it, 
rolled ourselves into a 
ball in a truck tire and 
rolled down the pile.” 
(Barry)
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Some of the kids in camp belonged to the Daredevil club. !e function of the 
club was for a member to think up something risky and then do it. !e others 
were then supposed to do it. Events included riding bikes o% the sawdust pile, 
being rolled in a tire, swinging on trees, etc. !e greatest event was when a cousin, 
Dan Snowball, was rolled down the sawdust pile in a truck tire. !e tire went, of 
course, and bounced over a small log pile and hit a house and then fell over. Dan’s 
head had slipped into the tire and he was trapped. He sure was yelling when we 
got to him and helped him get out. 

Steve Knapp: We had a big swing right in front of our door and we would 
swing and play in the sawdust pile. My two cousins, David and Barry South were 
pals, and we would follow the man that was driving the team and pulling the 
scraper when he dug the sawdust away from the saw and up onto the sawdust 
pile. As I recall, the pile got pretty high, maybe #$y feet at the top and it sloped 
up from the west to the east. We would run down the west slope and sometimes 
we would jump o% the east side and roll in the sawdust. Needless to say we had 
our clothes full of sawdust when we were done.

One time, on a dare, Danny Snowball, a cousin, rolled down the steep side in 
a tire. !e tire hit a log at the bottom and Danny’s head slipped into the tire. !e 
tire tipped over but his head was caught. When we got to him he was hurting, 
crying and scared. We pulled the tire open and got him out. He was okay.

Dion South: !at sawdust pile was two stories high. We could climb on 
that and dig for stinkbugs. 

Myrna: We used to jump in the sawdust pile, and that was quite fun. We’d 
just take our shoes o% and play in the sawdust. Sometimes you’d get cut a little, 
I think. Sometimes the sawdust was too sharp. And sometimes there would be 
quite disgusting large beetles in there. But for the most part it was pretty fun, and 
I remember when we had people over sometimes, we’d take the kids out and play 
in the sawdust pile. 

Shirley Snowball: Playing in the sawdust pile. I remember Dee and Dan 
playing in the sawdust pile, but I did not like to do the outside things so much. I 
was a “in the house little gal.” But I did sometime play in the sawdust pile.

Allen Hackworth: I remember the big piles of sawdust. !ere was a lit-
tle bit of playing that went on. !e sawdust was kinda prickly and got into your 
clothes.

Strangers
M’Jean: Occasionally, kids would arrive at the sawmill, accompanying a dad 

who was getting a load of logs or lumber, who had brought his family along. 
!e kids would be invited into the house, along with the wife, who would sit 

and visit with Marj, likely keeping her from her work. !e kids would sit on one 
side of the room for a while, as we sat on the other, all of us bored with the adult 
conversation. But it wouldn’t be too long before one of the kids on one side of 
the room would speak to one of the kids on the other side of the room, and what 
would follow would be the idea to go outside to play. Sometimes we took them to 
the barn, or some of our other play places. 

But the visitor kids would be intrigued with the sawdust pile. “Your sawdust 
hill looks like fun. Can we go play in the sawdust?”  We knew better, but we would 
bite. O% we’d go to wade with them through the clean, aromatic pile of golden 
prickly excitement, knowing full well how miserable it was going to be picking 
the sawdust out of our socks at the end of the romp. 
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Railroad Tracks & 
Stockyards

To the west of camp 
were the railroad tracks and 
the stockyards. It was fun to 
walk on the rails and swing 
on the stockyard gates.

!ere were bicycles 
and plenty of open gravelly 
roads to ride on. Carrying 
water from the well and 
everything else that went 
along with outdoor plumb-
ing were novelty.

Army Cart
!e army cart was 

handy for hauling water, 
wood, and kids.  Some-
times older kids would #ll 
it up with younger kids, es-
pecially if there were extras 
in camp that day, and give 
them a pretty thrilling ride.  
You wanted to make sure 
your load was balanced somewhat even-
ly over the two wheels, which were in the 
center. Otherwise,  if the load were too far 
forward, it could be very heavy and hard to 
hold UP. And if the load were too far back, it 
would be too hard to hold DOWN, in which 
case sometimes the cargo got 
dumped.  A lot of screaming 
ensued.  

!e army cart could even 
be fun to play in for one per-
son who stood in the box, 
straddling the center and 
rocking the cart back and 
forth with a sur#ng action.  
!is was potentially hazard-
ous for someone who should 
overcorrect to the front, send-
ing the cart tipping upright 
on its end. 

Crandall, South, & Lund Cousins
Playing in the Stockyards

Lexye, Molly, Jeanette Lund
Besides serving its time hauling water and wood, the old army cart put 

in a long hitch providing entertainment for 3 generations of  kids.
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Extraordinary Aunt Zelma
!ere was a bit of mystique associated with “Aunt Zelma in Boston.” With no 

children of her own, she did her best to connect with every niece and nephew in 
the Sam and Hannah South family. 

M’Jean: One thing we could count on. Every birthday we would receive a 
birthday card with a dollar bill inside.

Elayne: I thought everyone must have a rich aunt in Boston who sent a dollar 
in a birthday card every year. 

Lois Hackworth: Zelma would come and have us do little cra$s. I re-
member she would involve everybody with these projects. 

Almost every summer Zelma would travel out west for a visit in time to attend 
the Charles & Elizabeth South Family Reunion, which was always in Utah. She 
would then stay a week or two with her sister, Dot, in St. Anthony. A$er a few days 
she would drop the eastern accent—mostly. She would bring little gi$s—cra$s she 
made. 

Probably everyone had a little of Zelma’s artwork hanging somewhere in their 

Betty Tremelling 
Elayne Bybee

 Zelma Schwartz
 Elgie Larsen

 Dorothy South Burns
Dorothy Hackworth 

Marj South
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house. And who doesn’t still have a little red velvet pincushion with “South Re-
union” written on the ribbon, a knitted poodle or crocheted clown, a copper 
tooled picture, lap quilt or a “Zelma bag”? Sometimes she had cra$s for the chil-
dren to make.

Painting Party
On one occasion there was a big family get-together in the Souths’ new cabin 

in Island Park, when Zelma conducted a sort of painting seminar. Several of the 
South aunts and cousins were there, some from Utah. Zelma brought oil paints, 
brushes, and canvasses. Everyone painted his or her own masterpiece. 

M’Jean: Susan, who loved horses, painted—what else? a horse. David’s wife, 
Judy, produced a charming painting of #sh, which subsequently hung on her 
bathroom wall (a$er she lived in a house that actually had a bathroom). 

My painting was of a huge mosquito carrying a man o% into the sky. I copied 
it from a tiny illustration in a magazine. 

Sanda Lee Bybee, Lois Hackworth, M’Jean South, Betty Tremelling, Elayne Bybee, Shirlene Hackworth, Myrna South
Randy Bybee, Randy South, Jim Bybee, Gerald Hackworth, Susan South, Donna Hackworth, Terry Bybee

Poodle and “South Reunion” 
pincushions were some of  
the many, many crafts Zelma 
made and gave away.
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Player Piano 
Best of all was the player piano.

Barry: !at provided a lot of entertain-
ment. Kids could gather around that thing and 
pump that old player piano and put a roll on there 
and get together and sing the songs.

Hackworth Cousins
Allen, Lois, and Donna Hackworth had never 

lived in Island Park, but they knew all about how their 
mother, Dot, moved there with her family at age 8 and 
had attended school in the logging camp. 

Allen: (To M’Jean). I learned to ride the bicycle on 
your family’s bicycle. !ere was a well in front of your 
house. I pushed o% from the well. It was so exciting. 
Maybe it was when I was around 5. I thought it was a 
pretty wonderful place. Look at that puddle; conditions 
were kind of rough.

I remember that it was out in the forest not too far 
from the mill there was that old steam engine. !ere 
was a horse team, Nig and Bolley. It seems like Grandpa 
would yell at them “gee” and “haw” to get them to turn.

Lois: I was fascinated with the player piano. For us it was a fun di%erent ex-
perience that we didn’t have living in St. Anthony. 

I remember going on a train from St. Anthony. Mom was mad at Dad. She 
took us kids on the train and when we got back late at night Mom wouldn’t let us 
call Dad and we had to walk home. I didn’t care. I just remember coming home, 
getting o%, carrying our things, our suitcases.

Donna: I remember walking on stilts, the player piano. !e generator. !e 
lights went out, and when the generator worked again, the lights came back on. It 
was a wonderful play area. We played the player piano. And all of you played pia-
no. I mostly played with Susan and Randy. I had good feelings. I remember your 

mom. Your mom was alone for many years. She was happy. 

Knapp Cousins
Warren’s children, Maureen, Sharon, and Steve, 

lived much of their young lives in Island Park. !e 
Snowball kids, Shirley, Dan, and Dee had lived in camp 
one summer, as had the Walker children. Saundra, Billy, 
Robert, Larry, and Dennis were residents at one time or 
another.

M’Jean: Al and Lois Knapp came and stayed in the 
slab cabin, the one nearest the railroad crossing, which 
was the cabin Al and Bernie and Grandpa lived in the 
summer of 1937, when it was located down by the old 
sawmill. Myrna and I went over to the cabin to see them. I 
remember watching Lois diapering cute little Baby Karla, 

Susan, Randy (front)
Myrna, M’Jean (back)

& the Player Piano
“That provided a lot of  

entertainment. Kids could 
gather around and pump 

and put a roll on there and  
sing the songs.” (Barry)

“Man-eating Mosquito”
Oil Painting by M’Jean

Zelma’s 
pincushions
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with her mop of black hair, and noticed that there was 
a way to fold a diaper which di%ered from the way they 
were folded at our house. We loved playing with Anne and 
Kaye.

Myrna: Al Knapp came up with all of his kids. I don’t 
think that happened very o$en. One of the times, I think, 
all of his kids were in matching clothes that had big polka 
dots. I’m sure we had pictures of them.

Hess Cousins 
Myrna: Our Aunt Claudia came up and stayed; I 

think it was a week or more. Judie came with her. [Probably 
Nikki also] I remember spending time with Judie. She was 
a little older than I. And we had fun with her. It was prob-
ably the only time we ever really got acquainted. !e big 
project was making a quilt. 

M’Jean: It was the #rst time I ever saw a quilt set up on 
a quilt frame. !e quilt had a silky top covered with beautiful 
roses. I was surprised that Claudia trusted us beginners to quilt 
on it. She showed us how to make the stitches. When I went to 
bed and closed my eyes, I could still “see” the needle going in 
and out.

The Unrelated Knapps
Myrna: One time we had a cousin named Knapp that 

came, --his name was Floyd—I’m not sure what the relation-
ship was [none]. He had a son named Lyle, and he was about 
my age, and they stayed a couple days. It was always fun to have 
somebody come up and play. 

Chipman Cousins
Barney, in the “old” days, had had a special relationship 

with his cousin, Valois South. He had rarely seen her since she 
was married. She and her husband, Paul Chipman, had 4 children. 

Myrna: We were visited by Valois Chipman and her family. I remember little 
Karen. She must have been something like 4 or 5, and, it seems like she might 
have been taking dance lessons. And over and over she would do this little dance 
and song for us. She was a cute little kid. Matt was a little older than M’Jean, I 
think, and a very appealing boy. 

Nicholson Cousins
Nick and Sara Nicholson and their three 

kids, Bill, Novella, and Spencer, visited #rst in 
1957, when Nick engineered the radio antennas. 
In subsequent years they came again.

Walters Cousins
M’Jean: Marj’s cousin, Roy Walters and his 

wife Mary and their boys came from Kaysville. 
!ey brought a lug of apricots, the #rst time I 
had ever seen apricots. !ey were delicious! Marj 
taught Myrna and me to can, and we canned 
those apricots. It was an unpleasant surprise 
when I opened one up and a nasty-looking critter 
fell out—#rst time I ever saw an earwig.

Lyle Knapp, M’Jean, Myrna

Kaye, Doug, Karla, Anne Knapp
“Al Knapp came up with all of  his kids 
in matching clothes with big polka 
dots.” (Myrna)

Susan, Randy, & Cocoa
 “I mostly played with Susan 
and Randy.” (Cousin Donna 
Hackworth)
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Bill South Family
One morning when Marj got up early to build the #re, she saw a camper parked 

in the dooryard. It turned out that Barney’s cousin, Bill South, and his family from 
Salt Lake had spent the night there, knowing it to be a safe place, but intending to 
drive o% without bothering anyone.

!is was a$er Barney had passed away. 
Except when Marj had asked Bill to speak 
at Barney’s funeral, it had been years since 
she had been in contact with Barney’s Salt 
Lake relations.

M’Jean: Marj invited Bill and his 
family to come on in for breakfast. All 
of us became well acquainted and had 
a great time together. !e boys, John, 
Frank, and Joe enjoyed the chance to do 
a little shooting—probably for the #rst 
time. Myrna and I got along famously 
with perky Mary Jane, who was a pianist, 
just a year older than I.

!eir summer visit became a delight-
ful annual event. 

M’Jean, Jane, Mary Jane, 
Bill, Susie, Frank, Myrna, 

David, Randy, Joe, Marj, 
Barry.

John (Photographer)

Barry Frank, David, 
Randy, Joe

“Cocoa”
The Salt Lake cousins en-

joyed the chance to do a little 
shooting--probably for the 

first time.

Bill, 
Jane, 
Marj
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South Reunion 1964
Bill South was the stake president, which position he held for many years. Not 

only was he glad to be coming back to Island Park, which he had loved doing when 
he was young, he seemed to feel relief from the pressures of his work and his church 
calling. 

Bill’s family and Marj’s family planned a rather spectacular Charles and 
Elizabeth South Family Reunion to be held in Island Park July 24-26, 1964, exactly 
30 years from the #rst reunion, instigated by Hannah South. Much of the planning 
took place over a camp#re, one of the main features to be a pit barbeque Barry 
learned to do on his mission in Texas.

“The Ties That Bind”
!e reunion notice from Chairman Ray South included:

Marj’s family and William’s have planned wonderful events to bring us all to-
gether as a family should be. It will be especially memorable for the youngsters. 
!ey would like some of those extemporaneous skits like Bill Call and Barney did 
of “Cinderella,” so start planning now for real fun.

Get your family lined up with numbers.
!e #shing will be perfect, the mosquitoes gone, and the temperature perfect.
Sleeping out under the stars is wonderful at that time.
For the timid, reservations could be made at Mack’s Inn or Ponds.
Barry--to take you into the hills where you went logging--old times.
!ere will be a business and genealogy meeting.
Highlight: a Texas-style beef barbeque Saturday night presided over by Barry
Church and Priesthood meetings in chapel at Mack’s Inn on Sunday.

Bring your bats, balls, mitts, horseshoes, #shing poles, tiddlee-winks, whatev-
er you think the group may enjoy. Last year the single men talked about giving 
the married men a 5-point lead in the baseball game; the winter has made them a 
little cautious; now they want to look over the married men’s team before decid-
ing on the point lead. 

If you have any group activities, skits, or other sure-#re entertainment, bring 
it along. We want this the best organized, most memorable reunion ever held!

We’ll be seeing you at Island Park the evening of July 24th, all day July 25th, 
and Sunday morning, July 26th, in the beautiful spot where our reunions origi-
nated many years ago, when Uncle Will, Uncle John, Uncle Sam, Uncle Ed, and 
Aunt Kate were still with us. It is as much in their memory--and that of Aunt 
Agnes who had gone before--as that of our Grandparents, Charles and Elizabeth 
South, that we meet to keep bright “the ties that bind.”

Successful Well-attended Reunion
 !e reunion was the best attended yet. Folks came in campers and trailers, etc. 

People were there who had not attended reunions in years. 
!e next year’s invitation, for the 1965 reunion held in Ogden, gave special 

thanks to Marj’s family, who last year “went the extra mile, such as hauling horses 
from Idaho Falls, getting the huge barbeque pit ready and barbequing a quarter of 
beef.”
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Sheepherders Bert & Susie Miller
One exception to the train/road approach to Is-

land Park Siding was that taken by Bert and Susie 
Miller, the sheepherder couple who would ride into 
camp on horseback. !ey could be coming from any 
direction. Everyone in camp became acquainted with 
them. Bert and Susie were simple, hardy folks—very 
nice. It was Bert Miller who introduced the South 
family to the famous bear cave. 

 Barry: Every summer there was a band of sheep 
that came into the Island Park area to graze, herded by 
an older couple by the name of Bert and Susie Miller—
really nice pair of sheepherders. !ey had a genuine 
old sheep 
camp trail-
er that they 
would take 
a r o u n d , 
and they 

had some 
dogs, and they’d keep this band 
of sheep together out through the 
woods, and the sheep would graze and 
put on fat. 

One time in particular we were 
over there somewhere—I’m guessing 
Ripley Butte area. !ey were having a 
lunch, and they invited me and I’m not 
sure who else, there to eat with them. 
It was kind of a fun experience. Just 
a wonderful old couple. !ey came to 
the mill quite o$en to visit our family.

Maureen Knapp: And we had a sheepherder [couple] up here. !ey were 
in their 80’s. She was from back East somewhere. She chewed tobacco. Us girls 

couldn’t believe that. White hair, and she’d chewed tobacco 
ever since she was twelve years old. But they herded sheep up 
here for the [Ariel] Petersen family at Rexburg. 

Steve Knapp: We got pretty well acquainted with the 
Petersons, who were the owners of the sheep, and also with 
the herder whose name was Mr. Miller. Some years he would 
have his wife with him, and we always were happy when we 
heard the sheep coming onto the &at. 

M’Jean: !ey would come to the cabin to visit. One time 
they had a cute young granddaughter with them. Her name 
was Tana. Susie told us Tana was born very prematurely. It 
was expected that Tana would not live. But Susie did not give 
up on her. She cared for the tiny baby--made her a bed in a 
shoebox and kept her close to the stove to keep her warm. 
She fed her with an eyedropper, and Tana lived.

Bert & Susie Miller
David (bicycle)

“They had a genuine old sheep 
camp and some dogs and 

they’d keep this band of  sheep 
together out through the 

woods. Just a wonderful old 
couple. They came to the mill 

quite often to visit our family.” 
(Barry)

Bert Miller
With the horses and dogs at 
the sawmill. It was Bert who 

introduced the South family to 
the famous bear cave.
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Eccentrics
!ere were also some eccentric types who would visit. Ed 

Ryburg was a unique character who had a cabin about 5 miles 
to the east where for years he was panning for gold at the head 
of the Bu%alo. But he would stop and visit.

!e avowed young hermit with the big yellow dog  who 
lived down near Eccles, sequestered out in the woods “to be 
alone and away from people,” on his way to Ponds, would stop 
and talk everyone’s head o%.

Summer Trek Down the river
One summer highlight was when Marj, M’Jean, and Myrna hosted the girls and 

leaders in the MIA (Mutual) in the Idaho Falls 18th ward. Everyone drove up in 
the woods to a spot on the Bu%alo River, probably Wallins cabin, 
where they got in the water and walked down the river to Ponds 
Lodge, where some of the leaders picked them up. 

Winter Trek over the Snow
As long as the family had the cabin at the siding in Island 

Park, David and Barry continued to trek into camp mid-winter 
to shovel the snow o% the buildings. O$en they invited friends 
along. In addition, they started a new tradition of sharing the 
cabin with the men and boys in the ward for their winter camp 
for scouts and explorers.

David: When I became an Explorer, the Explorer Scouts had the opportunity 
to go into the Boy Scout camp on a winter camp. As that was much like our going 
into the sawmill; it was nothing new to me. We had to ski into the Boy Scout 
Camp. We spent three days and then skied back out. 

Hosting Explorer Scout Camp
!at became a lot of fun, although a$er the #rst year I persuaded the boys that 

it would be more fun to go to our place in Island Park than to Boy Scout camp 
because the Boy Scout camp was a summertime lodge and it was so cold that no 
matter what you did you could never get the building warm. Where, with our 
cabin, we could have just as much room and you could have the building nice and 
warm and we had more supplies and it had more privacy. 

Up until the advent of the snowmobile, it was extremely private. So, each year 
for all the years I was in Exploring and all the years Barry was in Exploring and 
a few years a$er that when we were both leaders, we would take the Explorer 
Scouts from whatever troop we were in, up to the sawmill and the cabin. !ey 
would spend two or three days. It was good for them. !e brotherhood was good 
for them. It was also good for them to learn about how things are and were. Of 
course, the physical exertion didn’t hurt anybody.

!rough the years, many people--all sorts--came and went at the 
Souths’ sawmill.

Sliding,tobogganing, 
skiing off  the sawdust 
pile at winter camp.

“Each year Barry and I were 
in Exploring and a  few years 
after when we were leaders, 
we would take the Explorer 
Scouts up to the sawmill and 
the cabin.” (David)
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Forest Fire
As Barney used to say, “Hell is full of poor excuses!”-Marj

May 6, 1960, was a memorable day for M’Jean. Having been a winner of 
the Young Artist competition, she soloed in concert with the Idaho Falls 
Symphony. Professor Harold Mealy from Idaho State University was the 

conductor. 

M’Jean: I played the #rst movement of the Schumann Piano Concerto in A 
Minor. Marj and Judy made me a new dress of ta%eta with a chi%on skirt overlay.

At the rehearsal I had a memory slip, and it was scary. But the performance 
came o% very well. As soon as it was over, I wanted to do it again! It was really 
exciting and fun.

Myrna and I were making good progress in our piano study. We had great 
respect for our teacher, Betty Benthin Petree, and we had unstinting support from 
our mother. 

It was my second year of teaching private piano lessons. During the times I 
lived at Grandma’s house I walked to the homes of my students to teach. 

As summer vacation approached, Betty loaded up Myrna and me with a pile 
of sheet music and a long repertoire list to take to Island Park, as we anticipated 
again being our own teachers for a few months. We had a limited supply of piano 
duets, which we would play to death.

 
Caretaking –Grandpa Knapp

In the spring, reports would come from Island Park that the snow was gone 
and the roads were open, sometimes two or three weeks before the end of school. 
Since the family could not move to the siding until school was out, there was con-
cern about leaving the sawmill site unprotected during the interim. A caretaker was 
badly needed. 

Poor Grandpa Knapp would draw the black bean! He would drive up to the 
woods and stay in his little cabin, sometimes in freezing weather, and stick it out 
alone for a couple of weeks or so until the family could move to the sawmill. 

In dreary weather conditions, with scant supplies and little to do, the hours 
dragged. Being alone in the camp, several days might go by before he would see 

Chapter 109
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another soul, and his letters to Mabel re&ect the somber solitude. 
When the road was muddy, he would truly be stranded, not 

chancing the 4-mile drive to Ponds to mail a letter or pick up gro-
ceries. On the weekend he would wait and watch for Barry to show 
up in the truck, hopefully with a letter from Mabel, clean clothes, 
and the food items he had requested. He could also send a letter 
back to her, as well as dirty laundry.

His letters would catalog mundane daily tasks, food items of 
his menu for the day—or the lack thereof, and the ailments that go 
along with being almost 74 years of age and diabetic.

Marj could probably not pay him wages on the same scale as 
when the sawmill was running and everyone was doing productive 
work. Caretaking did not generate dol-
lars but was still vital. Grandpa and Marj 
had a good working relationship. !ey 
needed each other. And he was willing 
to help.

A few excerpts from his letters paint 
a little of the picture:

Randy
Future Firebug
“Who could resist 

lighting 
stick matches?” 

(Randy)

M’Jean, Grandma Mabel, Grandpa Justin, Myrna
Randy, Susan, “Cocoa”

Grandpa lived in the little two-room cabin built by Al in 1946.
In the evenings Grandpa would sit out on his bench with his flyswatter. 

After the mosquitoes were gone Grandma visited on occasion.
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Excerpts from Justin’s letters

I’ve been out splitting some old wood blocks. The wind 
blew my hat off, and I had quite a time. 

Some are part rotten but will soon dry a little, and this 
stove holds so much that it gets away with it pretty good. 
When we were down to Ripley last year we got some old 
pitch out of fir stumps. I use a little of that occasionally.

The track rider [railroad maintenance] went past a little 
time ago—the only person I’ve seen today.

It froze ice across the water barrel at the well last night

Wind has blown cold all morning. I sat close to the stove 
part of the morning.

I went for a few sticks of wood, put on my old coat. The 
wind just goes right through. The wind has been moving 
things all day. Old boxes, tin cans, anything that is loose.

I only brought 6 cans of oysters and have used 2. They 
are quite expensive but taste so good. Please send some 
more, out of the cooler.

Didn’t bring a calendar.

No water. Can’t get more than half bucket of water at a 
time from well. I am boiling water.

I don’t have soap for dishes. No salt shaker. Please send 
one.

There is snow in timber and quite a bit.

I saw a big rabbit, half white, a big black crow when I 
went for water and one squirrel, the only one I’ve seen so 
far. There were no mice in traps. They were all set.

If the wind goes down a little I’ll uncover the mill shed. 
It looks like storm before the day is over. 

I just came from drawing the well out. It has quite a bit 
of settlings in but will soon be alright.

I won’t dare go to Ponds. There is too much water on 
the road.

Send heavy underwear. I slept cold, and it is cold up 
here. I should have thought of that.

My jug is empty but I boiled water yesterday, and it 
cooled last night.

I have a letter ready for Bernie [in China on mission]. I 
hope Barry comes today.

A man on speeder went south last night. That’s the only 
person I’ve seen. It is quiet.

The cranes are here. They make quite a noise and at sun-
set they really sounded off last night.

Maybe we’ll get rain in June like last year. Marj couldn’t 
get enough water to wash clothes if she were up here. 

Last night was too cold for mosquitoes. I am not com-
plaining.

The boiled water tastes strong. The boys put down a new 
curb in the bottom, and it tastes of lumber. The water is 
clearing, though.

The freight train just passed with 20 gondolas.

The sun has warmed things up in spite of wind. It’s not 
bad now. The train just passed—10 cars of pulp wood.

It doesn’t look like Barry is coming today.

When I got up an animal was after my meat in snow 
bank. When I opened the door it looked at me. I couldn’t 
get clear sight and missed. It went under the bunk house. I 
went south of house and sat on a block. It’s head stuck out 
of hole, then it came out, crouched low. I shot for center 
of body. It turned over, then backed in against snowbank 
in a little. I shot again, and it got under the house. It must 
have been a martin. I’ve only seen two before. It was quite 
large. I went and dug meat out. It had dug down and had 
eaten some. 

I set two traps, although I think this one will die, there 
may be more. No mice, no squirrels, no rabbits. That is the 
answer.

A car just went out towards Ponds, came up from 
Pineview, I guess.

Well, A Clement came in. We had quite a visit. He was 
looking for David. Clements wanted to look at the house. I 
didn’t have a key. They looked through windows.

Sun is setting clear tonight. I’ve missed you so much to-
day, being Sunday.

Bye. The Lord bless you. Lovingly yours, Jesse
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Last Full Season
Grandpa was as glad as anyone when the last day of school arrived and the 

family joined him at the siding. Delynn Russell and Vic Ericksen again worked at 
the sawmill that summer. 1960 was the last year the South Family would all live in 
Island Park and run the sawmill all season.

A Daughter born - August 9, 1960
David and Judy were spending their second summer in the “bughouse.” Judy 

was making little baby nightgowns and had a due date of August 2nd. Each check-
up with the doctor meant a trip to Ashton. M’Jean went with her, they took turns 
driving, and a$er the appointment, they would get groceries to last until the next 
doctor visit.

Doctor - Grocery Trips to Ashton
M’Jean:  Do you remember all those trips we made to Ashton?
Judy:  Groceries.
M’Jean:  Getting groceries, and you’d go to the doctor.  
Judy: Yes, that’s right. !at’s right.
M’Jean: We’d #ll up the whole back seat of the Volkswagon with groceries for 

twenty-#ve bucks.
Judy: We always had twenty-#ve dollars. If we went over that, we had to give 

something back.  I remember that. 
And the doctor—Robin cost us two hundred dollars total. And it’s just as-

tounding now, when you think about the thousands of dollars people have to 
pay to have a baby. It cost us $200.  It’s so funny. I don’t even 
remember—I don’t think we had to pay the hospital or the 
anesthesiologist—I think it all came out of the $200 fee.

M’Jean:  Who was your doctor?
Judy:  Melcher. And you know, I had forgotten his 

name until about a week ago. And I remembered it, Dr. 
Melcher.

And you know, you took me up when I was ready to—
when I was in labor. We didn’t know that I was in labor. I 
woke up and thought I had the &u. A week overdue, you 
know. !at’s really stupid, thinking back on it. 

And all the nurse did was just touch my belly, and said, 
“Yes, dear, you are in labor.” (laughs)  So then you had to 
drive home alone and go get your brother.

M’Jean:  And he drove like a maniac, too.
Judy:  Did he?
M’Jean:  We went out to the woods to get him, and he 

drove like mad.
Judy:  Oh, really?
M’Jean: …through the woods. He had the road mem-

orized, you know.
Judy: It seemed like forever before he came back. 

!irteen hours—you know, you have plenty of time to do 
all the things you need to do before the baby is being born.

Robin was blessed up there. Did you remember that?  
A week old. We took her up and had her blessed in the 
Church of the Pines.

Randy, Robin, Susan
In camp, little Robin was 
hovered over by a really 
enthusiastic fan club of  
very adoring young aunts 
and uncles. Marj, the new 
grandmother, even got 
to hold the baby once in 
a while. Of  course Judy’s 
parents,  Norman and 
Maureen Bates and sister 
Susan were equally 
excited to claim 
relationship.
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Church of the Pines
Everyone attended Sunday School in the school-

house and sacrament meeting in the Church of the 
Pines. David resumed his position in the Sunday 
School superintendency, and M’Jean and Myrna 
again conducted and played the hymns. 

Mutual in Island Park
!ere was also mutual. !ere were a lot of young 

people spending their summer vacation working at 
ranches and resorts in the Island Park area. !e MIA 
(Mutual) provided an opportunity for them to get 
together and socialize. Some of the activities were 
held at the Church of the Pines, where they danced 

or played crazy games like “Balloon Stomp” and “It’s a Dog-It’s a Cat.” 

M’Jean: Barry and Myrna and I enjoyed going to the mutual activities in 
Island Park. When Delynn and Vic were working for us, they went also. Many 
of the activities were held at the various resorts and hosted by the owners or the 
young people who worked there.

Lively “Hayride”
Favorite events included a swimming party at Lakeside Lodge, a barbeque 

at Phillips Lodge, and a hayride at the sawmill hosted by none other than Barry 
South. With everyone piled on the back of his truck, 
Barry knew just where to go to give them an excit-
ing ride. He drove up into the hills over some rough, 
narrow logging roads, those with trees crowding 
into the road and branches hanging over both sides, 
which, of course, everyone had to dodge with plenty 
of yelling and screaming, which was exactly what 
Barry had in mind when he chose his route. 

New A-Frame Church Building
Since its dedication in 1941, the Little Church 

of the Pines had served the Mormons, Catholics, 
and Protestants.  

!e church-going Mormon population in 
Island Park had long ago outgrown the small build-
ing.  Just up the road a little ways, the LDS church 
built its own large, unique A-frame meetinghouse.  

Sunday School, as well as Sacrament Meeting, 
was held in the new church. 

Judy: !ey must have been building the new 
building by the second summer, you know, a$er we 
were married. We went over to the new building for 
a while, too, a$er we had Robin. 

M’Jean: It was fun to lead the singing in Sunday 
School in that spacious building.

A-Frame for the new church

Finished A-Frame 
church in Island Park
“It was fun leading the sing-
ing in Sunday School in that
spacious building.” (M’Jean)
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Cats & Dogs
!ere always seemed to be a cat or family of cats around the cab-

in in Island Park. Marj was glad to have them keep down the mice 
population. !ey also drank quite a bit of milk and didn’t seem to 
mind that it was always sour. With no refrigeration in camp for most 
of the years the family lived there, milk in summertime soured in a 
hurry, and it became a frequent chore to pour the sour milk into the 
cat’s dish.

No one can remember how many dogs the family had that were 
called “Perky.” !e South kids had enjoyed playing with each one. 

“Cocoa”
Barry: !e next dog we got was a chocolate brown spaniel. We called 

him Cocoa. 

Climbed Ladder
!e old barn was a great place to play. !e ground level always had a 

lot of manure in it so we avoided it. However, the lo$ had so$ hay in it 
and was good for hiding, games, talking and etc. An accomplishment that 
we were proud of was teaching our dog, Cocoa, a springer type spaniel, to 
climb the vertical ladder to the lo$. 

Sprang Through Truck Window
Cocoa loved water and adventure but his favorite activity was any thing 

that involved guns. Cocoa was about 2 years old when we got him and he 
took to the family very quickly. He discovered that adventure came along 
with a truck ride. Whenever anyone climbed into a truck Cocoa made 
sure, whenever possible, that he got in the truck also. One time David and 
I were going somewhere in the 6x6 and we didn’t want Cocoa to go. !e 
truck was built high o% the ground. !e window was way up there.

I timed my entry into the truck so Cocoa would not have a chance 
to get in with me when I opened the door. I got into the drivers seat and 
slammed the door. Within 5 seconds Cocoa came scrabbling through the high 
open window and landed in my lap.

Gun  Crazy
Whenever someone had a gun in hand and was in a shooters stance Cocoa 

really became intense. He would stand ready to spring into action, look you right 
in the eye, let out an occasional yap that meant, “I’m ready hurry up and shoot.” 
When the shot was #red Cocoa would explode into action, back and forth on a 
dead run in the direction the gun was #red. He was looking for something, any-
thing that had been shot, a duck or chicken or chipmunk. A$er a thorough search 
and #nding nothing he would come back to his stance and yap again saying, “You 
missed, shoot again.”  He never tired of the hunt.

Cocoa was not a good bird dog. When we got him he had all the enthusiasm 
for hunting that a person could imagine but he didn’t have training or discipline. 
It was shoot and run. When he found something that had been shot he might 
bring it back or he might not. If it was small enough he would bite it once and 
then swallow it. 

Laid Down the Law
My mother had laid down the law pertaining tree squirrels. !ey were not to 

be shot. Chipmunks were fair game and there were a lot of them in the woods. 
One day Cocoa and I went hiking in the woods to shoot at pine cones or whatev-
er. I shot 26 chipmunks and cocoa downed every one of them. Sometimes a frog 
in split creek was a good target. One time Cocoa swallowed a toad. A couple of 

Barry, Cocoa
“Within 5 seconds Cocoa 
came scrabbling through 
the high open window 
and landed on my lap.” 
(Barry)

Cocoa
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hours later he was frothing at the mouth. !e guys that saw him decided 
that it was because of the toad rather than rabies.

Close Call - Whirlpool
!ere was a place on Split Creek where the stream came around a 

corner in such a way that there was a signi#cant whirlpool in the stream. 
I was #shing there and had a .22 ri&e along with me. Cocoa was there 
hoping there would be some shooting on the #shing trip. I threw my 
spinner, hook and worm into the whirlpool. !e water was probably 
about 4 feet deep. Within a few seconds I had a snag. I worked at it for 
a while and could not get it free. As a last ditch e%ort I decided to send 
in the dog. !e easiest way to do that was to shoot into the whirlpool. I 
did and Cocoa went in. Very quickly I realized it was a mistake. He was 
swimming frantically but he was going down. Soon only his nose was up 
and then he was gone. He stayed down. I was worried. Should I go a$er 
him? I didn’t know for sure how deep the water was. If I went in would 
the whirlpool get me too?

I don’t know how long he was down. It seemed like a long time as 
I worried about what to. To my relief Cocoa emerged at the side of the 
pool. He came out of the creek and he was pretty subdued, but other-
wise okay. I was really surprised when I found that my #shing lure was 
hooked to some thick hair on his foot. 

Close Call - Ice
I made a mistake another time when I shot and sent Cocoa in to the 

water. We were at an ice covered pond and there was a hole about 20 feet 
in diameter in the ice in the center of the pond. I was with another duck 
hunter and we could walk to within about 23 feet to the edge of the ice. 
Beyond that was to risk thin ice and a cold, wet drop.

I shot a mud duck in the open water and Cocoa tore o% and into the water. He 
grabbed the duck and swam back towards me and then could not get back onto 
the ice. Cocoa abandoned the duck and focused on getting on to the ice. He could 
get his front legs up on the ice but then his rear end would swing down and under 
the ice and he could not pull himself out. !e struggle went on quite a while. I 
tried to #gure out how to help him get out. I went back to the woods and found a 
small dry tree about 25 feet long. I thought maybe I could stick the end of the tree 
out to Cocoa and he would bite it and hold on, and I could pull him out. I did but 
he didn’t understand my instructions to grab hold. 

I had another idea, I knew where his priority was. I waited until he was swim-
ming toward the dead duck that was &oating in the pool. I shot the duck again. 
Cocoa saw the shot pattern hit the duck. He grabbed the duck by the neck. I 
shouted to praise him and told him to bring it here. 

Cold Humble Mutt
He swam to the near ice edge and I stuck the end of the pole between the duck 

and his lower jaw. Cocoa put his front legs on the ice, and between his paddling 
with the rear legs and my li$ing and pulling on the pole he was able to get out. He 
was a pretty cold, humble mutt for a while.

Not a Housedog
In the winter time our family lived in Idaho Falls. Our life in the city was a lot 

di%erent, and the dog’s life was not nearly as exciting. Cocoa was not a housedog 
and he stayed outside a lot but it got real cold some nights. On these real cold 
nights some times we would put him in our basement, but he didn’t like that very 
well. I #nally built him a doghouse when he got old and that was okay but some 
nights were really cold even in the dog house. I decided to try to heat his house. 

Close Call - Doghouse on Fire
I ran an electric cord out to the house and put an electric light bulb on some 

David, Cocoa
In Idaho Falls, where 

Cocoa’s doghouse was in 
the back yard.

“I got up, went to the 
window and looked out. 
Cocoa was at the end of  
the leash and making as 
much noise as he could. 
The doghouse was fully 
engulfed in fire.” (Barry)
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brackets up near the peak of the roof. For some reason that I don’t remember I 
tied him with a rope about 6 feet long, to the doghouse. My bedroom was upstairs 
in our house and I could look out the window into the backyard and see the 
doghouse. During the night I heard Cocoa barking, hard and loud. Something 
was di%erent. I got up, went to the window and looked out. Cocoa was at the 
end of the leash and making as much noise as he could. !e doghouse was fully 
engulfed in #re.

Quite a Dog
Bernie:  (on a camping trip, reminiscing about Cocoa) I awoke in the tent 

about 2 or 3, I’d guess, and couldn’t sleep. I heard coyotes on every side. A$er I got 
up about 5:45 and went outside, the coyotes set it up again for about 5 minutes. 
!ey sounded like they had the camp surrounded. I thought of Cocoa, and if he 
had been there, he’d no doubt been out barking and protecting the camp; running 
up toward the barn and out near the well. He was quite a dog. Remember him? 

Saddle Horse
Barry: One fall we saw a saddle horse hanging around camp for a couple of 

weeks. !e animal had a halter and broken lead rope on. We tried to catch him 
a couple of times but the horse was so scared he would not let anyone near him. 
Finally we saw him out on the &at one day and we started chasing him in an old 
car. We ran him so long that he was completely exhausted and was willing to be 
herded into a small corral. We caught him then. He turned out to be a pretty good 
saddle horse. We tried to #nd the owner but never did. We kept him for another 
year until we #nally sold all of our horses. 

Horse in the Kitchen
M’Jean: Barry rode the horse up onto the large back porch and into the kitch-

en. Marj may not have liked the idea, but she laughed.

Steam Engines Farewell
No one seems to remember exactly when Marj sold the steam engines, but 

there was a man in Rupert, Idaho who wanted to buy them. !ey were 
icons, and everybody loved them, but they were no longer of use at the 

sawmill. !e family needed money, and the Forest Service would insist they be 
removed, anyway. !e man wanted all three. Problem solved! Almost. 

!e big Rumely, which was out in the woods a little ways north of the toilet and 
just east of the garbage pit was easily accessible to him for hauling. As was the Case, 
which was still at its location at the old sawmill site about a quarter mile east of the 
railroad crossing. However, the smaller Nichols and Shepard was still sitting next 
to the creek in Split Creek Canyon. It would be the family’s problem to go to the 
canyon and get it down to the siding.

Taking Nichols & Shepard out of Split Creek Canyon. 
M’Jean: I remember that trip. Marj wanted the whole family to share that 

experience. !e boys hooked onto it with the army truck, and I think we brought 
it out along the creek bed. We walked down the canyon behind the steamer while 
she talked to us about our heritage—about when Barney’s family #rst came to 
Island Park on the train. !ey had actually driven the steam engine all the way 
into the canyon, along with the wagons and teams, hauling the sawmill and ev-
erything else the family possessed. Close to the creek they set up the sawmill. 
For several years they cut trees and sawed ties, lumber, and house logs in that 
location. 

Barry
“Barry rode the saddle 
horse up onto the porch 
and into the kitchen.” 
(M’Jean)
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Sawmill Remnants
At the old mill site were remnants of the 

hand-hewn log house and barn, as well as scat-
tered pieces of old equipment and housewares. 
!ere was a large pile of throwaway slabs which 
had been tossed in a heap while they were oper-
ating the mill.

Bill South Family
It was in the summer of 1960 when the 

Bill South family came to visit and got in some 
shooting. !us a tradition began.

“Do unto others!”
!e two littlest people for miles around 

were Susan and Randy. !eir contribution was 
not much when it came to work, but they kept 
things lively. !ey were a delight to everyone. 
Usually. !ey played together and fought to-

gether. !ey were lovey-dovey one minute and trying to kill each other the next. 
Some of their battles required someone to separate them for fear of serious damage 
to both.

“Do unto others!” one would say while delivering a “love tap” to the other with 
particular #erceness. 

Tied Them Together
Barry: Susan and Randy when they were little—

probably in the neighborhood of 6, 7, and 8, some-
where in that range, maybe a little younger—can’t 

remember for sure. !ey were always 
bickering and #ghting and squabbling, 
and I got tired of 
it all the time, 
and so one day 
I pulled them 
together and I 
got a piece of 
twine and I tied 
just two of their 
hands together, 
so where one of 
them went, the 
other one had 
to go. And that 
was fun, watch-
ing them squab-
bling while 
they were tied 
together. And 
that’s the end of 
the story.

Barry, Frank, 
David,Randy, Joe

Shooting with
 South cousins

Susan & Randy
Lovey-dovey, one minute, 
trying to kill each other the 
next! The “little kids” were a 
delight to everyone in camp.

Randy & Susan
Always together,

Above the bar where 
they are hanging
 from their knees 
is the dinner bell.
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How to Start a Forest Fire
When You Are Six

Randy: Fire! Fire! Fire! !at, hollered through the old house log cabin would 
bring any six year old out of his mid a$ernoon nap and blankets. Now what was 
the biggest tragedy? Guess who started the #re? Who could resist lighting stick 
matches at six years old anyway? For several days now, for a$ernoon activity time, 
yours truly, had been hiking out in the woods lighting matches and throwing 
them for fun. 

!is particular day it was really dry and was harder to stamp out the little #res 
that the matches had started. !e matches were obtained from the little cast iron 
dispensers that hung on the knotty pine walls of our home in the woods. One 
was by the kitchen wood-burning stove. !e second one was by the #replace in 
the living room. It would not have been good to take them all or someone would 
notice. A$er stealthily sliding one of Dad’s homemade wooden stools near to 
the dispensers and getting a load of wooden matches from each, it was o% to the 
woods. !e trail led north out past the outhouse and then a little distance beyond 
where the boundary between state land and the Targhee National Forest ran.

!e sight of three #re trucks coming over the railroad tracks at the crossing is 
still vivid. !ree days later the #re was deemed “out.” You can imagine how low 
the six year old pyromaniac was laying for those three days knowing full well 
how the #re got started. Speculation had been running rampant for those three 
days how it could possibly have been started. David, the brother 16 years older 
than the pyromaniac, had speculated that it was the sun shining through a bottle. 

Ha! Little did they know! And no one knew but the perpetrator until 10 years 
later when the tide had gone so far out that a full confession was made. 

School 1960

It was at about the same time Randy started the forest on #re that he started his 
school career in the #rst grade at Ashton Elementary. Susan was a veteran stu-
dent in the third grade. !e yellow school bus transported the Island Park kids 

on the daily round trip between Ponds Lodge and Ashton. It was up to Marj to get 
them to Ponds and back.

Of course, everyone in the car would chime in on 
the little made up song,  “What a Lot of !ings to See 
on Our Way to School!”

 
Randy: And what was amazing is that we would see 

almost all of those animals every day in the four-mile 
run from the sawmill to Ponds’ Lodge as we traversed 
the old dirt logging road in the family Volkswagen. And 
also, we saw many animals that are not even mentioned 
in the song. !e woods were full of critters when I was 
six years old. We saw badgers, rock chucks, chipmunks, 
blue jays, ducks, geese, the mountain blue bird, pine 
grouse, mourning doves, foxes, weasels, and of course 
skunks and porcupines at night. Sand hill cranes were 
there every day on the &at, eagles and hawks were com-
mon, antelope were in great numbers, and of course in 
June there were those magni#cent and #erce mosquitos.

Randy & Susan
“What a lot of  
Things to see, 
On our way to school!”

Randy & Susan
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I went for the few weeks in the 
fall before we pulled out of Island 
Park for winter and for the last 
time, because of the sale of the 
mill.

I remember very little. !e 
VW ride, standing by the bent up 
electric heater in the Ponds store. 
Not much else.

!e song lyrics which went “We 
see sheep and cattle too” referred to 
the herds of cattle driven from the 
Railroad Ranch down the road to-
wards the stockyards, to be loaded 
into cattle cars and shipped out on 
the train. Same thing with the bands 
of sheep which had been grazing in 
the area throughout the summer. 

Mutton
Colder fall weather made it easier to keep fresh meat—wrapped in cloth in 

the dark bunkhouse by day and hung high o% the ground in the woods at night. 
So when the sheep came into the stockyards, Marj made arrangements to buy two 
sheep for the family meat supply.

M’Jean: I remember the day David rassled the two sheep to the spot on the 
east of camp where he had a pole nailed across two trees which were maybe 6 or 
7 feet apart. 

A$er roping the hind feet and throwing the ropes over the pole, he raised both 
sheep upside down o% the ground to the height where he could secure the ropes, 
one around each tree, and went to work.

David had learned from his dad how to slaughter and clean an animal: Cut the 
throat, let it bleed out, cut out the entrails, being careful not to puncture the wrong 
things and make a terri#c mess, along with a horrible stink, remove the organs, skin 
the critter, carve the cuts of meat.

It is not simple as it sounds, but David, like his dad, worked fast and did every-
thing very adeptly. 

M’Jean: !e rest of us were there to help a little, very little. When he cut out 
the #rst heart, he said Judy liked to use the protein rich organ meat and told me to 
hold out my hand. He handed me the bloody heart. In short order I was holding 
a heart in the other hand, too. It was a weird feeling, standing there holding those 
two hearts.

!e family balked a little about eating the mutton, but it was the cheapest way 
to get meat in the diet.

M’Jean, Randy, 
Judy, Myrna Susan

“Cocoa” & Tiny 
Snowman

Near the time when 
David slaughtered the 

two sheep.
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Shooting the porcupine
M’Jean: Since school started in Ashton a week or so before the Idaho Falls 

schools started, I had not yet gone down to the valley to stay at Grandma’s. I was 
taking some turns driving the “little kids” to Ponds and picking them up a$er 
school. 

 It was right about this time that the family was out driving on one of the 
timber roads, most of us on the back of the truck, when the boys spotted a por-
cupine a little way o%, waddling through the brush. Porcupines were regarded as 
an enemy to timber men because of their destruction of trees—they’d gnaw the 
bark in a ring around a tree, and the tree would die. !ere was also the hazard of 
the dog or a horse getting a noseful of quills. !ese were all the justi#cation they 
needed for shooting every porcupine they saw. 

!e truck stopped, and one of them grabbed the gun. “Let me shoot it!” I said. 
I was handed the gun—must have been a .22. I took aim and #red and the por-
cupine went down. I was about to hand back the gun when the porcupine got up 
and continued to waddle along. “Shoot it again,” they hollered. I shot it again, and 
it fell down, but it got back up again and lumbered forward a little. “Shoot again! 
You have to kill it.” I shot. It moved. “Keep shooting! It’s hard to kill a porcupine.” 
By this time I was sorry I had asked to shoot at all. I don’t know how many times 
I shot that poor thing before it decided to die. 

!at just about killed my taste for shooting live targets. But the story doesn’t 
end there. !e next day when I went to pick up the school kids from Ponds, I was 
driving across the &at and looked out the window to my le$, and there was what 
appeared to be that same porcupine, lumbering along through the tall grass. It 
had come back to haunt me! Anyway, it surely felt like it.

Sharing a Twin Bed
Myrna was in 9th grade, so she and M’Jean both went to stay at Grandma’s 

to go to school in Idaho Falls. !ey shared the little bedroom and the twin bed. 
Having slept for years in beds with saggy springs and mattresses, always rolling to 
the middle, it was not a big change.

Myrna: Grandpa was always sitting in his chair. Sometimes he would play 
his harmonica. Grandma was always serene. I think of her making temple clothes, 
though I don’t remember seeing a sewing machine. I picture them eating bread 
and milk.

M’Jean: Grandpa liked to watch TV, especially the Lawrence Welk show, 
which always featured “the Lovely Lennon Sisters” quartet. If any of them, or any 
other girl on TV, wore her hair in a pony tail, Grandpa would comment that it 
was a “lazy way to #x hair.”

Barry, who was soon to depart on his mission, did not enroll in college and was 
able to run the sawmill until the weather turned.

“Fire Creek”
Barry: At Tom Creek, for some of the last baths we had in the fall, there 

might be 4 inches of snow. We would take a pretty good bundle of kindling, build 
a #re, and a$er getting out would dry o% and warm up by the #re. We’d take 2 or 3 
gallons of gasoline to start the #re, and a$er the bath, pour gasoline in the creek. 
It would go down about one to two hundred feet, then we’d light it on #re. It was 
a slow moving stream. To see the #re run down that creek—pretty spectacular!
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Rescue
The story of Marj’s coming to the rescue of JC Stimson and his little family is 

a tale of miracles, but exactly when it took place is uncertain. !e story was 
not told by any of the South family but by JC himself. Why David and Barry 

were not at hand is also uncertain. !ey may have taken a load of logs and lumber 
to the valley. !ey may have been taking the horses out to be wintered. 

But fortunately, Marj’s brother, Warren, was at hand, and he is the one she sent 
with the army truck to the Stimsons that day. 

“ I Think Marj could Very Well Have Saved Our Lives”
Sent Feb 25, 2018 Sunday at 2:49 a.m.

Randy: Perhaps it was the summer of 2014 when Karen South and I, Randy 
South, were out for one of our a$ernoon Mule rides in the backwoods of Island 
Park, when we deliberately headed out to #nd a back way to the Stimson spread 
and cabin. !e Mule was actually a four-wheel drive buggy that Karen and I loved 
because you could just do with it what a mule does. Go just about anywhere. 

 I had visited with Karen about the Stimson place and wanted to show it 
to her. I knew the place from when I was a young teenager and I lived up in Island 
Park in the summers of my high school years.

 !e main gate was locked and there was no crossing onto the private 
property surrounded by the jack fence. Knowing that the Stimson cabin was close 
to the boundary and fence on the far side, we simply drove all the way around the 
forty-acre spread and came up to the jack fence on the far side. !e Mule did a 
great job of winding around out in the forest.

 We walked up to the fence, crossed up and over and then walked right 
up to the unique octagonal shaped cabin belonging to JC Stimson. And they were 
home! I had not seen JC for a few years, so it was a treat to knock on the door 
and have him answer. Of course, he invited us both in and in no time, he invited 
Karen and myself to have lunch with him and his wife. We spent a wonderful 
a$ernoon together talking about old times as well as solving the problems of the 
world. 

 !e highlight of the a$ernoon was when he recounted an actual event 
that happened to them years before when the two of them were young married 
kids living in Island Park. JC loved Island Park, and even though his regular home 
was many hours away in Utah, their family spent as much time as possible up in 
the woods on their beautiful hide-a-way section of ground, hidden in a thick for-
est of lodgepole pines, looking over a “Warm River” basin, and nestled up against 
“Black Mountain.”

 JC told us about an event that day that was remarkable. Like the South 
family o$en did, he stayed as late in the year as he could to enjoy as much time in 
the mountains as was possible for the season. Every year it seemed to be a critical 
timing issue as to when to leave. If one was too late in their departure, it could 
have serious consequences. 

!e story goes that JC had packed his little Volkswagon van and was ready to 
go, and the morning of their planned departure he and his pregnant wife and two 
other small toddlers woke up to a blizzard of all blizzards. 

 !ey threw into the V W the remaining items for the journey back to 
Utah and headed out. Needless to say, they did not make it very far at all. !ey 
were in trouble and they knew it, stuck in deep fresh snow in a blinding white 
out with snow continuing to dump from the heavens. !ey were o% the grid, no 
phones, no electricity with only a 12-volt battery powered radio to listen to a.m. 
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stations. !e radio was there only to listen to. !ey had no contact to the outside 
world. !e only person on the planet that even remotely could understand their 
predicament was Marjorie South.

 Marj had been concerned for days and had been watching the roads 
from which JC would have to come by to get out. Normally he did not stay so 
long in the season and always stopped by to say he was headed out and goodbye 
for the year. !is year he had not come. Marj and her grand family had their own 
challenges to get out, but Marj also had one great big asset. A phenomenal six-
wheel drive army surplus ten wheel truck! A$er waking up and determining this 
was the day for the Souths to pull out, she made one more terri#c decision. She 
sent her brother Warren Knapp with the six by six truck to check on the Stimson 
family.

 JC recounted to us that when he heard the big straight six engine of the 
army truck and saw it emerge through the blinding blizzard, his appreciation was 
almost more than he could contain. In no time Warren had the little VW van in 
tow and with all JC’s family tidy in the van they headed the few miles to the mill 
site, conferred with Marj that all were safe, and then Warren continued to drag 
the little van all the way to Pond’s Lodge another four miles. 

 When they arrived at Pond’s Lodge, the snow was so impacted into 
the undercarriage of that little rig that there was no turning of any wheels. It was 
a hard labor-intensive job to dig the snow out from under the Volkswagon. !e 
snow was impacted so hard that JC said he had to dig it out with a screw driver in 
places using the screwdriver as an ice pick!

Marj Sold the Mill to JC 
Marj and JC enjoyed a great relationship for a long time. Marj sold the entire 

sawmill to JC Stimson some time later. !e mill, engine, and all still sit inside the 
cocoon log buildings that JC has built for that equipment. If you look carefully 
on the channel iron frame of the saw carriage you can read plainly “B.E. South.” 

 When Karen and I visited with JC and his wife that day, it was plain 
that they were struggling with health issues. Since that time JC’s wife has passed 
away. !e last time I talked to JC in the summer of 2017 we reminisced and talk-
ed about maybe someday getting together and with the help of my boys starting 
up the old Detroit Diesel engine and running some house logs through the mill. 
!ere is absolutely no doubt in my mind that it could easily be done. Everything 
there appears to be in excellent working order.

         
              Randy South

Marj & Dorothy 
Kerr
“Marj and family had 
their own challenges to 
get out, but Marj also 
had one great big asset: 
a phenomenal six-wheel 
drive army surplus ten 
wheel truck!” (Randy)

 (Photo taken a few years 
later when Marj, Bernie, 
and a friend, Dorothy Kerr, 
went to Island Park to get 
the truck for a buyer.)
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Street Wise
Chapter 110 

Do you have as much trouble with right and wrong 
as you do with right and left?-Marj

Marj and her own little family moved to Idaho Falls from the sawmill in 
1960, as she had been doing every winter since 1937. Every snowy move 
was the same in some ways, unique in others. !is move held the distic-

tion of being the last winter move from Island Park, although no one knew it at the 
time. M’Jean and Myrna, who had come down earlier for high school and had been 
living at Grandma’s house on Cleveland Street, settled in with the rest of the family 
at 955 Ada Avenue. 

!e kids’ playground was once again 
reduced to the city street in a relatively 
small town. 

One family member, however, was 
slated to become very familiar with life in 
the big city. !e age requirement for mis-
sionaries had recently been changed from 
20 to 19. On May 14, 1960, Barry had 
reached missionary age and he received 
a call to serve in the Gulf States Mission, 
later changed to the Texas Mission.

Barry - Mission Farewell
When Barry spoke to the congrega-

tion of the Idaho Falls 18th ward, there 
was a printed program, as was customary, 
and family members participated on the 
program.

!e start of Barry’s mission to the 
Gulf States coincided pretty closely to 
the end of Bernie’s mission in China. As 
Bernie said, “I returned in Nov, 1960 in 
time to attend his farewell.” 
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Susan &   
Myrna

955 Ada Avenue
Next door on the north is the large garden of  an old

gentleman, then the “basement house.” 
Across the street is the little log house Barney built 1944-46.

Randy & 
Friend Wesley
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Seeing Barry Off 
Bidding farewell to a missionary is never easy. 

Barry was leaving for two years! Marj, David, Judy, 
M’Jean, Myrna, Susan, Randy, and Uncle Bernie 
were on hand to see him o%. 

Missionary Hat
At the time Barry le$ on his mission in 1960, 

missionaries were not only required to wear a dark 
business suit, but also a formal hat.

Barry wrote that it felt silly to be riding a bike in 
a hat. During the time he was on his mission, the hat 
rule was dropped. Most of the time the missionaries 
drove Nash Ramblers.

Change of Climate
Elder South: When I got in Houston [location of 

mission home] I stepped o% the train and felt the heat 
and humidity and was about ready to get back on. My 
#rst city was Borger, Texas, in the panhandle, which was 
half as far back as the ride to Houston.

I worked in two little towns in West Texas, Houston, 
Lubbock, Dallas, a little place near San Antonio, Orange, 
and Huntsville.

“Street Wise”
Elder South: I don’t like the “Big City” very well, 

if I had to live here all my life. !e tra"c here is murder 
and the streets are terrible. If it wasn’t for the freeways 
it would take half a day to cross town, 30-40 miles. You 
never saw so many people and cars.

Susan, Randy, Bernie, Barry
Bernie returned from his mission in China just prior to 

Barry’s departure for the Gulf  States Mission.

Barry & David

Myrna, Marj, Judy, M’Jean
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Barry was a 
successful mission-
ary. He was serious 
about the work and 
obeyed the rules. 
He spoke in church, 
and when it was 
discovered he had 
a beautiful voice, 
he sang solos in 
church. He  had the 
respect of the mem-
bers. He taught 
investigators who 
were baptized. 

When two 
years had passed, 
Barry began to 
think about home.

Barry: Nov 15, 1962 - We had a 
real nice conference with President 
Hill last week. I am to be released 
on the 23rd. I think Marj is planning 
on coming down a$er me. It will be 
a surprise to see the kids. Probably 
they are a lot bigger by now. 

Myrna, Susan, Randy
After holding down the fort for two 
years, they would accompany Marj 

to Texas to pick up Barry.
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Barry South & JC Stimson - 2012
Fifty-two years earlier, Barry had last stood at the controls as sawyer at the

 sawmill, before departing on his mission in November, 1960. The saw-
mill was sold to JC Stimson in July, 1961. Still visible is “B. E. South,” weld-

ed into the mill husk, and “South Lumber Co..” engraved on the surface.
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The End of an Era

In the spring of 1961, Marj had a real dilemma regarding the sawmill. Barry had 
become an expert sawyer, but he was gone on his mission. David was selling real 
estate fulltime, supporting a wife and baby, and did not move up to the sawmill. 

“By then I was married, and I needed more money,” he said. “!e sawmill didn’t 
pay any money.”

Once again, Bernie, back from Taiwan, came to the rescue. Bernie and Grandpa 
Knapp ran the scaled-down operation. For a short period, Vic 
Erickson and another young fellow worked at the mill in the ear-
ly spring. 

Bernie: In November, 1960, Barry le$ on his mission. I returned 
in November, 1960, in time to attend his farewell. 

!e next year I went to the mill with Grandpa Knapp. Also Vic 
Erickson, who had worked at the mill before with Barry and David, 
worked at the mill and in the woods. !ey logged with a hi-line 
on the section next to Betty’s Cabin on Split Creek. Erickson had 
climbed up and topped some trees to set up cables for the hi-line.  

A fellow from Driggs came over and had a small trailer at Betty’s 
cabin. Marj hired him to haul logs the last summer she ran the mill. 
He hauled in timber full length (tree length). We cut them just north 
of the skidway and moved them onto the skidway with the quickway.

M’Jean: Marj was involved in real estate business when it was 
time to go to the mill. Bernie and Grandpa went up to run the saw-
mill, but Barry was on his mission and David did not go to the mill 
that summer. 

I was 16, almost 17; Myrna was 14; Susan was 8; and Randy was 
6. Marj drove up to Island Park with the four of us, not intending 
to stay. However, it was decided that Myrna and I would stay and 
clean the house and cook for Bernie and the hired guy for a day or 
two when Marj would be back. (Grandpa did his own cooking in his 
cabin.)  She did not return for ten days!

Chapter 111

 Things could possibly turn out all right. The old world turns in mysterious paths.
Who knows, the sun might shine tomorrow.-David

Barry South
Reminiscing.
In 1957, at age 16, Barry 
took  on the challenging 
job of  being the sawyer at 
the mill.
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The Great Mouse Caper
!ere was not much in the way of food or cooking utensils, but our most ur-

gent problem involved getting rid of mice. !e house seemed to be full of them, 
and they had made their presence known! Grandpa proved to be very useful to 
us in this, for he had no qualms about drowning them in the mop bucket, even 
the cute little ones nesting in the wood box. By the time we caught the 21st mouse 
Myrna and I had become hardened ourselves. Big squeaks meant a big mouse to 
be cornered and chased down with the broom. Little squeaks would lead us to a 
nest. 

Myrna: We found mice in the fold-out part of the couch, the daveno we 
called it. And there were some blankets down there, and we found a nest of baby 
mice in there. And we found a nest of baby mice in the kitchen stove. 

M’Jean: !e task was almost daunting—and haunting, for we even heard 
squeaks when we just sat and played the piano. Of course we supposed we had a 
couple of squeaky keys. But there was a pretty inconsistent pattern to the squeaks. 
One time the middle “C” would squeak, and another time it would be the “D” 
next to it. 

Myrna: It seems to me as though it was really in the octave that starts maybe 
like about the “B” above middle “C”—and especially, it seemed like it was in the 
black keys. It would make a squeaky noise.

M’Jean: And then we noticed a squeak when we were not even playing. !at 
did it! O% came the piano keyboard, revealing a nest of little tiny pink mice, and 
without a bit of fur. Into the mop bucket they went!

We were pretty busy cleaning house—cleaning a$er mice, etc. But we had 
been assigned to do some cooking, also. Here is the storybook version of how 
that turned out:

M’Jean & Myrna
“We found baby mice in 
the fold-out daveno, the 

stove, and then when we 
sat down to play the piano 

we even heard squeaks 
coming from underneath 

the keys.” (M’Jean)
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A Story: Spilled Beans
The larder was meager, and there were hardly any cooking uten-

sils, but M’Jean and Myrna did the best they could. 

“Myrna, we’d better stop cleaning now and figure out what to fix 
for dinner.”

“We can’t, said Myrna. “There isn’t anything to fix.” 
“Well, Bernie and that hired guy are working hard out there at the 

sawmill, and they’ll be coming in here at noon expecting something to 
eat. As she spoke, M’Jean walked to the cooler and opened the door. 
She came back out carrying a bag of red beans. “Well, we do have 
these,” she said. “And there is a box of salt.”

“What about a kettle?” said Myrna. 
They both began looking through the mostly empty cupboards. 

“There has to be something that will work.”  The frequently-used 
cooking utensils had been packed and taken to Idaho Falls last fall. 
Only a few miscellaneous items remained. Myrna, on her knees and 
reaching to the back of the bottom shelf, produced the only item that 
could possibly qualify as a cooking pot. “What about this?” she asked, 
producing a shallow pan. It was an old-fashioned bun-warmer with a 
swivel handle. Who knew from whence it came? It did not belong to 
the preferred set of household cookware. 

“It will have to do,” said M’Jean, as she held it up by the handle, the 
pot swinging slightly back and forth.

The fire in the kitchen stove had gone out. Out of habit, the girls 
had filled the wood box. While Myrna washed the beans, M’Jean built 
a fire and put the pan full of water on the hottest spot on top of the 
stove. Myrna dumped in the beans.

Myrna’s responsibilities acquitted, she went outside to pursue one 
of her favorite pastimes, walking through the mud puddles on the stilts.

M’Jean, staying in the kitchen to tend the fire, decided to take 
advantage of the water heating in the stove’s reservoir and 
mop the kitchen floor. She had noticed that there was an 

ample supply of floor wax in the cooler.
“I may as well do the living room, as well as the kitchen,” she said 

to herself. 
M’Jean was very experienced at mopping and waxing the floor, 

having been well trained by Marj. The linoleum, which reached from 
the front door in the living room to the back door of the kitchen, had 
a cheerful pattern of large alternating tan and brown squares, which 
encompassed contrasting small brown or green squares. The pattern 
of squares made it easy to mop or wax a section at a time. 

Mopping was a dirty job, and it took far longer than it did to wax. 
After a thorough scrubbing, the floor looked clean and dull. “Now for 
the fun part—shine it up!” 



1148 Targhee Ties

Quickly applied, the wax did its magic; the floor looked almost new!

After stoking up the fire, M’Jean coated the final squares between 
the stove and the back door, until she had waxed herself out of the 
house. She made sure the back door was open, so the floor would dry 
in a hurry, and that the screen door was shut, so that the mosquitoes 
would not come in the house. 

Myrna was just descending from the stilts near the back porch. 
“Don’t go in the house,” said M’Jean. The floor isn’t dry yet.
“You waxed the floor?” asked Myrna. She stood on the porch and 

peered through the kitchen window. “Looks shiny.”

“We’d better give it some time to dry,” M’Jean said. “Anyway, we 
need to get some water.” They reached in to the wash stand, grabbed 
both water buckets, and headed for the pump next to the house. In a 
few minutes they were back on the porch with the water.

“It’s dry,” said Myrna, opening the screen door. But just to make 
sure, she stepped on tiptoes across the newly waxed floor all the way 
through the front room to the piano, and started to play. Glancing at 
the clock on the mantel, M’Jean quickly set the table, stirred the fire, 
and stirred the beans. She took the two pot holders from the drawer, 
placed one on the table, and with the other, picked up the metal handle 
of the bun-warmer. 

Then disaster struck. The swivel handle of the bun-warmer al-
lowed the pan to tilt to the side, and the contents of the pan 
spilled onto the newly-waxed floor. The sound of the splatter, 

followed by the quiet shriek of the person holding the mostly emp-
ty pan, were heard by the piano player. Myrna came running to the 
kitchen and looked first at the beans on the floor and then at M’Jean. 
M’Jean, if she hesitated at all, it was not noticeable. With the wooden 
spoon, she began scooping the red pile into the pan. Myrna gave her a 
quizzical look. M’Jean did not even look up. “The floor is clean, and 
what else are we to do?” 

With the beans back in the pan and the pan on the table, dinner was 
ready. A moment later the girls heard the diesel engine shutting down 
at the sawmill. 

“Better not say a word about this,” M’Jean said.

Alfalfa Anyone?
M’Jean: A$er a day or two, Grandpa drove us to Ponds where we could get 

a few groceries.
!e thing Bernie would remember was the day we cooked the alfalfa. Marj 

had once told Myrna and me a story about a woman who served up a delicious 
meal three times a day in a cook shack to a ravenous woods crew, and they never 
said a word of appreciation, ever. So one day she cooked up a pot of alfalfa. When 
the men came in to eat, she set the pot on the table, and when they got the pic-
ture that this was supposed to be their dinner, did they ever holler! Why this was 
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nothing but hay! Where was their food?  
She calmly stated she did not think they would even notice the di%erence. 

!ey did not seem to take note of the good food she always cooked. I assume the 
story ended with a more appreciative crew. 

Stupid Joke
Why we thought it would be cool to duplicate this episode I do not know, but 

we went to the barn and gathered up a little supply of hay and proceeded to cook 
it in the bun warmer. Talk about stink! It smelled terrible! But we put it on the ta-
ble. We had taken the precaution of #xing some other items for dinner. !e alfalfa 
bowl was passed politely all around the table; no one took any, and no one said a 
word about what it was or why the house reeked. A$erwards we felt a little stupid. 

It was years later that the subject came up, when Bernie commented, “You and 
Myrna cooked up some alfalfa once for a joke for dinner!” He also reminded me 
about the guy living out in the woods that summer, trying to be a hermit.

Bernie: M’Jean, do you remember a young fellow from California was 
camped down around Pineview? He drove an old car. Had a big yellow dog, a 
beard, and looked like a forerunner of the hippies. He stopped quite o$en when 
going to Ponds. 

Dealing with the Forest Service
Running the sawmill was becoming more and more burdensome. Not the 

least of the problems was the 
trouble Marj was having with 

the Forest Service, including the in-
crease in stumpage. She and Bernie 
went looking for satisfactory timber—
and a square deal.

Bernie: Marj and I went with 
the state forester looking at a section 
over by the Bu%alo. But we never did 
buy any timber on the Bu%alo. !ere 
were a lot of jackpines; we heard a lot 
of elk.

Marj bought some timber be-
tween the highway and the mill just 
past Tom’s Creek Flat. She bought 
some poles for ra$ers, had to get 
them spotted. I remember telling 
the ranger, “Why would you want to 
leave some straight ones a$er spot-
ting a few crooked ones?” Barney al-
ways said that the thing that produc-
es straight timber is being in a good 
stand; some protect the others.

!e South family, ever since com-
ing to Island Park, had had dealings 
with the Forest Service. Business was 
done in a business-like fashion, not al-

The special use application 
referred to approximately 
12 acres of  land to be used 
for operating a sawmill and 
camp, for 180 days per year, 
with no improvements to be 
constructed.
The land tract as follows: E 
1/2 NE 1/4 Sec1, T. 12 N., 
R. 43 E.,  B.M. Idaho
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ways to the loggers’ liking, but several of the forest rangers had become friends. 
Henry Ketchie, the ranger at the Bu%alo Ranger Station, was a pall bearer at 
Barney’s funeral.

With changes in Forest Service policies and personnel, doing business had be-
come more di"cult. Bernie gave a classic example of their specious rationale when 
they forced Gene Jones out. His description is ironically humerous.

Bernie: !e forest service had somebody go up there where they were log-
ging up Split Creek, condemned the road, said it was too steep, too dangerous. So 
the forest service wouldn’t sell timber to them for that reason, and forced them 
out.

Some guys went hunting and drove up those roads in a jeep. Some of those 
roads had obsidion sand, and it was hard to get traction. !ey parked and went 
up on foot. !ere was Barrry and David’s Volkswagon parked up there!

Private Land on the Flat
!e possibility of not being able to operate on forest land was probably the 

impetus which started the investigation into private land near the sawmill. It led to 
the purchase of 160 acres. 

Barry: Another thing we did. We bought the land out there on the &at. If we 
did have to go, we’d have a place to go. 

David: While at Ricks College, I visited 
the Fremont County Courthouse and re-
searched Island Park property owned by S. 
Wyman Rolfe of Philadelphia, Pennsylvania. 
!e Bureau of Land Management (BLM) 
owned most of Island Park’s middle area 
known as !e Flat. But Rolfe also owned 
two of !e Flat’s parcels — 320 acres and 160 
acres. A rancher ran his cattle on Rolfe’s 320 
acres and on some additional BLM acreage. 

Rolfe’s parcels stood about a mile apart 
from each other, with the smaller one just 
a quarter of a mile from where we had had 
our sawmill. Rolfe had only seen photos of 
this land that he had inherited and paid taxes 
on for many years. He considered it “&at, old 
sagebrush” that no one had ever o%ered to 
buy, rent or lease — until I asked Rolfe to let 
me sell the parcels.

David suggested that Marj buy the 160-
acre parcel. !ere were no buildings on the 
property. It was a quarter mile from the saw-
mill and family home, both of which were on 
forest land. If the Forest Service were to force 
Marj o% forest land, she would own property 
nearby to move onto.

A good deal was maneuvered. Rolfe spec-

In 1961, Marj purchased 
160 acres of  land on the flat  

southeast of  the sawmill from 
S. Wyman and Viola Rolph, of  

Philadelphia. The Rolphs had 
never seen the land which they 

had received by inheritance.
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i#ed he wanted both parcels 
sold. He did not want to be 
stuck still owning one parcel.  

David: I contacted 
the rancher using the 
larger parcel to run his 
cattle and gave him the 
choice of either buying 
the 320 acres or having 
that parcel, in the cen-
ter of his ranch, sold to 
someone else. !e ranch-
er bought it for eighty 
dollars an acre. 

Marj bought the 160 acre 
parcel.

David: By subtract-
ing the commission for 
the sale from the pur-
chase price of the 160 
acres, the cost was $7 per 
acre.

Destiny of the Land
Moving the sawmill 

or the cabin onto private 
ground was never to happen. 
However, there was eventu-
ally a sawmill set up on that 
property. 

Barry’s Mill
David: When Barry 

completed his LDS mis-
sion and schooling, he 
wanted to establish an-
other sawmill at Island 
Park, so the family gave him the 160 acres. Unfortunately, his partnership did not 
work. Barry was forced to sell ninety acres to get free of debt and the partnership.

!e remaining seventy acres were divided into ten-acre plots marketed for 
$1,000 an acre, with nothing down, $100 a month, and eight percent interest. 

David: I learned that money coming in every month was just as good as 
money received as a lump sum. 

All but ten acres were sold and that got split into four pieces for M’Jean, Myrna, 
Susan and Randy.
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Selling the Mill
A$er Barney’s death, Marj had contin-

ued with the sawmill operation for 
six seasons. But by 1961, the 7th sum-

mer, it was becoming more and more clear 
that it was not practical to keep running the 
sawmill. 

!e 1960 business expense ledger,  where 
Marj and David carefully recorded all busi-
ness expenses for the apartment house and 
sawmill, shows the cost for wages, truck, log-

ging and sawmill, equipment, parts, repairs, etc. 
!e entries for stumpage indicate that Marj was not buying timber from the 

Forest Service but from the State and from Ponds. 

Barry: Barney had been buying timber from the Forest Service for quite a 
while, then started buying from the state on section 36 up on split Creek.

When he bought timber from the Forest Service, a forester would go out and 
mark the trees. !ey would blaze the tree with an ax about chest high and put 
another blaze on the stump. !e ax was a hatchet type. On the back there was not 
a blade but it was more like a hammer and had a stamp on it that said US. !ey 
would stamp with the back of the ax on the blaze area. When they’d go through 
there they could check the stumps and make sure no one was stealing trees. Our 
big beef was that they would mark the crooked trees and leave the straight ones. 

Scale the Load
Barney favored buying timber from the State. Wherever we wanted on section 

36 we’d cut a tree. (!e State didn’t come up there.) !en when we got to the saw-
mill, we would scale the load. !ey gave us a scale stick about a yard long, and it 
had some numbers on it. !ere was a reading on the stick that gave the amount of 
board feet in the log. By measuring the diameter and length of each log, the stick 
would automatically measure the board feet. !ere were usually about 40-50 logs 
on a load. Each load would scale out to about 12-1500 board feet. We would turn 
that number into the state and pay the amount.

In the “Mill” column of the 1960  ledger are several payments, totaling $3000.82, 
to the Montana Idaho Lumber Company in Rexburg, which had a planing mill.

Roofing for LDS Church - Big Order
Barry: We got out a big order for a guy in West Yellowstone named Herk 

Ritenauer. It was a large order of 4x4’s. He dried them and had them planed into 
special roo#ng material that went into the new LDS church they were building 
in West Yellowstone. You look up into the ceiling, and the decking was made of 
those 4x4’s, planed, and the bottom side rounded. Halfway up the 4x4 there was a 
notch planed into it, one on each side. Spaced 4 inches inbetween there was a 1x4.
It was a unique, beautiful building. !ey used it for quite a few years.

We did get that big order and we struggled to get that out. David and Judy 
and I were going back and forth to Ricks and would come back up to the mill 
a$er school to work. !ere was a carpenter in West Yellowstone named Glen 
Go%. Barney had sold him house logs. He made an order or two in the last years. 
Another guy built a house on the shores of Hebgen Lake in those years. So we had 

Totals for categories of expenses 1960

Wages                                      $3146.15 (for 3 men)
Stumpage                                $  737.48 (Ponds & State)
Truck                                       $  757.38 (tax, licensing, ins., parts)
Logging                                   $  338.78 (equipment)
Mill                                          $3000.82 (Montana, Idaho)
Misc                                         $ 853.84
Gas & Oil                                $1208.98 (Utah Oil)
Apartment house mortgage    $ 873.73
Apartment house repairs        $ 198.55
Apartment house lights           $ 215.50

Miji Note: Back 
in 1926, Grandpa Knapp 
had hauled ties for 
the Montana Idaho Tie 
and Timber Company. 
After getting out of 
the tie business they 
became Montana and 
Idaho Lumber Co and 
wound up with a sawmill 
in Rexburg where they 
also had a planing mill. 
It was where  Souths 
got their planing 
done to fill their big 
Yellowstone order.
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quite a few orders in Montana.

Out of the Sawmill Business
David: We struggled with the sawmill till about 1961. 

By then, I had graduated from Idaho Falls High, had mar-
ried, and had completed some college accounting cours-
es. In the process, I concluded that running the sawmill 
needed an older, wiser helmsman — certainly someone 
with more experience. But even then the mill’s operating 
expenses would be more than we could a%ord to invest. I 
learned that sawmills generally require a dollar invested for 
every dollar in sales, so the best sales pro#t you could hope 
for was a meager ten percent. 

!at meant that if you plowed all the pro#ts back in and 
worked forever, you might eventually have an operation of 
some value. I wasn’t interested, so I talked Marj into selling.

!e sawmill was sold in the summer of 1961. !e 
buyer was JC Stimson, the neighbor rescued in the blizzard when Marj sent 
her brother Warren in the army truck.

David: Now, we sold it for a song. He didn’t pay much money for it. And 
he had Warren Knapp come help him run it for a while. He ran it as a kind of 
summertime hobby, not a business. We almost gave it away. But that got us out 
of the sawmill.

Bernie: !at same summer [1961] JC bought the sawmill – Marj sold it 
probably sometime in July. David was living at Lawndale, working with Cortez 
[selling real estate]; Robin was just small; David didn’t come up very o$en. David 
only showed up at the mill to help move the mill--came up and helped load the 
carriage on the truck, etc, to take to Stimson. He loaded the carriage, etc. with 
the quickway.

Randy: Marj and JC enjoyed a great relationship for a long time. Marj sold 
the entire sawmill to JC Stimson. !e mill, engine, and all still sits inside the co-
coon log buildings that JC has built for that equipment.

If you look carefully on the channel iron frame of the saw carriage you can 
read plainly “B.E. South” [welded letters by Barney].

Barry, who loved every aspect of logging and sawmilling, was serving in the 
Gulf States Mission when the sawmill was sold. 

Barry: I think one of the reasons we gave it up was David didn’t have the 
desire to keep running it. He was selling real estate. I was very disappointed when 
I learned they had sold the sawmill. !at was one reason I built a new sawmill 
[Years later].

Inherited Headache
!e property at Island Park Siding, as well as the forested land all around, was 

either State or Federal land, never privately owned. !ose using the land did so by 
permits. !e Targhee Tie Company had #rst occupied Island Park Siding in 1922; 
they had built structures which they abandoned in 1928 when they le$. !e usable 

Barney’s sawmill was sold 
to JC Stimson in 1961 and 
moved to the Stimson ranch 
east of  the siding.
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buildings were taken over by the South Sawmill and also others 
who worked in the area. Soon a$er Barney’s death, when Gene 
Jones le$, as a representative of South & Jones, he turned over 
to Marj the equity of all the buildings on their camp permit. 

Solely Responsible
At that point Marj became the sole party responsible for 

everything at Island Park Siding except the railroad tracks and 
stockyards. 

!ere were more than a dozen cabins and other buildings 
at the siding. In addition, over the years a signi#cant amount 
of junk--scrap wood and scrap metal-- had accumulated, to 

say nothing of the three sawdust piles.
When the decision was made to stop running the sawmill, and a$er the permit 

had expired, Marj was stuck with the problem of what to do with it all.

State & Federal Forester Woes
For several years the Souths had been cutting on a state section of land. In 

order to clear her contract, Marj and Bernie went with the state forester up on the 
section. !ey had to walk through to check on stumps. 

Bernie: When we were on the hillside up by Betty’s cabin, the young ranger 
was complaining about stumps on hillside. We had to cut some with a chainsaw 
lower; I had to go back and cut a few more. 

!e Forest Service began riding her to “clean up” the camp, and it became her 
inherited headache to get rid of stu% which had accumulated over 40 years. 

Clean Up Millsite - Burning the Cabins
Bernie: Marj had quite a problem with the Forest Service, because they’d 

keep riding her to clean up the place. She cooperated to an extent with them so 
they wouldn’t make her move all that sawdust pile. She felt like she could just 
not a%ord to move that sawdust pile.  But maybe they’d have let her try to burn 
it—course it would have been hard to burn—it would have smouldered instead 
of burned. Smouldered for years. So to try to keep them happy, every year they’d 
burn down one of the old buildings.

Burned  with Six Feet of Snow
David: As we wound down the sawmill operation, the forest service didn’t 

like having the cabins there that were no longer in use and they were so old that 
they were of little or no value. So, we would burn them down. We would burn one 
or two each winter when there was 6 feet of snow on the ground and no danger 
of the #re spreading to the forest. It was an interesting phenomena. Some of the 
buildings would be very di"cult to get started, but in all cases they would burn 
even with 6 feet of snow. !ey’d burn ‘til there was absolutely nothing le$. In fact, 
there would be a hole six feet deep into the snow about 2 or 3 feet wider and 2 or 
3 feet longer than the cabin the next day when you went back to inspect it. 

All But the Nails
Everything would be gone, the only thing that would be le$ would be the nails 

and whatever other iron pieces there were inside the building. One by one we 
destroyed all the cabins at the sawmill site that way, except for the big main one, 
which we sold. It was then moved o%. 

Directed to the forest 
ranger, Gene Jones 

officially signed over 
interest in buildings at 

the siding to Marj.
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Miji Note: Also 
Grandpa’s cabin, the one 
Barney had Al build, was 
moved to the Boy Scout 
camp.

Barry: (At 
Family Reunion) - 
We’re now on the 
north side of the 
Camp. !e houses 
over here were the 
chicken coop, and 
Roma’s cabin, and Grandpa’s cabin. And I burned Roma’s cabin down also. And 

that was interesting. Middle of the winter, lots of snow around. 
I went inside. !e snow outside was about 6 feet deep. 

I was on snowshoes. I took the snowshoes o%, and 
there was a porch on the cabin, and the doorway 

was back under the porch just a little bit. And I 
set my snowshoes down right in the doorway so 
I could slip them on real quickly. 

And I went on into the cabin, and I piled 
up a few little sticks and some papers, and I lit 
a match and got it going pretty good in that, 
and within about a minute I decided I’d bet-
ter get out of there. And I walked over to the 
snowshoes, and I bent down to buckle the 
snowshoes on my feet, and I noticed that the 

smoke and the &ames were going out the door 
above my head, so I kept crouching down and 

ran on out. !at’s how fast that cabin burned up 
in the middle of the winter.

Era’s End
In 1922, !e Targhee Tie Company had set 

up headquarters at Island Park Siding. Tie hacks, tie haulers, loggers, and sawmill-
ers had occupied Camp for about 40 years.  

At one time over 100 residents called the 
siding home.

!e year 1961 marked the end of an era, 
although it would be another four years be-
fore Marj would sell the big cabin. When 
Barry built his sawmill on the &at, his crew 
occupied some of the remaining cabins for a 
short period.

Yet when all the cabins were gone and 
the campsite cleared, practically no trace 
of evidence remained that anyone had ever 
lived at Island Park Siding.

Marj, Susan, Randy
Beloved Island Park Home
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Free to Roam

A$er the sawmill was sold, there was a big change in the family routine--liv-
ing in Idaho Falls in summertime, making only weekend trips to the cabin 
in Island Park. Marj still had concerns about having her wonderful Island 

Park home vandalized, although she no longer had to worry about protecting a 
sawmill.

School 1961

No one lived at Grandma Mabel’s in the fall of 1961, and no one rode a bus 
to Ashton to attend school. All four kids still at home started the school 
year in Idaho Falls.

When the October school recess for the teacher’s convention approached, and 
the kids would be out of school for a few days, Marj had a little sense of freedom 
from obligation.

Excepting the period when she and Barney were traveling around to defense 
plants during the war, it was the #rst time since she was a new bride Marj was not 
tied to the siding. !ere would be no playing a risky game with the weather, watch-
ing and waiting for a big storm, then moving in deep snow. 

Yellowstone Trip

It seemed the perfect time to go enjoy the beauty of the national parks Marj had 
long wished to visit.   

On the agenda was a stop at Mesa Falls, a luxury not usually a%orded in the 
countless, hurried drives made between Idaho Falls and Island Park through the 
years.

Chapter 112

I say “See America First.”-Marj
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M’Jean: We made the trip in the Volkswagon. !e pictures we took all turned 
out terrible. !e best picture was of a bu%alo. At night we slept in sleeping bags. 

Myrna: It was probably October. It was M’Jean, Myrna, Susan, Randy and 
Marj. We went to both parks, I believe. I’m thinking we must have gone through 
the Teton Park #rst. Even though we lived in Island Park, which was SO close to 
Yellowstone Park, we rarely went there.  So I think this was probably the #rst time 
I remember actually going through the whole park.  

Sleeping Bags - Snow on the Ground
Anyway, we went through the Teton Park, and then we slept overnight in 

sleeping bags.  And I remember it as being right across and in view of the big 
Old Faithful Inn. And it seemed to me as though we woke up and there was snow 
on the ground in the morning. Although I don’t remember having snow on the 
sleeping bag or anything, so I don’t know, that’s a little vague.

The Bear
!e other very memorable thing was the bear--while we were lying in our 

sleeping bags. It seemed to me we didn’t believe it—until the next morning, and 
there were bear prints around us.

Myrna, Randy, 
M’Jean, Susan

Yellowstone Park 
Bear
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Randy Susan, Myrna, M’Jean

Blurry View of Majestic Peaks
Four blurry kids tromping through the field.

Buffalo

Susan 
Randy 
Myrna 
M’Jean
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Overbearing Bear
M’Jean: !e only night I can remember is a night I’ll never forget! We parked 

the Volkswagon in front of one of the logs on the outer edge of a service station 
parking area. Beyond the parking lot was a wooded area which sloped towards 
what seemed to be a little lake down below. I am not exactly sure about that. 

We wanted to be a little bit away from people, but then not too far away from 
people. 

We set up our sleeping bags in a spot on the other side of the log. We could see 
some light from the service station, but we were far enough away from it that we 
were hidden in the shadow of the car.

We had 3 sleeping bags—two of them zipped together, making a double bag, 
and the other one was just a fairly wide single bag. Susan and Randy slept in 
the single one together—they were pretty small. Marj, Myrna, and I shared the 
double bag. 

Myrna was in the middle, with Marj and me on either side. I was on the right 
side, next to the “little kids” in their shared sleeping bag.

I had just dozed o% when I heard sounds in the gravel—footsteps. Some guy 
from the service station had come over to gawk at us, I supposed. When I opened 
my eyes, there was the horrible outline of a bear’s head. It was enormous, and it 
was right over Marj’s face. !e sight was so paralyzing I felt numb, like I could not 
speak, only I felt like I must--to alert Marj!

I whispered to Myrna, “Tell Marj there’s a bear over her head.” No response. I 
tried to wake her. “Myrna, wake Marj. !ere is a bear over her head.” Myrna was 
sound asleep. She didn’t wake up. Neither did Marj. 

Well, thank heavens, she didn’t! Imagine awaking to such a terrifying spec-
ter--a huge bear’s head hovering a few inches above your face! Not to mention 
what the bear might have done. !inking about it now makes me shudder. But I 
persisted in trying to get Marj awakened. By the time she did wake up, the bear 
had lumbered o% down into the woods in front of us. 

!en I could speak up and thoroughly awakened Marj and Myrna and ex-
plained there had been a bear standing right over Marj’s head. And of course she 
didn’t believe me. Neither did Myrna. And everyone went back to sleep, including 
myself.  

!e next morning, right next to where Marj’s head was, there in the dirt, were 
gigantic footprints. 

Remembering the Bear
Seven years later, in a letter to M’Jean  in Austria on a mission, Marj referred to 

the Yellowstone trip:

Marj: Oct, 1967 - Remember the day we headed north for the park during 
the Teachers Institute? Jackson and the wild colored fall foliage and sleeping out 
and the bear and blizzard etc.? I wouldn’t sleep out like that again. !ree people 
were killed by bears this summer in sleeping bags and two last summer. More 
problems the last two years than I can remember in 20. Excessively dry season 
last year with little food in hills is supposed to have something to do with it.
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Texas Trip
Marj took the opportunity to see more of the great country she loved when 

Barry had ful#lled his two-year mission for the Church of Jesus Christ 
of Latter-day Saints in Louisiana and Texas. On November 15, 1962, he 

wrote, “I am to be released on the 23rd. I sang a solo here last Sunday and I spoke 
in church, then we went to Cleveland, and I had to speak again.” 

Marj determined that she, Myrna, Susan, and Randy would drive to Texas to 
pick him up. M’Jean, who was studying music in Connecticut, got the report by 
way of postcards and letters.

Marj: !at was quite an ordeal, in a way. We le$ here at ll:00 Wed. Myrna was 
driving. She drove to Montpelier. I drove from there to Rawlins and we slept there 
that night. We started out the next day and Myrna drove through the balance of 
Wyoming and to Fort Collins, Colorado. !en I drove a while, then she took it 
again, and drove into Denver, but #nally turned it over to me there. I drove all 
night, that night.  She took it at daybreak, and we changed o% and on that day; 
she drove into Huntsville. 

Barry did all the driving in that part of Texas; he knew the roads, and cities.  
But he changed o% and on with Myrna a$er that by day, and I’d take it at night. He 
would change o% to spell me at night until I could sleep for an hour or two, then 
I’d take it again.  Sometimes we’d pull o% to the side of the road and sleep.  If we 
hadn’t done this, however, we couldn’t have seen half so many things, because we 
couldn’t have spent enough time. We had to get back to get Myrna Lynn in school.

Myrna: Nov 26, 1962 - Fredericksburg, Texas - We le$  Wed 11:00 a.m. ar-
rived Huntsville Friday at 3:00 p.m. Texas is magni#cent and the weather has 
been wonderful all the way. 

Marj: I’ll always be glad that we went down to get him. I had always thought 
that since the people had had to do so much for missionaries all the time, that we 
would not impose on anyone, and would take motels all the time.  When we got 
down there, I could see almost instantly that it was out of the question.  People 
were waiting to meet us.  Many had made him promise that he would make sure 
that they would get to meet his family.  !ey had food cooked for us, beds made 
for us when we arrived.  I talked three di%erent times in three di%erent meetings. 
People everywhere kidded Barry that I looked like his sister, and at #rst he didn’t 
know how to take it, then he came to think it was funny.

!e Eo%s actually seem dear to me now.  Also, another lady (older widow) 
who kept the #rst night. (kept us)  Because of a Morgan couple who Barry wanted 
to baptize (but didn’t) we stayed down there two days longer than I expected.  
(Oh, I’m getting mad at this typewriter.)  We had a devotional in the mission 
home, Friday night.  We arrived in Huntsville Friday a$ernoon.  Huntsville is 
about 70 miles from Houston, then we went back  up to Huntsville to stay for the 
night.  Saturday it was a round of meeting people all around (one of the cutest 
girls I’ve ever seen, among others (engaged, thank goodness, Barry says, or she’d 
have given the missionaries a bad time.)  !e kids didn’t go with us, they stayed 
at the #rst place through the day, rode horses, played with the goats.  I don’t think 
Myrna enjoyed it, but she wouldn’t go with us.  I think she was sorry a$erwards. 

We made it on down to Orange on Sat. 10:-- P.M.  I’m sure that Barry had ev-
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ery intention to stop at the Eo%s’, but upon our arrival they were not home, so we 
went on over to the Berretts’ and stayed there all night and went to church with 
them the next day.  Berretts and Eo%s and Souths had Sunday dinner together, 
then we went on up to Housten again and we went to church there and stayed 
with the Bishop in a really fabulous home.  

!e next morning, we headed for Galveston, waded in the Gulf of Mexico, and 
played around a little, then we headed west for San Antonio. We saw the Alamo, 
went on down through some big mountains, up to Carlsbad Caverns, to El Paso, 
into Juarez, Mexico for an hour or so, then up to Grand Canyon. 

Myrna: We really had a nice trip. We intended to leave early Wednesday 
morning but didn’t. !e car wasn’t ready and we le$ about noon. We got to 
Rawlins, Wyoming and spent the #rst night there. !e next day I drove until 
we got into Denver and then I got confused and turned it over to Marj. !e post 
cards (I am not sure we mailed them) were of scenes from the Denver Museum. 
!ey would put stu%ed animals in scenes with plastic trees and painted back-
grounds. We kept driving until late !ursday night and at a service station a man 
told us we would have to drive all night to get to Huntsville by 6:00 PM the next 
day. We hadn’t intended to drive all night, but it worked out really well. We drove 
through the part that has 
no trees and is &at and 
ugly at night. 

!e next day we saw 
the sunrise. It was the 
biggest sun I’ve ever 
seen. !at day the scen-
ery was beautiful. !e 
trees, leaves, were col-
ored and just big forests 
of them. I can’t remem-
ber the kinds, some sort 
of gum tree and some 
oaks. Where Barry lived 
was quite a pretty area. 
!e town all looked 
rather slummy. 

When we stopped 
at the apartment and 
asked if Barry were 
there, the lady said no, 
and we were just about 

Randy & Susan
Somewhere between 
Idaho and Texas

South Family & Texas 
Members
Elder Barry South (back, 
3rd from left)
Susan (front, 2nd from left)
Marj (5th)
Randy (7th, standing)
Myrna (9th)
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to go up to his apartment, when he came walking around the corner of the house. 
We went around to the back and he took another look and said, “Good grief.“ He 
thought we looked a little di%erent. His hair is really receding. He is a little bit 
worried about it. 

!e #rst night we stayed with a member, a widow, sister Clark. She has a small 
farm where she raises animals. Earlier in the evening we went to Houston to meet 
the mission president. He asked us to stay to the devotional, which all the mis-
sionaries who live at the Mission Home attend. It was sort of a testimony meeting. 
He asked every one of the Souths to speak. 

We went back to the farm (Huntsville) and stayed. !e next day Barry and 
Marj went to visit people; the kids and I stayed and rode horses. About 3 PM 
they came back and we le$ for Orange. We intended to stay with the Eo%s, but 
they weren’t home. We went to see another family, the Berretts. Brother Berrett 
is a sort of musician. He played the horn in the Beaumont Symphony. He has a 
lot of really good stereo equipment, which he has constructed (he is some sort of 
engineer) and he said he would like to play something, how would Tchaikovsky‘s 
Concerto No. 1 be? He played some of it and a lot of organ music and #nally his 
wife got home and they asked us to stay there that night. 

!e next morning while we were eating breakfast, brother Berrett suggested 
to his wife that she invite the Eo%s for dinner. (!ey are really good friends.) She 
said, “No, I want my guests to myself,” but she #nally called them. I believe from 
what she said that they turned her down. !en she told them that she had guests, 
Elder South and his family. !en they started making plans for dinner. 

!e people really think a lot of him down there. We hurried back to Houston 
for sacrament meeting. Barry was to meet some contacts there and they would 
tell him whether they would be baptized. It was an older couple, Brother and 
Sister Morgan. !ey told him they would be baptized, but he was a deacon and 
head of a building committee in his church and he thought he better resign before 
he joined our church. 

We stayed with the bishop in Houston that night and le$ early the next morn-
ing. I am sure Marj will tell you more about the people there. One 17-year-old 
year-old girl particularly. 

Susan: (Post card) We are having tough times going through these big towns 
but we’re getting used to it. We are on our way to San Antonio.

Myrna: (Post card) We waded in Gulf of Mexico today. Saw Battleship Texas 
and a 500 $. monument. Texas people are really friendly. We have stayed with 
three nice families. I went horseback riding in Huntsville. I’m still awfully sore. 
We’re on the way to San Antonio and Mexico. 

Myrna: (Post card) We just #nished seeing Carlsbad Caverns. We ended up 
traveling up 750 feet by elevator to the ground surface. !e caverns were really 
spectacular. Yesterday we saw the Alamo and San Antonio. It has a river winding 
down the center of it and is quite a beautiful city.
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Myrna: We went through San Antonio and saw the Alamo and then headed 
for Carlsbad. !en we went down to El Paso. I guess I should say something 
about Carlsbad. We spent three hours there. It was a 3 mile down into and around 
in the caverns, really nice. !e pictures for viewmaster are really good so you’ll 
be able to see them too. 

As we drove into Mexico it was very di%erent. Boys were running right in 
the street selling papers. One boy ran up alongside the car and said he’d show us 
the way to the city market. We didn’t want to go to bad, but he just ran down the 
street showing us where to go. When we got to the city market, he directed us 
into a parking hole and said it would be a quarter for parking and he would take 
care of our car. We locked the doors so he couldn’t take care of it too well, and we 
decided to take a look at the city market. We bought some castanets, maracas, and 
a whip. When we got back to the car, this boy and another one were just #nishing 
washing it. Our “guide” wanted to take us sightseeing, so he got in the car, but the 
other boy just stood there, and our friend said “Pay him for the car wash.“ Barry 
asked how much he owed him and the boy answered him two dollars. Barry got 
that down to seventy-#ve cents. 

We went sightseeing, saw the bull ring and the rich people’s houses, then we 
told him we had to go, and he wanted two dollars. !ey &ipped a coin and Barry 
paid him one dollar. !at boy was pretty bad luck for us. 

We le$ Mexico and headed for Grand Canyon. We drove all night through 
Arizona. 

Barry: (Post card) We just le$ the Grand Canyon. It sure was big. We were 
going to Hoover Dam but not enough time. Now we are headed for the Painted 
Desert.

For several weeks before the trip,  Marj had been hearing reports about 
Barney’s sister, Elgie, who was ill and becoming progressivly weaker. She had been 
concerned about #nding a window of time to visit. In October she wrote, “Elgie is 
steadily sinking. I should like to have gone to Randolph this weekend, but I can’t 
see how to get it done.  I hate to wait until she dies.  I don’t think Barney would like 
that.” On the return trip from Texas, the family came through Randolph.

Marj: We stopped in Randolph to see Elgie,  which is truly sad, and home.

Missionary Homecoming
Barry reported his mission last Sunday evening. 
Last night, Barry had to report to the Stake Presidency and the High Council. 

I went with him because he invited me.  He had been asked to report on apostlyt-
ing (I’ll bet that’s incorrect spelling.) methods, and to take 10 minutes.  I thought 
he did a really good job.



1164 Targhee Ties

The 3-year period following the sale of the saw-
mill was, for Marj and her family, one of drastic 
changes and remarkable events. It was laced with 
struggle, frustration, and desperation, but also 
with faith, toughness, perseverance and hopeful-
ness. 

Three concurrent, interconnected, overarching 
themes were paramount in Marj’s life, and thus the 
lives of her family, at the time. They all related to 
finances: 

First, Marj’s desperate struggle to get out from 
under the debt incurred in a complex real estate 
deal; 

Second, her frustrating efforts to secure employ-
ment; 

Third, her hopeful endeavor to get her young 
children out of town and into the country on a 
farm. 

The astounding thing is that in a relatively short 
period of time, all three things came to pass. 

From then on--
            The adventures were only beginning!
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Life after the 
Sawmill

Get out of Debt

Get a Job 

Get out of Town
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The Deerslayers
Chapter 113

I’ll bet it is really snowing in Island Park now. Sometime I hope to spend a 
summer there. Not too much turmoil to go with it.-Marj, Nov 16, 1962

Although the family now lived in town year round, Marj had a great desire 
to maintain ties with Island Park and felt very anxious about protecting 
the cabin at the campsite. Even though the sawmill was gone, everything 

else in camp remained unchanged. It was to be years before all the buildings--barn, 
warehouse, bunkhouse, chicken coop, cabins, especially the big new house, were 
gone. Every winter there would be a snow shoveling expedition. In summer, Marj 
tried to spend as much time as possible at the cabin.

She and the kids living at home would travel to Island Park on weekends and 
attend church meetings in the new A-frame church at Mack’s. 

Feeding the Missionaries
Myrna:  Do you remember stopping to get groceries to feed the missionar-

ies?  Ok, there’s a good story. We went to church one Sunday when we were living 
in Idaho Falls, and we’d just go up on weekends. 
We went up to church at Macks. You know, we 
probably had a can of pork and beans and a few 
potato chips we were going to eat. Susan invited 
the missionaries to dinner! (She was pretty little.)

We didn’t have much to feed them. We stopped 
at Ponds on the way and stocked up on a bunch of 
stu% and went to the cabin, and the missionaries 
came, and we fed them. 

Stolen Property
Marj always worried about someone’s break-

ing in and stealing or vandalizing the place. She 
had heard of a summer home which had been 
broken into by vandals. Among other things, 
they had cut the piano wires. 

Our player piano was never damaged, but 
the wind-up phonograph was stolen.

Myrna & M’Jean (back)
Randy & Susan (front)

“We’d go up on weekends 
and go to church at Mack’s. 

We probably had a can of  
pork and beans and a few 

potato chips we were going 
to eat. Susan invited the 
missionaries to dinner!” 

(Myrna)
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School 1962

When the school term started in the fall of 1962, Myrna, Susan, and Randy 
attended Idaho Falls schools. M’Jean, who had graduated in the spring, 
traveled to Connecticut for the intent of studying music at a music 

school. She was living with Betty Benthin Petree, the girls’ piano teacher, whose 
husband, Frank, had been transferred to New Haven.

Cabin Break-in
In a letter from home, M’Jean read Marj’s unsettling report about the cabin. 
 

     Marj: Oct 24, 1962 Sun - At Sunday School Virgil and Delva told me that 
they went to Island Park Saturday and found the cabin bulging with people, 3 cars 
of them. !ey told me that it looked as though the road crew might have moved 
in and taken over. Naturally I was upset about it and called David. Bernie was at 
his place and wanted to go. So we rode up in his Ford Galaxy and found the cabin 
empty, locked, the back lock jimmied up, but no noticeable damage otherwise. 

!e stove was still hot, the #replace warm, windows locked securely, a half a 
sack of coal sitting by the woodbox. We still don’t know who was there, but are 
very suspicious that it was Gary Covert and Paul [Walker--brother-in-law] and 
Company. 

Deer Hunt
In the fall of 1963, during hunting season, the family made an excursion to Island 

Park, enjoyed staying in the cabin, and went out hunting. !e youngest little 
hunters were Randy, barely 9 years old, and Susan, who had recently turned 

Split Creek Canyon
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11. Myrna was 16; Barry was 
22; David was 24; Marj was 46. 
Missing out on the adventure 
was 19-year–old M’Jean, again 
in Connecticut in her second 
year at Hartt College of Music. 

!e day following, Marj 
wrote to M’Jean about what 
had turned out to be an unfor-
gettable experience, especially 
for Myrna. Memories by the 
others present supply addition-
al details.

Marj: Oct 20, 1963 - 
Barry came in Friday night 
[from BYU], and we went 
to Island Park. We arrived 
about 1:00 a.m. and slept 
till morning and went o% 
hunting, and came back to 
the cabin, then we le$ again. 
Barry went up Clark Canyon 
with Virgil Edwards, and 
Myrna, Sue, Randy, David, 
and I went up Fish Creek 
Road (generally the Moose 
Creek Plateau area).

Split Creek Falls
David: By driving up 

through Big Springs and 
around and down alongside 
the Yellowstone Park,  we 
wound up about 12 miles 
east of the sawmill. I want-
ed to show the family Split 
Creek Falls. !e wash that 
comes out of Yellowstone 
Park came down and made 
the middle fork of Split 
Creek, which is the fork that 

has the falls. We were now east of Split Creek Falls when we stopped the car right 
at the end of the road. 

Randy: We were up on the logging road that they call the dugway road on 
Black Mountain. 

David: We were hiking cross-country through country that I knew pretty 
well. We were now higher on the mountain than the falls, so we went west which 
brings us down o% the mountain. 

Marj: We hiked two miles or so, and Myrna and I were down in the bottom 

Split Creek Falls
Not many people have 
seen Split Creek Falls-

-hard to find hidden 
away in that rugged 

country.
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of the canyon, and David, Sue, and Randy were traveling ahead of us on top of the 
ridge, and to scare some game down ahead. 

Randy: David was hunting; the rest of us were just tagging along. David was 
hunting with barney’s .300 savage. We were hiking out through the trees, and he 
was coaxing us to be quiet.

Shot Both Fawns
David: We were coming down o% the mountain, and we got to about the 

location of where the falls were, and there a doe and two fawns cut across the hill-
side. I was carrying a .300 Savage. And I knew we needed the meat and I grabbed 
the ri&e, swung around, and I shot both fawns. Now the reason you shoot the 
fawns is they are a lot less likely to survive the winter than the doe. And of course 
they are better eatin’. !e mortality rate on the fawns is very high, and these are 
big fawns. So I shot them both. 

Marj: Myrna and I heard a volley of 3 shots, and later 3 more, and #nally 
when we came up even with them, David had killed two young deer. 

Randy: So David got out his knife and he gutted them both while the rest of 
us stood there and watched; he blooded them out. 

Susan: When he started pulling the guts out, it make this horrible sound, 
and I vomited.

No Tags
Marj: He had cleaned them out. But—he had forgotten to bring his tag! So 

Sue and I went out and hiked out and went back to Mack’s Inn to get Myrna and 
me a license and a tag.

Follow the Compass
David: I gave Marj my compass, and I showed her how to hold the compass 

and how to follow it. I told her to go two miles on this compass bearing and 
then she would hit a road, the road we traveled. !en she was to turn right, then 
she was to go down the road to where the car was. I didn’t dare let her try and 
hit the end of the road, because if I did and she missed it, she’d go clear on into 
Yellowstone Park and probably wind up at Old Faithful. 

She was determined, when you get her lined up, and so I did explain to her 
that if somehow she got across that road without noticing it, which seemed im-
possible, if she got to where there was a line of trees blazed, that she’d gone too far. 
She must turn around and come back. 

Talking with her later about it she told me how scared she was to leave. 
Well that le$ Myrna and Randy and me. A$er Marj had le$, I #nished gutting 

the two deer and le$ the hides on them,

Randy: He was talking about how to get them out of there. Myrna was asking 
that question--how to get them out of there. 

Dragging the Deer
David: I carried the ri&e and dragged one of the deer and le$ Myrna trying 

to drag the other deer. Now remember, these are fawns, but they weighed about 
60 pounds apiece. 

Myrna: Somehow Randy and I seemed to be responsible for getting that 
deer. We could pull it with only the back legs, so the hair was going against the 
grass.

David: We were heading back for the car. Myrna couldn’t drag the one deer 
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all by herself very far. So a$er we’d gone a ways and Myrna was really having a 
struggle, I suggested she carry it. And I said, “Sure, I’ll just drape it around your 
neck like a stole.” 

And she decided that didn’t sound too terri#c, so a$er we’d gone a little fur-
ther, me carrying the ri&e and dragging one deer and she trying to drag the other 
one, well she decided that maybe we ought to try it. So I picked the deer up and 
put it around her neck. 

Draped the Deer Over Her Shoulders
Randy: He said she would have to carry it out. He draped the deer over her 

shoulders with the legs hanging down in front, and she had to have hold of the 
legs.

David: With a pair of legs hanging down on each side of the neck and the 
head kind of bouncing around on the one side, o% we went again. And this time 
we were making pretty good time, because she was able to pack the deer because 
it was loaded and balanced. And we’d go for a little ways, and of course it was 
warm, a warm day, and the deer was warm, and the fur laying up against her neck, 
caused her neck to start sweating. As her neck started sweating, rivulets of sweat 
would run down her back. 

Blood Down My Neck
She’d scream, “Ahhh, the blood’s going down my neck.” She really thought that 

that deer was bleeding all over her when the fact was it was just the sweat from 
her neck, and I’d have to stop every now and then and explain to her, “Now, calm 
down, you’ve still got to carry that deer.” 

Randy: She was complaining because of some of the blood was trickling 
down her back and neck. David packed the other one and I packed the ri&e. 

David: And so we traveled the two miles back to where the end of the road 
was. 

Rifle Heavy
Randy: When we #nally got to the car I was so sick of carrying the ri&e cause 

it was so heavy.

Marj: When Sue and I arrived back, we came upon David and Myrna, who 
had carried the two young deer out. Yes—Myrna had carried a young deer out 
approximately two miles on her back. I was aghast. Her face was so red, and her 
back was so bloody. David said that when he put it on her shoulders the #rst 
time, it gurgled as some blood poured out, and Myrna just about died. I don’t 
know how many times they stopped and unloaded again, but it must have been 
an ordeal. 

Courageous Mother
David: And my dear mother, courage in hand, had gone out, found the car, 

drove down to Mack’s Inn, bought the licenses, bought the deer tags, and drove 
back to the end of the road, and met us there about half an hour a$er we got the 
deer out. 

The Winter Meat
We loaded the deer in the car and took them home, and that’s what we had 

for meat that fall. Probably 50% of the meat we ate was wild meat. It was either 
wild meat or no meat. I remember the money situation then was really tight. !at 
was the meat. 

As they say, that was a graduation day for Myrna.  She’d had to help pack the 
meat. 

Proud Brother
Marj: David is so proud of Myrna! She’s tired today, however.
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Chapter 114

Resilience & Resolution

What a lift the warm sunshine gives one’s spirits.
 It seems to generate new hope, faith, and courage.-Marj

A$er Barney’s death, Marj received social security payments for herself and 
six children. !e amount, while never great, was greatly needed. It was also 
greatly reduced as each child became ineligible for payments, while at the 

same time incurring more expense. Marj sought ways to make up the di%erence.  
What with keeping Barry on his mission and helping M’Jean with college expenses 
in Connecticut, the budget was stretched to the limit.

Marj and David had been involved in real estate sales since 1959, when the real 
estate business was booming in and around Idaho Falls. Marj’s resume states “Over 
one-half million dollars sales.” !e broker they were work-
ing with was Cortez Christensen. !eir association started 
out well but ended in disaster and a huge pile of debt.

David: While Marj and I were working for Cortez 
Christensen, he acquired a piece of property by the Lincoln 
Sugar Factory near Idaho Falls. It was an 80-acre farm that 
some other guys had started to try to develop into a housing 
edition. Cortez took it over and planned to develop a subdivi-
sion of custom homes, that he called Lawndale Estates.  

Cortez began by hiring builders to do the construction 
while he, Marj, and I began selling the houses. And we did 
really quite well for about two years. We built 40-some-odd 
houses there. 

South Lumber Company
!e builders had proved unsatisfactory, and I started 

working for him as a job superintendent. To make the most 
of this opportunity, Marj and I decided to resurrect our South 
Lumber Company—from the old sawmill days. We rented 
property on the South Highway in Idaho Falls, built a building, 
and hung our shingle. !at allowed us to buy directly from the 
wholesalers at a discounted price, sell to Cortez at the standard 
contractor’s price, and pocket the di%erence. It also gave us a 
retail yard from which we could sell various products. 

Myrna, Marj, M’Jean (back)
Randy, Susan (front)
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As the passage of time proved, that plan worked better as an idea than as a 
reality, but we had no way of knowing that. 

At #rst, everything began going well. More houses got built and sold--due 
partly to Cortez’s business creativity: he began accepting older lived-in houses 
on trade–-a novel idea at the time. Of course, conditions of the trade meant that 
Cortez got the lived-in houses at a heavily discounted price. And when those 
were sold, the pro#ts #nanced the building of a new house for us to sell.

Couldn’t Give a House Away
But it all fell apart when the Atomic Energy had a meltdown. !e United 

States Government stopped #nancing the nuclear airplane research. !at put a 
bunch of people out of work, scared the heck out of the rest, and made selling 
a custom home an impossibility. Suddenly, you couldn’t give a house away, and 
while he never declared bankruptcy, Cortez essentially went under. When he did, 
Cortez owed South Lumber Company a considerable amount, and his only assets 
were the old, trade-in houses. Cortez gave those to us. 

And so for the next year Judy and I would move into rental and trade-in hous-
es, #x them up and sell them. I think we moved into 4 di%erent houses in that 
next year to get rid of them.  

At this point, South Lumber Company was upside-down, since our liabilities 
exceeded our assets. When the whole thing cratered, we shut down the company, 
sold all its assets, let the lumberyard property go back to the owner, and eventu-
ally sold the building. 

A Bigger Mistake
Actually, we traded the building for a bigger mistake: 10 Appaloosa brood 

mares and a stallion. Talk about going from the frying pan into the #re–but that’s 
another story.

Debt Saga
As David described, the fallout of the real estate venture that had started out 

so well was the mountain of crushing debt thrust into Marj’s lap. During 
a grueling time of work and worry, her e%orts were directed at getting out 

from under the oppressive burden of debt that hung over her. In a concentrated 
endeavor to cover their losses, Marj focused on renting the trade-in homes, then 
selling them one at a time, while struggling to keep her apartment house rented.

Randy, Susan (front)
M’Jean, Grandma, Myrna, 

Grandpa, Marj Barry, David
Cocoa

David South
“Judy and I would move 
into trade-in houses, fix 
them up and sell them.”
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Marj: Nov 6, 1962, Tue - !e main &oor is vacant at the present time.
Nov 16, 1962, Fri - Now the main &oor of the apartment house is [still] vacant, 

and I can’t seem to  stay close enough to the telephone to rent it. 
I am sitting in a vacant house over on 10th street. We have the furnace stoked 

up and going. We have run extensive advertising in the paper and over the radio 
and are really trying to move it out in the next two days. 

!is is an experiment which we have never tried before. Since it is my idea, 
I hope it works. If this method of selling sells, we’ll go through all his [Cortez’s] 
houses one by one, and sell them out. !at will help immeasurably. In one week, 
I rented 6 of his vacant houses. 

Dec 11, 1962, Tue 6:00 a.m. - Much has happened since page one [of this let-
ter].  Several thousand dollars have changed banks and bank accounts since then, 
some legal work in an attorney’s o"ce, some legal description on some 80 odd 
lots and 41.39 acres have been copied and totaled, draws have been made. Kids 
have had their lunch and gone back to school, I have picked Sue and Myrna up at 
school, and delivered them back again, a$er Sue’s solo. It is now 1:25 P.M.

Since an occupied home was easier to sell than one which sat empty, David and 
Judy would live in one trade-in house until it sold, then move into another. 

Marj: Jan 7, 1963 - David sold his [Lawndale] home, the other day—or, rath-
er, I did. He has taken one in on it on Sawtooth. It is a two bedroom with full 
basement and attached garage and big lot. It’s about 2 ½ or three years old. I’ve 
been in it and have seen it throughout. David hasn’t and neither has Judy; funny?  
He got his full $19,000 out of it. !at is pretty good, eh?

Jan 13, 1963 Sun - !ings have been rough, but I guess we’ll weather it. 

Unable to Collect Commissions 
During the downturn period in real estate, Marj had the distinction of selling 

more properties than any other real estate salesman in the area. !e problem was 
in collecting commissions. With Lawndale at a standstill, David began working for 
an accounting #rm. 

Marj: Feb 20, 1963 (postmark) -  I have real estate commissions owing me, 
but you know how that is, I don’t get them until the houses are #nished and 
closed out, and the trade-ins sold and closed out also. If it works as it should, 
there should be a steady &ow of income a$er a time, from past sales. I’ve only 
been an active salesman for about a year and a half. !ey say it takes two and a 
half years before a real estate salesman can rely completely on his sales income 
for total living. 

Incidentally, we are all working desperately at present to get FHA at 
Lawndale—when that happens we’ll have a very good thing. !is will eliminate 
second mortgages and put everything on a better #nancial basis.  Cortez and 
David are in Boise today to work out some of the details.

While they are gone, I am typing up covenants which will have to be signed 
by the residents of Lawndale, and approved by FHA, then recorded, the rest is all 
under way. We are also going on multiple listing, which should help. 

David  - Job
Mar 12, 1963 1:55 David is at present working as Junior Calculator for Bush, 

King and Company. Lawndale is temporarily at a standstill.  I’m taking care of the 
details concerning Reilly Atkinson, banks etc., but –oh well I don’t know what is 
going to happen, I’ll let you know when I #nd out. 
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Employment Saga
While Marj‘s real estate e%orts were focused on getting out from under a 

boatload of debt by getting rid of hard-to-sell properties, she began in 
earnest to look for other employment for a source of income. One hope-

ful job prospect came about when the Toole family Barry had taught on his mission 
came from Texas to be sealed in the Idaho Falls Temple.

Marj: Jun 11, 1963 - One of the Toole’s company is the big boss out at the 
airport and he has practically o%ered me a job in his o"ce, if and when he rates 
a stenographer, which he thinks he will soon. It pays more than I could make 
school teaching even for quite a few years (if I study constantly evenings in winter 
and summer), and there will be periodical raises. 

He said I would have to have shorthand, so I am brushing up on my shorthand 
as fast as I can. !is job I want. It will be out in the big terminal, and he seems like 
a wonderful person for whom I could work. So I’m hoping. !e work would be 
from 8:00 until 4:30, 5 days, 2 weeks paid vacation, all holidays paid, cumulative 
retirement plan, hospital and insurance bene#ts.

Job Search
!e position did not materialize. Marj applied for a bank position and other 

jobs in the business world. As a woman she was discriminated against [no reper-
cussions for such policies at that time]. 

While still following every lead regarding o"ce jobs, she focused her attention 
towards teaching. However, her teaching certi#cate she had earned at Ricks College 
in 1936 had expired. Even to be hired as a substitute teacher, she was required to 
take classes to update her certi#cate. She registered for the classes and prayed con-
tinually for help in landing a job.

Marj: Sep 17, 1963 - I haven’t worked yet, but Mr. Petersen practically prom-
ised me a job teaching starting Monday. I didn’t get my certi#cate. Darn it.

Sep 22, 1963, Sun eve - Mr. Peterson may call me for a substitute tomorrow, he 
said. Oh, I do hope he does call me tomorrow. I do hope so! 

Blair Hammon is going to see if he can get me a job with Dr. Rees. He says he 
pays really well.

Oct 3, 1963 "urs eve - I don’t have a job yet. Lately I’ve been very very busy 
trying to get a loan closed out on the Hammon place on Beverly Road to pay o% 
debts. 

I contacted two superintendents today for jobs. I have to #ll out an app and 
take back to Bonneville district 93. I am signed up for 6 credits of night school to 
get my certi#cate mid-year. 

Oct 20, 1963, Sun - Doris Southwick is trying to land a job for me over where 
she works. If I could get that I’d make $350 per month. Wouldn’t that be won-
derful?

Classes for Certifying
I am taking two classes from BYU-Ricks. !at will give me 4 of the credits I 

need to become certi#ed. 
I haven’t worked at all, but I have been applying for substitute teaching. !ey 

say there is very little of it until November. But….I can’t keep hoping a substitute 
job will come along, because that means that some ill luck has befallen someone, 
or they wouldn’t need a substitute.
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I’ve got to get the kids [Susan and Randy] started studying with Mrs. Katseanas 
[violin teacher]. !ey are not progressing lately. I’ve wanted so much to get to 
working #rst. I know I’ll get something soon.

Substitute Teaching 
Nov 14, 1963 "ur (Bernie’s Birthday) - I have been teaching school in Bel 

Aire. I’m in my 4th week and have had a recent raise in pay--$15 per day now. Of 
course, I’m just substituting, but tonight I heard that the lady has hepatitis, and if 
that is true, I may be there for quite a while.

Mr. Jacobson (Jerry) is my principal—likes me—and asked me not to sign up 
anywhere else until I talked to him. He says there will be an opening at Bel Aire 
I can #ll. 

Help for Barry - Stiff Classes - Debt Balance
I don’t think Barry with ever make it through [school year at BYU] without 

help. I hope I can keep on working.
!e only thing that worries me is whether I can pass my classes or not. !ey 

are sti%, and I honestly don’t learn as easily as I did. 
Cortez is working to get the rest of the red tape done on a loan on the Bush 

place which will pay o% a good deal of the balance of the debt. !at will be one of 
the greatest days of my life!

Blessed
Myrna: Dec 10, 1963 - Marj is teaching until Christmas.
Marj: Dec 10, 1963 - I feel blessed indeed to have this job. 

!ere is an opening in the school too. Vonae is pregnant. I am 
trying to line up to take her place permanently. 

Forget Christmas? 
Susan: Dec 22, 1963 Sun -  (age 11) Sometimes I get scared the 

way Marj talks I’m afraid she’s quite willing to forget Christmas 
because of lack of money. I hope you won’t be mad because I don’t 
have a present for you. I’ve only bought three presents and ac-
cording to money I don’t know if I’ll get many at all.

Hoping and Praying
Marj: Dec 1963 (Christmas card) -Vonae King is expecting 

and they need a replacement for her. And I am hoping and pray-
ing that I get that place. I’m eligible for a provisional [certi#cate] 
now. 

Provisional Certificate
Jan 3, 1964 - I have #nished the necessary 6 semester credits 

required for my provisional certi#cate. Vonae is expecting and 
will quit soon, and I hope to #ll the vacancy she makes when she 
quits. !is I pray about daily.

Financial Boost
!e ten weeks I taught gave us a #nancial boost. I just am so 

grateful! And I found to my surprise that I liked teaching. I had 
thought my nerves were too shot. But even with classes 3 nights a 
week, and half days Saturdays, and teaching all day, it was easier 
and pleasanter than anticipated.

When school starts again (if I get in), I won’t have that heavy 
a grind of classes. I probably should take one, but I won’t take 
3 again this semester. But I really enjoyed my classes again—it 
seemed good—rather invigorating to be studying again, like 
starting to exercise. 

About the #rst thing I think of every morning is—Oh, I hope 
I get my job. !e world will de#nitely be a rosier hue if that hap-
pens.

Susan & Randy
“Sometimes I get scared the 
way Marj talks I’m afraid 
she’s quite willing to forget 
Christmas because of  lack of  
money.” (Susan)
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Minimal Success
Marj le$ no stone unturned in trying to get hired. While chasing down every 

lead for other types of employment, she willingly substitute taught any school class, 
no matter how unappealing or inconvenient, on short notice. Her success for the 
balance of the school year was minimal.

Marj: Jan 14, 1964 Tue - Mrs. Moss came back to her 5th grade 1st day a$er 
the holidays. I have substituted last !urs and Friday at Edgemont, second grade, 
and Monday (yesterday) at Bel Aire 6th grade, and today I teach the a$ernoon at 
Hawthorne. I hope to see Mrs. Erickson [administrator] again today. I am hoping 
to get Vonae’s place (4th grade) for the rest of the year. 

!is Mr. Jacobson who is principal at Bel Aire is your teacher from back about 
6th grade. We talked about that yesterday. He began slowly to remember. –asked 
if you were not 20 by now—and by golly you almost are!

Persevering 
Jan 15, 1964 – Wed (same letter) I went to see Mrs. Erickson (She hires and 

#res in District 93). An opening I had known was coming, came, but she gave 
it someone else. Today I was going over to Temple View to see them, and out to 
Bonneville 93 to see them, but I couldn’t start my car. I’ve called David to see what 
time he’s coming in. He bought licenses for the truck and two cars yesterday and 
put the truck license on the Volkswagon and vice versa. So he’ll help me start my 
car, and I’ll get on out to Bonneville. Mrs. Englund told me they pay beginning 
teachers better out there. 

Wish Me Luck
I talked to Mr. Peterson last night on the telephone (principal at Riverside) 

and he told me he’d put in a good word for me with Mrs. Erickson. Mrs. Erickson 
is an old lady but glamorous as all get out. !e principals around town say they 
can’t get along very well with her. I’m going to get ready and hope David will be 
here by then. Wish me luck on my job hunting. 

Jan 27, 1964 Mon - Week before last I taught !ursday and Friday second 
grade at Edgemont Gardens. Last week I taught Monday in Bel Aire sixth grade. 
Tuesday I taught in a$ernoon at Hawthorne. Friday I taught second grade at East 
side. Today I taught sixth-grade at Bel Aire, and tomorrow I go back to Bel Aire. 
Wednesday and !ursday are parent-teacher conferences so I don’t expect any 
teaching those days. 

No Dice
I don’t get the job at Bel Aire to replace Vonae. A former I F teacher with a 

degree is coming in to it. I hope somebody else gets pregnant quick! 

Students’  Vote
!e sixth grade kids told me today that they voted for me to come in when 

they learned Mr. Ballard wouldn’t be in. Today I went to the restroom about time 
for the 1 o’clock bell and in order to do so had to go past the big double glass 
doors. It almost caused a riot—really. !e kids were really happy to see me. I got 
out of there in a hurry. I didn’t want Mr. Jacobson or Mrs. Moss to see it. I fear 
they would feel that I have turned the #$h-graders against her, but I never ever 
did anything to run her down. 

Later, a few of them dared to come down to talk to me in the hall. (!ey are 
forbidden in sixth grade territory) and complained about how sarcastic she is and 
they wished I’d come back, etc. I came really to like those kids and I hate to see 
them so unhappy.

Substitute Pay
!e way they pay—it’s $12 dollars per day &at rate unless you’ve been there 10 

days straight then it’s $15 until the term is broken. !en you start over. So a$er I 

Miji Note: Jerry 
Jacobson was our 
teacher one year in the 
one-room school in Island 
Park. Another year, when 
I was in 6th grade, when 
we moved to Idaho Falls 
for the winter, I walked 
into my assigned  class 
and was surprised to find 
he was the teacher. He 
was a fine educator and 
and administrator. Marj 
liked working with him. He 
eventually became the su-
perintendent of schools.
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le$ Mrs. Moss’s room last day before the holidays, then I went to $12 dollar days 
again instead of $15. 

I’m in a hurry—I teach (substitute) at Temple View today. No steady job yet.

Terrors of Riverside
A$er teaching sporadically, just one day at a time, Marj #nally got a substitute 

job which promised some longevity, although she was not sure she wanted to stay. 
It was a wild bunch, Susan’s 6th grade class at Riverside. 

Both Susan and Randy were attending Riverside, which was the alma mater 
of David, Barry, M’Jean, and Myrna. !rough the years, several cousins had also 
attended Riverside. As time went on, Riverside gained a reputation for being 
a rough school, no doubt a re&ection of the deteriorating neighborhood. 
Randy’s memories provide a colorful image of both street and school:

Cut Our Ears Off
Randy: !e walk to school in Idaho Falls was not bad, but you had to 

cross the street just a few houses away because it was not worth the risk to 
walk close to Mister Dee’s house. You had to be far enough away that when 
you started running from him you would have a head start. He had threat-
ened to cut our ears o% with his pocketknife. No way were we ever going 
to get that close. 

Now on the other side of the street you passed Katz Pharmacy. 
!en about three blocks more, heading north, you beheld the Riverside 
Elementary School. Constructed in 1906, the school was so old the steps 
and stairs were worn troughs from foot tra"c. One small patch of grass tried 
to stretch up out of the ground on the southwest corner of the block, but 
mostly the gravel parking lot and gravel playground were where we roamed. 

Witches - Gang Fights
Just picture a scary movie with a gray haunted castle centered in the entire city 

block on a cloudy snowy day with witches inside yelling at small children. Except 
the witches were teachers in gray dresses with yard sticks for magic wands. !at 
is pretty much how I remember it. !e one bright spot was that I was a bright 
kid and very good with my ciphers. !e 4th grade teacher, Mr. Campbell, would 
praise me for my phenomenal brilliance as the smartest kid in his math class.

No doubt other kids in other schools played soccer, basketball, dodge ball, and 
whatever. However, the Riverside kids, well, we had gang #ghts, threw snowballs, 
and sometimes gravel, and generally ran around pulling the girls’ hair. A recent 
haircut would determine your gang membership.

 
With some trepidation, Marj took the substitute job at Riverside.

 
Ran Out the Teacher

Marj: Feb 25, 1964 Sat - I’ve been teaching Sue’s room (6th grade) at Riverside 
for 6 days. !e bunch of kids, Sue’s room, ran out their six foot 240 pound male 
teacher. One day he just laid his head on his arms on the desk and cried, and 
when the morning recess came, he le$ and never came back. 

Little Hoodlums
I’ve had that little bunch of hoodlums six days. !ey have an ex-army sergeant 

in mind for the job. He was supposed to be there last Monday but he wasn’t. Mr. 
Peterson doesn’t know if he’ll come at all or not. Mr. Peterson thinks maybe I’ll 
get it if he doesn’t come. 

Randy South
“The witches were teachers in 
gray dresses with yard sticks for 
magic wands. A recent haircut 
would determine your gang 
membership. The one bright 
spot was that I was a bright kid 
and very good with my ciphers.” 
(Randy)
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“They Like You”
In six days time I’ve dragged half a dozen of them (one at a time) into the hall 

by the nape of the neck, slugged one, slapped the big Mexican boy once. I’ve kept 
them all in a$er school twice and even made them miss their bus once. But I also 
play tag with them at recess, and I got their football back for them (it had been 
taken away). I got their singing time back for them, and Friday they had art and 
P.E. for the #rst time in months. Sue just gasps at what happens but comes home 
each day and in an astonished tone she exclaims, “!ey like you, Marj.” 

For the #rst three days I didn’t want the job permanently, but I feel di%erently 
about them now, and if I get the chance I’m going to keep them. One thing I’ve 
learned—they all like Sue-- all of them.

Shot Out Windows
Last week 2 boys from my room (Sue’s room) shot out 28 windows of the 

Riverside school. One is now on parole to his parents, and if he breaks it, he’ll 
be headed for Reform School. !e other was the big Mexican. Anyway, I’m 
not scared of it any more.

Today Sue, Randy, and I and my “young reform school candidate” are 
going out to the farm [farm story coming up]. David says he’ll be a big 
brother to him for a while and let him help clean out the barn. 

“Poor Little Inicient Kids”
Susan: Feb 1964 -My teacher at the #rst part of this year was Mr. Rob-

ert Graham. You may have heard of him. He used to play in the Idaho Falls 
Symphony when Mr. Mealy conducted. …Well our room was so noisy we 

ran him out of his mind. He #nally resigned. He was 6 $ 2 in tall and weighed 
250 pounds. Can you imagine us poor little inicient (sic) kids running out a 

teacher as big as he was. Well don’t be shocked at the next phrase because it’s 
true. Mrs.! Marjorie! South! Is! My! Teacher! For! !e! Time! Being! (Surprise!)

Chasing Susan
Marj: Feb 25, 1964 Sat - Incidentally, there’s hardly a boy in the 6th grade that 

can outrun Sue. !ey take o% their shoes and run a$er her in stocking feet in the 
snow. But they about run her to death. Everyone wants to chase her. I will feel that 
I am a teacher if I make it through this year with this bunch.

Attacked the Teacher
Sue said one day they kicked him and hit him (their former teacher) and 

slugged him all in a group in the school room. !at was the day Susy went crying 
down to the o"ce and told Mr. Peterson that she couldn’t stand it any longer. 

Prayers for Courage
!e kids have taken a lot, but they are sort of organized in the room. I’ve bro-

ken that buddy, buddy stu% up a little. I have punished all a little on occasion for 
the o%enses of a few, and that quickly turns the group against the o%enders. But 
honestly, if it had not been for prayers I would not have had the courage to face 
that group each day. But now I feel I can do it, and I want a steady job and some 
money so bad. Izola Hall [teacher] saw me drag one kid out into the hall one day. 
She and Glenna [another teacher] just can’t believe the things they see.

Ongoing Job Hunt
Mar 10, 1964 Tue - !ey #nally have their male replacement for Sue’s room at 

Riverside—a man. Sue was really impressed. Yesterday was his #rst day. I taught 
at Teresa Bunker yesterday, and I had a call to go to Bel Aire also. But no calls 
today. Mondays I o$en get calls. 

Degree Required?
Two di%erent school principals have told me that Dr. Shreve (Supt) says—No 

teachers next year without degrees. Of course I know and so does he that that isn’t 
true. Glenna is 20 hours away from a degree, and Izola does not have one, not 

Susan south
“One thing I’ve learned--

they all like Sue--all of  them. 
There’s hardly a boy in the 

6th grade that can outrun Sue. 
They take off  their shoes and 
run after her in stocking feet 

in the snow. But they about 
run her to death.” (Marj)
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Mabel Hinckley, nor I bet 50% of the rest in the elementary systems. But still he 
holds out against me. Jerry Jacobson tells me not to get discouraged, but it seems 
to me they are discriminating against me for some reason. 

Applied at the Bank
I am going into a bank and apply for a job. June Brocksome called me--that 

there is an opening at the bank. I went in Friday night and had an interview and 
they informed me that the teller job June sent me to see about wouldn’t pay much. 
But he told me to see Mr. Nielson (head of the Real Estate Division in the bank) 
and that he needs a stenographer. So I planned to go in yesterday and was called 
to teach. So today, I thought I’d get my hair #xed #rst and then go in.

A Job At Last!
Apr 26, 1964 Sun - I had a phone call from Dr. Shreve (Supt of schools) to 

appear in his o"ce 10:00 a.m. About 10:50 I was #nished with my interview. I feel 
that I will have a chance to teach in District 91 for sure, now, a$er this morning.

!ey wanted to give me a Riverside second grade this morning. I told them I 
wanted a 5th or 6th. I do not want 2nd. How teaching does drag for me when I’m 
teaching the low grades. !e days go by quickly in 5th or 6th. I like it so much 
better.

During the next two years, Marj taught fulltime on a provisional certi#cate at a 
substandard salary rate, continuing college course work until graduating.

The Farm Saga
Marj had considered it a great blessing, in raising her family, to spend half 

of each year at the sawmill, with the kids being able to play and learn to 
work in their wonderful Island Park environment. With the sale of the 

sawmill, the Island Park home became only a weekend retreat. 
She had a great concern for her kids still at home, being con#ned to the little 

neighborhood on Ada Avenue. Marj wanted Susan and Randy to grow up living out 
of town and not on a city street.  She considered the next best thing to being at the 
sawmill would be to be on a farm. She set her sights on acquiring a farm.

Determination Despite Debt
It seems remarkable, that in her di"cult #nancial circumstances, while des-

perately struggling to get out of debt, earnestly seeking employment, she should 
consider such an undertaking. Yet she was determined to use what assets she had 
to make it happen. By 1962, she had undertaken an earnest search.

Marj: Oct 24, 1962 Wed - I’m still working on the farm deal.  I haven’t any-
thing interesting to tell you about that yet.

Dec 11, 1962 Tue - We are still looking at farms. We saw one yesterday that 
Barry and David like, but it would put all the kids in Je%erson County. I am not 
enthusiastic about it. It really is a beautiful house. !e land is sub-marginal.

Feb 20, 1963 We are still trying to put the farm deal together, and Myrna is 
wanting Barry to learn what she could make o% one calf in a summer’s time if she 
saved up enough to buy one by spring.

!e mail just came!  In it was a birthday card from Dot, and I shall quote you 
what she says, “Happy Birthday, Marj. Have a nice eventful day and a year of 
peace, prosperity and happiness.  Perhaps it will be this year you’ll get that farm!
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Farm Plan - Appaloosa horses
!e farm plan included raising Appaloosa horses, for which there was a 

good market at the time. !e #rst horses were to be a trade for the South Lumber 
Company building, the “bigger mistake” David referred to.

Barney’s cousin, Bill South, with whom the family had maintained a close re-
lationship in recent years, expressed interest in the farm idea, as he had become 
interested in raising beavers, for which there was also a good market at that time.

“Sold From Under Me”
Finally #nding a farm she wanted, Marj went to work trying to get it, then lost 

the deal. Disappointed, she became even more determined to acquire a farm.

Marj: Sep 9, 1963 - !e big loan hasn’t come through yet. I wish it would 
hurry. I think that Bill and his family will be up one of these days to look at the 
farm. I think he has ideas that we could make a beaver farm out of the big place. 

Sep 17, 1963 - !e farm deal is still hanging #re. I want it, but I am not sure it 
is the thing to do. I made him [owner] an o%er. We’ll see what he does now. Bill 
wants me to start a beaver ranch. 

Sep 22, 1963- Sun eve - I just #nally made up my mind to get the farm for 
sure—and Wackerlis sold it out from under me. So I think I’ll start looking for 
one a$er all—and in earnest—to raise Appaloosa ponies.

Myrna: Sep 23, 1963 Do you wish we had got the farm so when you’d come 
home we’d have 30 horses?

We Picked Out a Farm
Marj: Oct 3, 1963-"urs eve - I don’t have a job yet. Lately I’ve been very very 

busy trying to get a loan closed out on the Hammon place on Beverly Road to 
pay o% debts and really really dealing on a farm. Have I ever been busy—and I’ve 
spent quite a bit of time looking at farms—and I have been looking at horses. Lots 
of horses. Tomorrow I am to have the apartment house appraised, and if it goes 
well, we will have an 80 acre farm. Ok? !e whole bunch of us is really going to 
be disappointed if we don’t. 

We have picked out a farm and are trying to put the deal together. I hope it 
works. !ere are going to be some disappointed Souths otherwise.

Move the Cabin?
Myrna: Oct 9, 1963 Wed - How do you feel about the farm and horses? Do 

you think we should move down the cabin? 

A Farm at Last!
Marj: Oct 20, 1963 Sun - I signed the papers on the farm and then worried 

about that for about a week because I knew I had not driven enough of a deal 
for myself, and inasmuch as Floyd Hillman has the place listed, I called him and 
made him write it all over again. 

Whittling the Price
!e people were reluctant to sign the last o%er. !ey did, however; and I saved 

myself about $7000 in the process, and lost a Quonset that I didn’t want which 
accounted for about $3500 of the $7000. So the farm (with Quonset) was going 
to cost $30,300. 

A$er we rewrote it, the farm will cost $23,000 (without Quonset). !e Quonset 
is an insulated building, built high on a high spot of the yard, and is designed for 
a potato cellar. We aren’t going to raise potatoes anyway, and so now the Quonset 
belongs to the owner, and is his responsibility to pay for it. 

!e payments are $100 per month.
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Loan on Apartment 
House Built by 

Barney
It is costing 

us the equity in 
David’s home, 
and $10,000 we 
are borrowing 
on the apart-
ment house, and 
we are assuming 
a $10,300. 

In a Rut
!e place has 

a two bedroom 
home on, in 
which David will 
live. !e kids and 

I plan to move out also, in a trailer house, until spring, when we will build a new 
home. Sand Creek runs through the place diagonally in a very attractive way. It 
is going to take a lot of work to build the place up, but it is going to be real living 
again—not being dead inside, sort of, as I have felt we all are here in town. I’m 
looking forward to getting out of the rut I am in. 

“The Ranch”
Marj: Oct 20, 1963 Sun - !is morn-

ing, Barry, Bernie, and I le$ early to go 
look at the ranch. (Randy doesn’t like us 
to call it a farm—he wants us to call it 
a Ranch.) I think Barry is quite thrilled 
with the place. He asked me if I thought 
I could put him through school next year 
if he spent his summer working on the 
farm. 

Fantastic Farm Plans
I love the creeks and have fantastic 

plans of bridging it with a foot bridge (one 
that a horse could cross), water wheel, a 
little #sh pond, a few ducks, geese, a cou-
ple of peacocks, not to mention  sloshing 
o% in the creek. I want to have a few tur-
keys, hens, (not pigs), a few calves.

Miji Note: What a 
blessing, that a loan on 

the apartment house, built 
by Barney and his brother 

Charlie for their parents, 
back in 1935-36, now almost 

thirty years later, enabled 
Marj to purchase a farm!

Fast draw Randy & 
Demure Sister Sue
Ada Avenue view to the north.

Susan & Randy
Mailbox, Milk box, skis.

Randy, Susan, Myrna
The apartment house across 
the street, with shakes 
covering the logs, took on a 
convetional appearance.
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Farm Worry?
Everyone tries to worry me about running the ranch—tell me how dif-

#cult it will be, and how hazardous it is to raise livestock, how much risk, 
until they actually worry me, and I have to come back to the idea of Randy’s 
growing up on the sidewalks to encourage myself again. !en also, I tell my-
self, it can’t be any worse than running a sawmill. No more risky, hazardous, 
or as hard.

Farmer’s Daughter
You asked if you are a farmer’s daughter, and I would say you are. !ere 

is many slip ‘twixt the cup and the lip, and that is the only thing that could 
happen. !e deal is on its way. We are to have possession by Nov 1st. 

From Ephraim
I just read that Ephraim is adventurous, and it is he who is exploring the 

earth and searching out every new thing, and I guess I’ll go ahead with the 
farm—ranch—and maybe even beavers—cause I’m from Ephraim.

Horse Trading
Not only was the South family going to live on a farm, they were 

going to be raising horses on the farm. Marj’s demonstration of “horse 
trading” ingenuity never ceased to amaze. 

Trade for Horses
Marj: Oct 20, 1963 Sun - We are trading the building on South Highway for 

$5000 worth of Appaloosa horses. !e horses we will be getting are to be mares 
which will foal (have their colts in March or April). !en probably we will lease 
other mares and take care of them, and have half the colts of these. So we’ll get a 
start. It’s going to be fun. 

Trade for Heifer
I’ve traded our old ’46 Chev for a Holstein heifer, and tomorrow I’m to meet a 

fellow to trade him the equity in two of Cortez’s places for some kind of livestock. 
!e equities are small; I won’t come out with much, if anything. 

Cowboy Duds
I bought Sue and Randy a matching set of white levis and green shirt for fun 

of it. I did it mostly because they lately have been getting up and communicating 
with each other (not on school days), and then come downstairs dressed alike, as 

much as possible, with their limited wardrobe. So I thought 
I’d give them a chance, and I bought the stu% for them. 

Boots & Saddles - Horse Shows
She also bought them boots when they went to Salt 

Lake for a horse show. “Randy wants a big hat,” she said.

Marj: Nov 14, 1963 "urs - (Bernie’s Birthday) On 
Saturday (Nov 9) Myrna went to orchestra clinic and also 
took her tests (ACT) at Ricks. !e rest of us took o% for an 
Appaloosa horse show in Salt Lake. And believe it or not 
Bill South went to the horse show with us. He could hardly 
believe himself where he was. He is coming up soon to look 
at the “ranch.” He said he was looking for a place to put his 
money and he wanted to come up and look over the farm 
with me and go in on it with me. !is, of course, I don’t 
want him to do.

Although Bill and his family spent time visiting on 

Randy
“Everyone tries to worry me 

about running the ranch. I 
have to come back to the idea 

of  Randy’s growing up on the 
sidewalks to encourage myself  

again.” (Marj)

M’Jean South,”Farmer’s 
Daughter” & Clyn Barrus

“At Thanksgiving, Clyn came 
from Philadelphia to Betty’s 

house in Connecticut, where I 
was living.” (M’Jean)
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the farm, as well as in Island Park, beavers never #gured into the farm picture. 
Marj attended horse shows and auctions whenever she had the chance. When 

Myrna was to audition for a $1000 scholarship in Caldwell, Marj said, “I also hope 
to go to the Appaloosa horse show while we are there. Myrna Lynn and I even went 
over to the stockyards to a horse sale a week ago for a couple of hours. She liked it.”

First Move To Farm
!e plan was for David’s family to be the #rst to move to the farm and live in 

the small farmhouse. Marj would sell the family home on Ada, then build a new 
house on a di%erent spot on the farm.

Randy: Dec 13, 1963 - Did you know we got the farm?

Marj: Nov 14, 1963 "urs (Bernie’s Birthday) - Today I banked $6852.19 
from a loan on the apartment house. Tomorrow I’ll pay $5000 for farm. I’ll have 
6 months to dig up another 5. David and Judy will move Saturday if all goes well. 
We are all excited about it believe me.

Nov 16, 1963 Sat - It is Saturday morning and we are moving David to the 
ranch.

Christmas on the Farm
Marj: Jan 3, 1964 Fri - We spent Christmas Day at the farm. Judy cooked 

the dinner. New Year’s Day we were out there also, and I took out the ham, sweet 
potatoes, bread, milk, juice. She cooked dinner again while David and I drew up 
house plans. It’s time for that now.

In the Horse Business
For the kids, the most exciting thing about the farm was having the horses. 

David: Blair Hammon was the one that had the brood mares that we traded 
the lumberyard for. He took the lumberyard building—it was a nice building. I 
think it was 28 by 60. And he moved it over there on some of his property and 
leased it, and he’s the one that traded the horses for it--And how I was going to 
get rich raising these horses. Quite a deal. 

And I took those brood mares down to the farm, and that got us in the horse 
business.

Susan: Dec 22, 1963 Sun - I wish we would get moved on the farm. I haven’t 
seen the horses for a week, but I’d better stop talking. You haven’t seen the horses 
at all.

Jan 3, 1964 Fri - You can almost tell now which horse will have the #rst colt. 
Star is a horse that had a bad cancer on her le$ eye. When the vet came out to 
remove the tumor he checked the other horses also and to our surprise some of 
them will not have colts this year. Randy and I would like to raise a beef calf, a 
bum lamb, and a pig for meat.

Barry: Jan 11, 1964 (postmark) - the farm is a pretty good one, and the horses 
are nice looking critters.

Myrna: Jan 31, 1964 Fri - !e horses are pretty. Kind of honery. !e farm is 
pretty, messy buildings, though. 

Marj: Feb 25, 1964 Sat - Blair is going to loan us a small saddle for Randy, 
and he’s going to get us one more mare (with foal) and a very well broke pony for 
the kids. 

Miji Note: 

Everyone in the family 

was there for Christmas 

but me. While attending 

Hartt College of Music 

in Connecticut, I worked 

at the St. Francis 

Hospital and was unable 

to get time off to go 

home for the holidays.
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Sold Family Home on Ada
!e two-story log house Barney had 

built, back in 1947-48, at 955 Ada Avenue, 
had been the South family home for sixteen 
years. It now served a new purpose, that of 
providing means for his family to live in the 
country on a farm in a modern new home. 

Marj: Jan 3, 1964 - I  sold our house 
this week. We have to get out April 1st. I 
want so very much to get out on the farm to 

watch spring break and kind of get acquainted with things. 
From here I will go to the bank to deposit S. S. checks and the earnest money 

on our house and half a month’s rent from !ompsons.
Jan 14, 1964 Tue - Did I tell you I have sold our house providing the loan is 

approved? With delivery date Apr 1st. I don’t know what we will do then, unless 
we get a trailer house and put the piano in the milk barn. But I can see ahead of 
me getting o% Ada Avenue and that helps.

Oldsmobile Trade
Marj o$en did some trading to sew up a deal, and it helped her sell the house.

Marj: I am driving a ‘59 Oldsmobile (nice) that we took in as part down 
payment on our house. 

Out in the Cold
Feb 25, 1964 Sat - I’m going to look for a trailer house and we’ll use it for 

sleeping and use Judy’s kitchen (community kitchen) and bath until we move into 
our own. But we’ll be out there on the farm at last! And I think the #rst thing I’ll 
do is transfer Sue and Randy out of that bunch of hoodlums into the Longfellow 
School.

We’ll probably have the house closed out Monday—ours—sold right out from 
under us. Whew! out in the cold! And is it ever cold!

!e temporary trailer house plan changed. Instead, all the family would make 
do, moving in with David and Judy in the two-bedroom farmhouse, with most of 
the household goods and furniture being stored in the big Quonset, which at some 
point became Marj’s property a$er all. Two Saturdays, March 14th and 21st were 
designated moving days. Barry’s help would be needed for the major move.

Barry: March 2, 1964 - I just talked to Marj on the telephone. !ey say they 
are moving out of the house on the 21st and want me to help. Ugh what a job. I’m 
going to write a letter home now and tell them how I think they should build the 
new house. 

Marj: Mar 8, 1964 Sun - Just think in 2 weeks from now we’ll be moved. 

Historic Move
At last, when moving to the farm became a reality, the task began under typical 

South Family moving conditions: lots of snow. On Saturday, March 14, 1964, the 
#rst load of stu% went from garage to farm. “!e snow in the drive is 30 inches 
deep,” wrote Marj. “David and Randy had to shovel out all the way back. We had to 
plow out the drive at the ranch.” !e sun broke through the following day.

Barry & David
Log house at 955 Ada Avenue.

Barney bought the lots on 
December 7, 1946, and finished 

building the house in 1948.
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Marj: Mar 15, 1964 Sun - Today is a beautiful day, 
actually the #rst spring-like day we have had. What 
a li$ the warm sunshine gives one’s spirits. It seems 
to generate new hope, faith, and courage. Yesterday I 
#nished a big washing. 

!is week I move. !ree events at the end of the 
week. Barry’s coming home to help us move, the kids 
play their duet on the talent program, and Myrna’s 
concert. Myrna plays with the symphony on the 
22nd--her Liszt Concerto--all besides moving.

Myrna: Mar 16, 1964 - Myrna: We’re moving Saturday. We’ve 10 horses.

On Saturday, March 21, 1964, the monumental move was completed, taking 
the South family out of the city and into the country at last.

Myrna Soloist
!e day following moving day, on Sunday March 22, 1964, was a highlight in 

Myrna’s music career. For young musicians, the most prestigious musical event in 
eastern Idaho was the spring concert which featured youth soloists with the Idaho 
Falls Symphony. Myrna had been a winner in the auditions earlier in the year.  

It was the second time for Myrna to solo with the Idaho Falls Symphony. 
She won the auditions #rst as a sophomore and played the #rst movement of the 
Tchaikovsky Piano Concerto No. 1 in B-&at minor. As a senior, she would play the 
#rst movement of the Liszt Concerto No. 1 in E-&at Major.

Log house at 955 Ada Avenue 
As log homes did not fare well 
in the real estate market in the 
60’s, Barney’s sons went to work 
to give the house a conventional 
appearance. It was sold by Marj 
March 1,1964.

Myrna South, Pianist
Lovely in her concert attire, 
Myrna Lynn soloed with the 
Idaho Falls Symphony at age 
15 and again at age 17, giving 
stunning performances of  
Tchaikovsky and Liszt 
concertos.
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Fulfilled Anticipation
Never was anyone so happy as was Marj, when 

she and her family were #nally out on the 
farm. For a long time she had anticipated 

getting out of the city, raising the youngest of her 
brood in the country, and “being alive.”

Marj: Oct 20, 1963 Sun - It’s going to be wonderful 
to be out where we can see a sunset again, and the stars. 
I never cease to get a thrill when I see the thin little 
crescent of a moon start another climb. It reminds me 
of the days when I was afraid and had the feeling that 
it was a lantern in the sky, put there for me more than 
for anyone else.

Jan 3, 1964 Fri - I want so very much to get out 
on the farm to watch spring break and kind of get ac-
quainted with things. My life has been so vacant and 
dull. My kids are all that have mattered. I hope that liv-
ing on the farm, new increased activity, where I can see 
the moon come up and sun rise and sun set, I’ll know 
I’m alive again. To me personally that IS IT--to be alive 
again. I really haven’t felt that way since I le$ the mill. 

!en I know Judy and David love it, and it will be 
so good for their kids. And Sue and Randy, and Myrna 
too are really anticipating the event of living there with 
intense (if varied) eagerness. Barry is quite non-com-
mittal.

Trade for Grand Piano 
A new acquisition, which the family had never before possessed, but which 

Marj had longed for, went to the farmhouse along with the family: a blond Weber 
grand piano! Marj had traded for the piano, to her great satisfaction. She had nego-
tiated the deal in January. 

Marj: Jan 3, 1964 Fri - I went to the Melody Shop to pick up application 
blanks for the Youth Auditions. !e owner and manager was present. I asked him 
if he’d trade me a piano for a lot, and he said he would de#nitely be interested and 
asked me to bring in my plat. So I’ll do just that. Maybe I’ll get a grand piano yet!

Myrna: Jan 31, 1964 Fri - We have been talking to the Melody Shop about 
trading a grand piano for a Lawndale lot.

Apr 24, 1964 [regarding sleeping in Miss Garland’s class] I told her I just got a 
new piano and stayed up all night trying it out. 

Marj: Apr 26, 1964 Sun - Guess what sits in the living room—something that 
we’ve always wanted. It’s a baby. A beautiful baby grand piano. It’s ours. We don’t 
owe anything on it at all. It’s new, brand new. !e action is sti%. Alongside sits 
the old one, and I hope that this summer without fail, we can get that duo-piano 
number ready. I know you’ll like the piano. It isn’t Steinway, but it’s grand.

Susan, Marj, Randy
“I hope that living on 

the farm, new increased 
activity, where I can see 
the moon come up and 

sun rise and sun set, I’ll 
know I’m alive again.” 

(Marj)
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New Volkswagon
Marj: April 26, 1964 Sun - We have a new green Volkswagon. Myrna is about 

the only one who ever drives it. She takes it to school, and then teaches lessons 
every night a$er school [in Idaho Falls]. She took the kids down to their lesson 
yesterday, also [in Blackfoot].

“Rebel” Myrna Suspended
One day honor student Myrna parked the Volkswagon in the wrong parking lot 

at school, an infraction not to go unpunished.

Myrna: May, 1964 - I’ve been suspended from school for a week. Mr. C 
says I’m lucky. Miss N looked shocked. Miss G said have a nice vacation. Jean 
Biddstrup was suspended too—also Deb Edwards, Norm Hooper—all the hoods. 
I’ve been having fun on the farm. I drove tractor and rode horses one day, sat in 
a big tree by the creek and read one day. Spent a day at school and library getting 
assignments. !ey called once and said I could come back, then changed their 
mind.

Out From Under the Debt
!e sale of the house and the family’s anticipated move to the farm coincided 

with another joyous circumstance, especially for Marj: getting the lumber company 
debt o% her shoulders.  !e previous October, she had made signi#cant headway. 
Five months later, with a few more business transactions, she could see light at the 
end of the tunnel.

 A Glorious Day
Marj: Oct 20, 1963 - Cortez is going to give me the 

Bush house to trade in on the farm, so that will bring 
about $4500 and that much of our loan will go towards 
paying debts. Incidentally, I paid out about $3400 more 
debts lately, and if I get about $4500 more out of the Bush 
place, that will mean that about $1000 will just about 
clean us up with debts. !at will be a glorious day, I can 
tell you.

Mar 8, 1964 - If there are no slip-ups, we’ll be out of 
debt this week or #rst part of next.

Mar 15, 1964 - I had to go to Jerome this week. I had 
to go for a signature. I’ll soon be out of debt. Isn’t that 

wonderful!!!!

Triple Celebration
With hard work and determination, per-

sistence and prayer, in a period of about six 
months, Marj had gotten out from under 

the mountain of debt which had plagued her, quali#ed 
for a teaching certi#cate and secured a contract for the 
following year, and moved her family out of town onto 
a farm!

Marjorie south
A remarkable woman!
In a period of  about 6 
months, Marj had gotten out 
from under a mountain of  
debt, qualified for a teaching 
certificate, secured a teaching 
contract, and moved her 
family onto a farm!
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Gentleman Farmers
I never cease to get a thrill when I see the thin little crescent of a moon start 

another climb. It reminds me of the days when I was afraid and had the feeling 
that it was a lantern in the sky, put there for me more than for anyone else.-Marj

Chapter 115

Marj was eager to have her whole family together, enjoying each other, 
working and playing together. And if that meant a ton of work for her, 
that was ok. If there was one thing she was used to, it was work, and she 

would sing while she worked. How many times the kids remembered, in the middle 
of a big job they all may have been engaged in, that she would break out in song, 
“!e new mown hay with all its fragrance…”

Marj: Apr 26, 1964 Sun - Oh, I am looking forward so to this summer, with 
the whole family’s being home together. !e horses will be fun. !e two pianos 
will be fun. !e getting into a house will be fun and hectic. Burning old fences 
and building new ones will be fun. Burning the useless buildings and painting 
and #xing up the good ones will be fun. Horse shows we’ll attend now and then 
will be fun. 

The Fun Begins
Randy: !e old place was run down and for the most part in disrepair but it 

was loaded with cool stu%. An old milk barn, a hay barn, a quonset shaped tool 
and equipment shop, old pens, chicken coop, and in them all, junk and old tools, 
harnesses, implements and stu%. What a playground! 

Started with Matches
Marj, David, and Barry made big plans, and the whole family got involved in 

transforming the place. A lot of the transformation started with matches. !at 
was naturally my favorite part. Sheds were burned, pens were burned, new pens 
were put up, trees were trimmed.

Marj: May 26, 1964 - Our farm has no decent fence at all. But even though 
they’ll look ragged to you when you [M’Jean] arrive, you’ll never know how much 
we have put into cleaning up the place. We’ll have burned 3 old dilapidated build-
ings, plus piles of old ugly corral and waste lumber, and dead, knocked-over trees. 

Randy: !e old farmhouse on the place was a frame house surrounded by 
huge old cottonwood trees that were generations old. !e cistern out back had re-
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cently been replaced by one of those new-fangled submersible pumps. !e apple 
trees in the back yard were mangy at best. 

Railroad tracks ran right through the acreage and the ditches were canvas 
dam specials, worn, weed #lled and ridden with mice holes. Talk about potential! 
Fantastic was the fact that Sand Creek ran through one corner of the place.

Gentleman Farmers
David: We made an o%er to buy the 80 acres down there just north of Taylor, 

one of the area’s original settlements located about 7 miles south of Idaho Falls. 
And it had an old farmhouse on it, and we all lived in it. So we had that 80-acre 
farm. So we were gentleman farmers.

I had a job out at Atomic Energy Commission, and I worked most of the time 
in the summer at night, so I’d work from 4 to midnight, and then I’d come home 
and run the farm during the work day.  It was a great place to raise a bunch of 
kids. !e last of Marj’s other kids—the younger kids--were raised there, and some 
of my kids. 

Tilling the Soil
Living on a farm was one thing, but actual farming was another. David, sur-

veying those 80 acres said, “!e farm sure looks big as plowing and planting time 
comes around.” !e farm crops were alfalfa and grain. No one in the family knew 
how to farm. But the neighbors did, and there was plenty of advice to be had.

David: !is was a sand farm, 80 acres of loose, sandy soil subject to wind ero-
sion, and I was not a farmer. Nor did I have the time to become a full-time, ded-
icated farmer. Nevertheless, I talked with neighbors and friends and read books. 
In the process I learned that a lot of farming is just knowledge, or the lack of it, 
passed from generation to generation. 

Marj South
“I do my best singing on the 
tractor.” (Marj)
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For example, a sand farm doesn’t need plowing, yet most people plowed. 
Instead of plowing, you can use a little more fertilizer, then plant right back into 
the stubble. !at process helps keep the sand in place, but it wasn’t what most 
people did. 

Trade for Tractor
!ere was a barn that had to be moved. It was full of manure. Just what was 

needed. For days, Marj and David spread manure, using two tractors, one bor-
rowed. !e other tractor Marj had acquired in a trade for the fancy Oldsmobile 
she got as a trade-in when selling the house on Ada. Marj was an amazing trader!

Marj: Apr 26, 1964 Sun - David and I have been spreading manure all week. 
We have a tractor with a manure loader. We have a manure spreader all our own. 
But we have been sort of using a neighbor’s tractor and manure spreader also. 
Inasmuch as his land is so much clay, he can’t get into it because it is too wet. 
Our soil is just enough sandier that we can get into it in spite of the storm. It has 
snowed three days in a row. It has been extremely cold. Yesterday was worst of all.

Singing on the Tractor
I have worked steadily getting manure spread when it was way back there in 

cold, cold weather. !rough putting in the crop, and now we are irrigating. But 
though it’s been hot or cold or dark—irrigating, I get out there on the old tractor 
and feel more like singing (I do my best singing on the tractor) than I have for 
years. “!e New Mown Hay” –I want to learn the words to that one. !ere is a 
fragrance to hay already, and it’s so beautifully green. 

Widen Road - Water in Creek
!ey are going to widen and oil our road, and I had to give them a quit claim 

deed for a four foot strip along the front of our farm. Our fence has to be moved 
back, and also, the big metal loa#ng shed. !e metal loa#ng shed was chuck full 
of manure, so we had to clean it out. We wanted the manure on the #elds anyway. 

!ere’s water in the creek, now. !e trees are not leafed out at all, but they are 
forcing buds. !e grass in the pastures is not growing fast at all. People are afraid 
that the winter wheat has been killed to quite a destructive degree. Mice have 
invaded the area until many people have had to replant lawns.

Today is very cold. One week ago today we had a very nice day. Even Jenny 
Lynne and Robin were outside. We had two horses saddled all day, and we burned 
old rotten fences, posts, debris in general. !ere’s a lot of work to be done on this 
farm, but it will double itself in value, when we have it cleaned up. 

Barry: May 1, 1964 (postmark) Last weekend Bernie and I went to IF with 
a truck and one of his two horses. I helped burn some brush there and did some 
other cleanup work. It looks like you are going to be a farm gal this summer—like 
it or not. You are in for a few surprises when you get home. It seems like some-
thing new each time I go home.

House Plans
Before Marj had moved to the farm, the family was making plans for the new 

house to be built in the summer. A two-story house was at #rst considered.
“New House” Plans

Susan: Jan 3, 1964 Fri - We drew up the plans for our new house on 
Wednesday. I’ll copy a map of the plans to show you the main features. We are 
going to the ranch tomorrow (Saturday) to burn the trees on an acre of the ranch 
to make a space for the house to be built on.



Targhee Ties   1191

Myrna: Jan 31, 1964 Fri - We had decided on the house plan but now are 
wondering about another- something else, anyway on one story.

Marj: Feb 25, 1964 Sat -We’ve been talking to Gene Goodwin about building 
us a house and taking the lots on Ada for part trade deal. Otherwise, if we get no 
trade, we’ll build the house ourselves.

Barry: Mar 2, 1964 - I’m going to write a letter home now and tell them how 
I think they should build the new house.

Myrna: May11, 1964 - We have to plant 1000 trees one of these days. We 
really need to build a house also.

Financing the New House - Sold Lots on Ada
!e new house was to be #nanced by the sale of a section of property on Ada 

Avenue adjacent to the apartment house, which included six lots: numbers 39, 40, 
41, 42, 43, 44. !e lots had been purchased by Barney and his father and brothers 
in the 1930’s. In 1960, Marj had bought out the other half of ownership of lots 41-
44, from her sister-in-law, Dorothy South Burns, Charlie’s widow, making Marj 
the sole owner of all six lots. !ere were two small  log house rentals on part of 
the property. !e rents were meager and hard to collect. !e lots were sold to John 
Richard Wheeler, Burt Peery, and Blaine Hendricks in two transactions.

Marj: Apr 26, 1964 Sun - We have our house plans drawn and we’ll start 
soon. I sold our lots on Ada on options basis. And as soon as we get a word that 
they can get a permit, we’ll start our house. We’ll know that we can begin. We 
won’t have to wait until they can get their loan through before we can begin. !ey 
are going to build a milk and dairy products station there. 

David served as building contractor for the house. He had had plenty of expe-
rience at Lawndale Estates. He was also working at the AEC and running the farm.

Susan: Reese Casperson built the house, nice guy, LDS. His son John 
Casperson is a good friend of Randy.

House on the Sand
Randy: People would refer to the scripture, about building your house upon 

the sand. But we went ahead and built it on top of a sand hill.

First Colt
Susan: We’ve really been having fun. We had nine horses to begin with: 

Running Feathers, Johnies Jewel, Red Roanie, Red, Cricket, Star, Flaxy, and two 
others we don’t have names or papers for. Later we got another horse we don’t 
have a name or papers for either. 

David: Apr 6, 1964 - We don’t have any colts yet but it shouldn’t be very long 
till we do. 

Marj: Apr 26, 1964 Sun - We have no new colts yet. !eir mothers look as if 
they would pop almost any moment

Myrna: May, 1964 - !e Roan is supposed to have a colt pretty soon but I 
wish she would hurry up. 

Susan: May 7, 1964 - We put Red Roanie in the corral with connection to the 
barn. !ree days later David put her in the barn with the door shut. She had her 
colt that night. !e next morning David said she had had it. Randy and I ate our 
breakfast and ran out to the barn. I opened the door and looked all around but I 
couldn’t #nd it anywhere. 

Bonneville 
County Court 
House Records

May 20, 1960-May 23, 
1960 
To:  Marjorie M. south
From:  Dorothy South 
Burns and Ken
½ interest in lots 41, 
42, 43, 44 in Block 80 of 
Highland Park
Book 128, page 25

Sep 8, 1964-Sep 11, 1964
To: John Richard Wheeler, 
Burt Peery, & Blaine Hen-
dricks
From:  Marjorie South
Lots 39, 40, 41, Block 80
Book158, page 389

Sep 8, 1964-Sep 11, 1964
To: John Richard Wheeler, 
Burt Peery, & Blaine Hen-
dricks
From:  Marjorie South
Lots 42, 43, 44, Block 80
Book158, page 391
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We were really wondering by 
this time if she had or not, but she 
wasn’t big anymore so we knew 
she must have. We ran and got 
David and told him there wasn’t 
a colt in the barn and it looked as 
though nothing had happened. He 
came to the barn and surveyed the 
barn, then he noticed that one of 
the wires of the door had broken 
and the colt had apparently gone 
through, but it wasn’t in the corral 
either. 

It had gone through a hole in 
the fence, and when we saw it, it 
was running around with all the 
other horses. We hurried and got 
it back in the corral and let out 
the Roan. She sni%ed it all over (I 
guess to make sure it was hers). It is 

a “Boy” with brown on the head and 
front of the body with a star on its forehead and white tips on the ears. Its rear is 
white with brown spots on it. It has a really beautiful body with long bony legs. Its 
knee joints are quite large, but hoofs and lower legs are real nice.

Blair is going to give us a riding pony this summer, and that’ll make 12 horses 
altogether. Our new one (not the colt) is the next to have a colt.

COLT – COLOR
Marj: May 26, 1964 Tues - I guess you have heard by now that the colt #1 is 

the most colorful any of the horse raisers in the country have seen this spring, 
and color is so very important in Appaloosa horses. I think Blair turned green 
when he saw him. 

I guess we’ll train the little colt and put him in the shows. !e Stangers tell us 
a few blue ribbons will increase his worth. No more colts yet and one due soon. I 
bought a halter for the new colt. He’s #lling out now and getting really cute. 

We are to have one of Blair’s stallions on the place today or tomorrow for a 
time. We have one of his ponies now. 

I think besides David, Sue is the best rider on the place. 
We have two saddles of our own, and the temporary use of one of Bernie’s. 

Bernie was up over the weekend and reports that Barry will be home !ursday. 
!at will be nice. We need him.

Sand Creek
Marj: May 26, 1964 Tue - !e creek is running high. Sue and Randy and 

Myrna have been swimming several times. I am glad it rained. !e farms needed 
it. Also garden. We have one tomato plant in bloom (one blossom). !e apple 
trees are blossoming. !e trees are leafed out at last.

May 29, 1964 Fri - We have the stallion home, and he’s beautiful. Barry came 
home last night. He’s a beautiful sight also.

Home Sweet Home
A$er Barry’s arrival, all of the family was living, working, and playing on the 

farm—except M’Jean, who was  at Hartt College of Music in Connecticut. 
M’Jean’s friend, Sue Palmer, a recent convert to the church, was anxious to 

travel out west, and M’Jean planned to drive with Sue in her new blue Volkswagon. 

David & Robin
& “Frosty Tips” 
(named by Susan)

“Our first colt is the most 
colorful any of  the horse

 raisers in the country have 
seen this spring.” (Marj) 
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Different At Home
David: Spring, 1964 - (To M’Jean) !ings are sure going to be di%er-

ent when you get home this year. We have been riding the horses some 
lately. If you hurry home you will have time to break a couple horses 
before fall. 

M’Jean: April 15, 1964 - Sue and I are planning our trip west. We 
want to take the northern route as much as possible and come down over 
Teton Pass. It is OK for Sue to stay with us, isn’t it? She wants to use our 
place as home base and branch out from there.

Marj: May 26, 1964 – Will you explain to Sue that she won’t get a let-
ter, not likely to anyway. Tell her we are eager to make her acquaintance 
and assure her how welcome she is.

Piano Exam
M’Jean: My #nal piano exam will be on the 1st of June. Can’t wait to 

get it over with. I’ll have, hopefully, about 30 minutes of memorized play-
ing to pass the scrutiny of the jury. All I really care about is my teacher, 
Mr. Lateiner, whom I want so much to please, because he is a marvelous 
musician, the one whose playing made Betty decide she wanted to be a 
pianist [Betty Benthin Petree, the girls’ wonderful piano teacher].

World’s Fair
M’Jean and Sue spent a weekend at the New York World’s Fair, June 6-8, the 

biggest highlight being the church exhibition, with the replica of three towering 
Salt Lake Temple spires. !ey also saw the beautiful Michaelangelo statue “Pieta” in 
the Catholic exhibition. !ey returned to Hartford, then le$ the following week for 
the drive across the country to Idaho.

West Point
M’Jean: From Hartford we followed a route which took us to two points of 

interest in New York State: #rst to get a view of West Point, which held much 
fascination for me ever since it was the subject of a high school research paper; 
second was Palmyra. !e sky was overcast and the air misty when we #rst caught 
sight of West Point, a #tting atmosphere for viewing that historical place.    

Sacred Grove
It was the middle of the night when we arrived at Palmyra, so we pulled up in 

front of the police station and slept. At daybreak we drove to the Sacred Grove 
and walked among the trees. We were the only ones there. A special experience. It 
was about the same time of year and same time of day when Joseph Smith entered 
that grove to pray. 

Scary Wind
When we drove through the outskirts of Chicago, I was driving, and I learned 

why they call it the “Windy City.” Driving a small car on the freeway through 
the terri#c wind was a frightful experience. While steering into the wind to keep 
from being blown o% the road, we would pass a semi and I would have to over-
correct to keep from slamming into it. As soon as we were past the truck, I had to 
turn the wheel hard and fast back into the wind. A truck passing on the other side 
of us meant steering just the opposite. 

Arrived at Farm
Once in Idaho Falls, I was driving on familiar ground until we came to the 

end of Holmes Avenue and the paved street turned to a dirt road, the Park-Taylor 
Road. I followed the directions the family had sent until we arrived at the farm.

Jacob Lateiner
“My teacher is a marvelous 
musician, the one whose 
playing made Betty decide 
she wanted to be a pianist.” 
(M’Jean)
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FARMHOUSE
On the south side 

of the farm there was a 
small, gray house [soon 
to be painted white by 
David and Judy] set 
back from the road, 
with a row of tall trees 
on either side of the 
front yard. 

!e front door 
opened into the living 
room, and there sat the 

grand piano I had heard about. !e upright piano was against one wall. Other 
furniture crowded the remaining space. Adjacent to the living room, with no sep-
arating partition, was the modest-sized kitchen.

!ere was one bathroom and two bedrooms, which were occupied by David 
and Judy and their two little girls, Robin and Jenny.

A space in the basement barely large enough to #t two facing double beds 
and two dressers served as a bedroom for Marj and the girls. !e exposed pipes 
substituted for a closet. !e cement &oor was painted bright red. 

Milk Barn
!e kitchen door led to the back yard and a small building referred to as the 

“milk barn,” where Barry and Randy slept. 

Randy: Barry and I were relegated to bunk in the milk barn. Can you believe 
it? A tin shed with concrete slab &oor. No insulation, no fans, no heater for win-
ter cold, no air conditioner for summer heat, and no mu'ers for pounding hail 
and rain storms. Mice would run rampant. Evenings were spent with the family 
in the big house till bed time and then it was o% like a dash to the milk barn to 
sleep. Mountains of blankets and old sleeping bags were used to keep us warm on 
nights that dropped in temperatures. Fortunately, there were only a few that were 
down below zero. Many nights Barry would wander in later a$er his escapades 
in painting the town.

Barry Farming - Construction 
Barry worked on the farm, but he also had various con-

struction jobs. 

Barry: I was working with Gene Goodwin on a job. He was 
building an apartment house for someone, pouring foundation. 
Sherwood Johnson was working for him too. !e job did not 
last long. Another job, I was a grade checker when that highway 
was being built up beyond Rexburg towards St. Anthony and 
Ashton. I marked stakes. !at lasted about two months.

I worked for Mel Empey. Do you remember him? He lived 
not too far from us on the farm. He had a business of grading 
and paving, and I was doing quite a few parking lots and a few 
other roads for him. One was the runway at the airport. We were 
#lling in cracks with tar.

Brand New Foal
M’Jean, introduced to the horses,  joined in the excite-

ment of the new foals. 

“The front door opened into 
the living room, and there sat 

the grand piano I had heard 
about.” (M’Jean)

Robin & Jenny South
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M’Jean: Early in the morning I was walking past the corral and saw one of 
the mares, with a small heap next to her on the ground which appeared to be 
covered with a white #lm. It was her seconds-old foal! I had happened by just 
moments a$er this little colt was born. A$er spreading the news to whoever else 
was available, we watched the little critter #nd its wobbly legs and start walking.

With Barry and Randy sleeping in the milk barn and the girls sleeping in the 
red-painted-&oor basement room, everyone shared space in the little farmhouse all 
summer. At the time fall classes began at BYU, and Barry, M’Jean, and Myrna had 
headed to Provo, the new house was far from #nished. 

College Kids
Barry was a veteran at the Y, but everything was new to M’Jean and Myrna, and 

he looked out for them, especially 17-year-old freshman Myrna. Sometimes 
he visited at their apartment, took them grocery shopping and occasionally, 

a movie. Sometimes they borrowed Bernie’s truck, which was a challenge to drive, 
as it required double-clutching to shi$ gears.

Myrna: I was happy that we both got into orchestra. I am getting to like 
Crawford Gates more and more. On the surface he seems sort of hard. When he 
is aware of a problem he becomes extremely considerate, and he is interesting, but 
e"cient in conducting. We had a lesson in ballroom dancing by Alma Heaton. He 
was interesting, sort of exhilarating. 

Barry is helping with my composition on dressing out a deer. For the 
Halloween party I dressed as a nun, M’Jean a friar. Roommates were Robin Hood 
and gypsy. 

Thanksgiving - New House
M’Jean: Myrna and I had roommates, Maggie, from California and Jane 

from Hawaii. Neither had prospects of spending !anksgiving vacation at their 
homes, so we invited them to come home with us, also Maggie’s brother. 

Myrna: We le$ about four. Played password etc. on the way up. Got home 
quite early. Jonas was just #nishing the carpet. !e house was gorgeous. I loved 
every inch! 

Marj: Nov 12, 1979 
- I remember in Taylor 
the #rst !anksgiving, 
last of carpet laid about 
7:00 PM and girls arrived 
from Provo about 9 o’clock 
with roommates as guests. 
Myrna went running 
through the house shout-
ing “I like it! I like it! It’s 
wild but I like it.“ I think 
I shall always remember 
that. We still didn’t have 
a stove so we cooked our 
turkey out and had to go 
pick it up !anksgiving 
Day from someplace. But 
we were all home and it 
was wonderful.

Susan South
“Myrna went running through 
the house shouting ‘I like it! I 
like it! It’s wild but I like it.’
I think I shall always 
remember that.” (Marj)
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Christmas 
Christmas vacation was always fun and always went by too fast. It would be 

hard to say who looked forward to Christmas vacation more--Barry, M’Jean, and 
Myrna, home from BYU, or Marj, so glad having everyone home and having a 
reprieve from her own school. With college #nals looming in January, everyone 
would bring home a ton of studies and then never crack a book. 

Myrna: Dec 22 Wed - We went to pick out our Christmas tree. It was fun. We 
went shopping for Grandma and Grandpa. Well everybody went to ward party, 
Barry and I went shopping for Sue and Randy.

Dec 24 "ur - Grandma, Grandpa, and Bernie and all of us singing Christmas 
carols. Barry sang a couple songs.

Dec 25 Fri - We got up to open our Christmas presents, got our coats and 
nightgowns which were pretty. David picked them out. Zelma sent slippers. 
Grandma, Grandpa, Bernie came over. Barry, Sue, Randy, and I played Monopoly. 

!e homebodies were glad for a little help with chores. Food was abundant, 
meals haphazard. As Marj was unable to eat gluten, Susan and Randy rarely had 
hotcakes. Myrna decided to give them a treat. Monday, Decemeber 28, she jour-

naled, “I cooked hotcakes. Barry pities our husbands.”
One month later, it was home again for semester break.

Temple Clothes Made by Grandma Knapp
Myrna: Jan 31, 1965 Sun - It is always pleasant to come home.We went to 

see Grandma and Grandpa. She gave us our temple clothes and said to be sure 
to wear them. 

BYU -New Stadium - HFAC - Wilk
!e school year 1964-65 was a banner year at BYU, with the unveiling of three 

signi#cant new structures. !e Cougar Stadium [later renamed LaVell Edwards 
Stadium) was opened October 2, 1964. 

Myrna: We went to the game at the opening of the stadium. !ere was an 
interesting program. !e band and folk dancers performed. 

HFAC & Wilk Dedicated
Also, two signi#cant multi-million dollar buildings were completed and dedi-

cated: !e Franklin S. Harris Fine Arts Center and the Wilkinson Student Center. In 
celebration, a gala concert was performed November 12 & 13, 1964, with Crawford 
Gates conducting the orchestra and oratorio choir in Beethoven’s 9th Symphony.

!e orchestra would again perform at the dedication on April 3, 1965.

Myrna; We had the HFAC  dedication. !e symphony played. President 
Joseph Fielding Smith dedicated them (HFAC and the Y Center).

Two Years - Two College DEdications
M’Jean I had the opportunity to participate in two college dedications, two 

years in a row. !e year previous, I had played in the orchestra at the December 
5, 1963, dedication of the Alfred C. Fuller Music Center, Hartt College of 
Music, University of Hartford. !e orchestra accompanied renowned guest so-
loist, Marian Anderson, who sang the Star-Spangled Banner and a Verdi aria. 
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Especially exciting was the performance of the Brahms Double Concerto for 
Violin and Cello by famous artists Isaac Stern and Leonard Rose at the gala con-
cert. At Hartt, I also played under the baton of Aaron Copland. 

M’Jean and Myrna had classes other than music, but their main focus was in 
the music department. !ey even got a job. which they shared, marking bowings 
in orchestra parts. !ey played some of those same parts in two opera productions, 
“Tosca” by Puccini and “!e Bartered Bride” by Smetana. 

Sophomore Recital
Springtime, Myrna pursued more social activities, while M’Jean practiced for 

her sophomore recital, scheduled for May 17. Marj, Sue, and Randy would be driv-
ing down for it.

Myrna: May 12, 1965 - “Y Day.” We got up early and went in truck to the 
dairy farm. Had breakfast then had program. We went to pick rocks out of the 
orchard. I had my cowoy hat which helped matters. (I think the boys took notice 
of the hat.)

 May 17 – M’Jean’s Recital. Sue and Randy came to school with me at 7:00, to 
my French class and then also to my theory class. Brother Cundick was friendly 
to the kids. He told us we could all be composers. I think my appreciation grows 
for him more all the time. Bernie and Marj came. Sue and Randy came to so$-
ball. We were quite a team, throwing the balls to each other. We spent an hour 
or more deciding where and what to eat and were nearly late to M’Jean’s recital. 
It was very nice. 

A few more days of school and it was time to go home to the farm.

Magic Summers
For two summers, in 1964 and 1965, the entire family lived on the farm and 

worked at raising animals and farming: tending horses, cow and calves, irri-
gating, baling, bucking, and hauling hay and straw, harvesting and hauling 

grain. !e heavy duty tasks, especially in regards to equipment repairs, fell to David 
and Barry, who both had other jobs in addition.

Everyone was dedicated to working hard. !ey were just as dedicated to play-
ing hard: swimming, canoeing, riding horses on the farm and the butte, as well as 
#shing and trail rides in Island Park. !ere were also plenty of church activities, and 
fun in hosting visiting relatives. 

Even that second farm summer, the family shared time in the little farmhouse, 
in the evenings. David and Judy had a TV, and every night there would be a movie 
on TV. Everyone at Marj’s house would go over to watch the movie, and when it was 
over, always pretty late, it would be pleasant, traipsing back together in the dark, 
from the other side of the farm to go to bed.

Letters, writings, and day-to-day journal entries paint somewhat of a memory 
picture of the sawmill family down on the farm.

M’Jean: !e summer of 1965 was especially memorable for me. School was 
to be put on hold for a couple of years, when I was called to serve a 27-month 
mission to Austria, scheduled to leave in September. 
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Appaloosa Horses
All of the family enjoyed the horses, 

but with Susan and Randy, it be-
came a true love a%air. !ey loved 

horses and were involved in taking care of 
them for years.

Randy: By far the best part about liv-
ing there was the association with horses. 
!e love of horses was intense. We would 
spend huge blocks of time currying, riding, 
training and caring for horses. 

Marj enrolled Susan and me into the 
4-H horse program. !at made it all up 
for me. !e 4-H kids met once a month 
in someone’s home and we learned about 
horses! I looked forward to those days just 
about as much as Christmas. 

Susan: Mar 24, 1965 - Just recently Randy and I joined a 4-H riding club. We 
go to school with most of the kids in it. 

April 11, 1965 - I got my picture in the paper with the 4-H club but Randy 
couldn’t make it.

Randy: At the #rst 4-H fair I showed one of the original ten brood mares. 
!en during that #rst year “Navajo” was born and he was designated “Randy’s 
horse.” Navajo was a purebred Appaloosa stud colt with a beautiful traditional 
Appaloosa coloring. He was a beautiful black horse with white rump including 
spots. A white star on his forehead accented his paint job. He was a blue ribbon 
winner trained to walk very fast and go anywhere asked to go.

Susan had the beautiful Palomino she called Flaxy.  For several years running 
we entered those horses into the 4-H fairs and each won ribbons each year. 

!e other horses took care also, and we were involved up to our earlobes. At 
one time, we had over thirty horses on the little farm. !e work and play included 
feeding, training, grooming, and so forth. We loved the interaction with those 
critters. !e breed of the horses was the Appaloosa. At that time in the 60’s the 
Appaloosa horse breed was one of the favorites for our area. Our mares were a 
sporadic lot and a mixture of broke horses, half broke horses, and horses as wild 
as March Hares. 

Ten Brood Mares
Star, was a white, almost albino mare with a single foot gate, not a kids horse. 

She must have had barrel racing training because when you rode close to a 50-gal-
lon drum she would run around it so fast that if you were not really holding on 
you’d be dumped 

!e Blue Roan, never ridden.
Apache and Comanche--dark brown, both with stars on their foreheads and 

white socks, not typical Appaloosa coloring, but their scary eyes were de#nitely 
of that breed. 

!e Red Roan-I think Barry had a saddle on her once and then decided 
against riding her. It just was not worth a broken bone.

!e Bay. 
Red, a gorgeous sorrel that Barry rode sometimes, de#nitely not a kids horse 

“The love of  horses was
 intense. Marj enrolled Susan 
and me in the 4-H program. 

We would spend huge blocks 
of  time currying, riding, 

training and caring for horses.” 
(Randy)
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and only a daring soul would get on her.  
Feathers, a leopard Appaloosa with a very in-

teresting paint job and a big Roman nose that was 
purely Appaloosa. 

Cricket was the odd one out in that she must 
have been a !oroughbred Appy cross.  She was 
chocolate brown with a splendid demeanor. 

Flaxy was a beautiful young Palomino mare 
that Susan fell in love with. Susan loved, cared for, 
groomed and trained Flaxy to be a grand horse. 
Susan won many ribbons at the 4-H fairs with 
that splendid horse. 

Indian Horses
David: We raised and learned a lot about 

horses. We learned that in North America the 
Appaloosa was bred as a saddle horse by the Nez 
Perce Indians of the Northwest. !ese Native Americans valued the Appaloosa 
for its strength, speed and sure footedness. We also learned that Appaloosas are 
most easily recognized by their colorful coat patterns, but that they also have 
three other distinctive characteristics: mottled skin, white sclera and striped 
hooves. !en too, I found out that stallions can be tough. Even the gentle ones 
can get mean and go a$er you. Once, my gentlest stallion turned on me. I had 
to hit him on the nose, hard, to wake him up and get him to back o%. During all 
the time I had a stud horse on the farm, I kept a ri&e at the back door just in case 
I needed it. But we had fun times too--trail rides and parties with friends and 
neighbors. And besides fun, our Appaloosas were interesting. 

Three Stallions
Randy: We had three stallions during the years of horse breeding.  Domino, 

named for his coloring, was jet black with white spots and was a beautiful horse. 
Dry Ice was another papered and BIG Appaloosa stallion that we housed for a 
time. He was nigh on to a dra$ horse size. David spent some time on him and 
could never seem to wear him out no matter how long the ride. Lucky Daze was 
a valuable pure blood stallion.

Marj: Dad [Grandpa Knapp]is beginning to take a real interest in our 
place and the horses also.

Cow & Calf Rodeo
In addition to the horses, Marj bought or traded for a black and white 

milk cow, named Pet, and a few calves.  Pet’s job was not to provide milk for the 
South family, but for the calves. !e calves’ job was to milk this cow, which they 

had never seen before, and get fat. M’Jean was assigned to tend the calves.

M’Jean: !e smallest calf was my favorite, and I named him Cochituate. 
!ere were also Massasoit, Pequot, Sagebrush, Lambsies, and Angie. Cochituate 
had been weaned o% his mother so young that he didn’t seem to remember how 
to get milk from a cow. We had to feed him milk replacer from a nursing bucket 
until he could #gure out what a cow was for. 

!ere was even more trouble when there were new little calves to milk the cow 
and the older ones were big enough to be weaned. !ey didn’t take to that idea. !e 
result of trying to jostle stubborn calves around always meant rodeo time.

Calf Feed
P o w d e r e d 

Milk Replacer, mixed 
up with water, is 
sucked by the calf 
through the long nip-
ple, which extends 
from the side of he 
nursing bucket. Calves 
have a strong suckling 
instinct and will suckle 

most anything.

Randy & Navajo
“Navajo was a purebred 
Appaloosa stud colt with a 
beautiful traditional Appaloosa 
coloring. A white star on his 
forehead accented his paint job. 
He was a blue ribbon winner 
trained to walk very fast and 
go anywhere asked to go.” 
(Randy)

Miji Note: Marj was a be-liever in raw milk, and the family bought milk from a neighbor down the road.
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M’Jean: Aug 4 Wed - David, Myrna, Randy, and I went to Jenkins’ and got 
two more calves. Randy and I had our own rodeo with the new calves. We tried 
to get the big ones out of the barn, the medium ones in the stalls, and the little 
ones on the cow. 

We got Sagebrush and Lambsies in the stalls; Lambsies jumped over. I got oats 
for the cow; she almost took my arm o%, so I handed them to Randy, and she 
chased him in the barn. !e calves followed. !e wrong ones. A$er we #nally got 
everyone in place, the little ones ate, and we took the cow out, only to realize we 
forgot the udder cream. We propped a bucket of oats on a board and applied the 
udder cream out in the corral while trying to keep the big calves o%. We #nally 
took the cow back in the barn and shoved all the calves out but the littlest one. 
We put him in a stall.

The Grass is Greener
Until #xed or replaced, many of the fences on the farm were in sad shape. Some 

were broken down board fences, some barbed wire, and some electric. 

M’Jean: Many mornings we would wake up to Marj’s announcement, “!e 
Indians are coming!” Sometimes that meant get up there is work to be done, but 
frequently it meant the horses got out of the pasture and we have to round them 
up and chase them out of the alfalfa #eld. 

Although a horse will have some respect for an electric fence or barbed wire, 
fences never seemed to mean much to a cow. Any kind of fence they can get through, 
they will. It was more serious when we had a few beef cows and they got into the 
grain #eld. !e biggest, best heifer foundered. Dead, bloated, lying on its back with 
4 feet in the air. Nothing to do but call animal products and have it hauled away.

Chasing Calves
M’Jean: One day some of the calves got loose and ran down the road and 

turned into the neighbor’s yard and into his haystack. !is haystack was like a 
maze, where some of the hay bales had been stacked somewhat haphazardly, pro-
viding little passageways where the calves could hide out. !ose calves would dart 
around so fast. Every time we got one out, another would run inside. It was crazy! 
By the time we succeeded in getting them back to our farm, we had done some 
real wrangling. !is was just part of the ongoing “rodeo.”

Irrigating
With the &ood-irrigated farm, the job that never ended was irrigating. !e 

crops were watered by diverting water from the ditch into one section 
of furrows at a time. !e furrows were graded to a gradual slope, so 

once the water was turned into them, it would &ow downhill to the bottom of each 
furrow.

Of course there had to be water in the ditch. But before opening the main head-
gate at the canal to let the water run down the ditch, it was necessary to dam up the 
ditch at the spot where the water needed to stop, just past those few furrows next to 
be watered. !e dam would keep the water from continuing down the length of the 
ditch, thus forcing the &ow into the furrows. 

Canvas Dam
Walking along the ditch bank, surrounded by green #elds, the fragrance of 
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alfalfa in the air, was pleasant. !e unpleasant part was 
damming the ditch with a canvas dam. A canvas dam is 
a big tarp, with a board secured into the top end, long 
enough to span the width of the ditch, and then some. By 
setting the rigid board-end of the dam across the ditch, 
the rest of the canvas hangs loose, and you can poke it 
down into the mud at the bottom and sides of the ditch 
with the shovel. 

You have to make sure to shovel enough mud and dirt 
around all the edges so that when the water &ows down 
the ditch and hits the dam, it doesn’t leak through. You set 
the dam when there is no water in the ditch. 

Spiders & Daddy-Long-Legs
So here was the procedure: put on your irrigating 

boots, grab your shovel, tromp to the back of the #eld to 
the canal and close the main headgate to stop the water 
&ow from the canal. Walk back along the ditch till you get to the spot where you last 
set the canvas dam. Yank out the dam, knock o% all the spiders and daddy-long-legs 
you can, carry the heavy, muddy dam on your back down along the ditch to the new 
spot, just past the next group of rows to be watered, and set the dam. Go back to the 
main headgate, crank it open and let the water down the ditch. Go back to where 
you set the dam and wait for the water to make sure the dam is secure. 

If you didn’t do a good enough job of setting the dam and water starts leaking 
around the edges, you try desperately to #x it by frantically shoveling mud onto the 
leak. But good luck. It just doesn’t work. !e water gets the best of you, the whole 
dam washes out, and you have to go back to the main headgate and shut o% the 
water and start over.

!is was o$en demonstrated by Myrna, who did more irrigating than anybody.

Myrna: Today wasn’t terribly pro#table. I started irrigating at 8 and #nished 
about 11. I thought it would only take a minute. I used the Volkswagon. !ere 
were lots of ducks on the &ooded area. !ere were some holes in the ditch bank. 
I worked with dirt for a while and #nally gave up and stu%ed a pole in one and 
a stump and some willows in another. I was on hands and knees packing mud 
around.

Mingo
M’Jean: Irrigating just got worse when Mingo came along. For $5.00 Marj 

bought a little Border Collie pup from the neighbor, Norman Stanger. If Mingo 
saw you wearing gloves and carrying a shovel, he was right there. Trouble was, 
he wouldn’t walk beside you, in front or back. Had to be right under your feet. 
We would try to sneak out the back door without making a sound. If the door 
squeaked, it was all over. 

When you came to a ditch and jumped across, he would follow but wouldn’t 
quite make it. His hind legs would be in the water and his front legs pawing fran-
tically trying to get up on the bank. So of course you’d have to help him up. With 
his back half soaking wet, fur clinging to a body you didn’t realize was so small, 
and his front half dry and &u%y, he looked like a little lion. Mingo grew and 
eventually turned out to be the best cow dog around. Norman wished he had 
him back.

Mingo
Marj bought a little 
Border Collie pup from 
the neighbor, Norman 
Stanger, for $5. Mingo 
eventually turned out 
to be the best cow dog 
around. Norman wished 
he had him back.
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Haying
One morning when the girls woke up in that makeshi$ basement bedroom 

of the little white farmhouse and started to dress, one of them discovered 
that her legs, above the knees, were covered with red spots like a large rash. 

!at was startling. !en everyone else noticed the same thing--red spots on the 
legs. It appeared they all had some queer disease. When they realized where the 
“disease” came from, it turned out to be funny, in a sorry sort of way. 

!e day before, they had all been introduced to the backbreaking job of bucking 
hay. Previously, they had each taken turns baling hay, driving the tractor through 
the hay #eld, towing the hay baler along the windrows of cut hay. !e result was 
neat rows of hay bales which then were to be loaded onto the trailer before being  
transported to their #nal resting place.

Hefting Hay
!e trailer was pulled along slowly, next to the hay bales, by the tractor. Driving 

the tractor was the easy job. Standing on the moving trailer and stacking the bales 
was a hard job. !e really hard job was to walk along beside the moving trailer and 
he$ the hay bales up onto it. !e guys were able to pick up a hay bale and throw it 
up onto the trailer in one motion. Really big guys could do two at once.

!e girls were just not strong enough to do it that way. !ey would bend down, 
grab the twine bindings, one in each hand, pick up the bale, and sort of jounce it 
from their knees, and hoist it onto the trailer. So that next morning when the light 
dawned, the girls realized that even though they had worn levis, the red spots came 
from being stabbed, right through their denim levis, by sharp, poky hay stems.

Myrna: Working in the hay #eld I remember pretty well. One night we were 
working very very late and I think David had a hay fever attack and we all spent 
the rest of the night at his house, maybe sleeping on the &oor. By then we must 
have been living in our own house, or why would we have slept on the &oor. 

Marj College Classes
Marj was farming, but she had school, also. Having earned her provisional 

teaching certi#cate, Marj had taught school fulltime during the 1964-65 school 
year with a salary of $3575. !roughout the school year she had continued taking 
night courses from BYU extension in Idaho Falls. 

When summer school started, Marj signed up for a heavy load of classes, mov-
ing forward towards getting her degree from ISU, and logging a lot of miles on the 
green Volkswagon. Any class o%ered at BYU-extension in Idaho Falls would save 
some trips to Pocatello. She had her kids helping with her homework, reading her 
books, typing her papers. 

M’Jean: I typed a report on the Aztecs, then another paper, and another. 
Several days I worked on her notebook. Marj would bring home an armfull of 
books, 6th grade level, mostly #ction, which she was supposed to read and report 
on. I don’t think she ever read any of them. She just passed them out to all of us. 
We were all so captivated by “!e Bronze Bow” that we read it out loud while do-
ing dishes, ironing, etc. One of my favorites was “!e Witch of Blackbird Pond.”
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Sad Accident
It was on a day when Marj was not at home that a sad accident occurred on the 

farm. Ten-year-old Randy, watching Barry using a table saw in the shop, reached 
toward the saw to knock o% a piece of wood, and the saw grabbed three #ngers. 

M’Jean: Barry was holding Randy’s hand in his when they came hurrying 
towards the house, where I was. I held the little bleeding hand while Barry, white 
as a sheet, drove to the hospital. Poor little Randy was crying and said, “I’ll never 
be able to play the violin again.” 

Randy: I was “helping” my older brother Barry make some tool boxes out 
of wood, and I placed my le$ hand right over the turning blade of the table saw! 
Even though the skillful doctors sewed my #ngers back together, that ended the 
prospect of me being a violin virtuoso. It may have been a great blessing in dis-
guise because I do like the construction industry. I could still play the violin of 
sorts but it would never be the same because my #ngers just do not function 
exactly as they should. I did continue to take violin lessons and practiced until 
I was about sixteen When my older sister Susan graduated from High School 
she stopped taking lessons and I was allowed to follow suit.

Over the next two years Randy had additional surgery and numerous 
therapy treatments.

Bernie Married
!ursday, July 22,1965, was a red-letter day. Uncle Bernie Knapp, 

who had been like a big brother to the kids in the family all their lives, 
was married, at the age of 35, to Louise Andrus in the Idaho Falls Temple.

!e plan for wedding celebrations included a reception in Louise’s 
ward in Lava the following evening and an open house in Marj’s farm-
house the week a$er. !eir reception in Lava featured several musical 
numbers followed by a dance. David was emcee; Barry sang “Ah, Sweet 
Mystery of Life“; Myrna and M’Jean played piano numbers; Susan played 
“Melody of Love” on the violin.” !e kids painted Bernie‘s car, and 
Grandpa got mad. It was a “swinging reception” with Oriental theme for 
the cake, wedding dress, bridesmaid dresses. Barry danced in the bridal 
waltz. 

!e reception coincided with the 3-day musical production of  
“Annie Get Your Gun” in the Idaho Falls auditorium, part of the Pioneer 
Day festivities.  David’s wife, Judy, played the leading role of Annie, a role 
she had played in high school.

M’Jean: I danced with David. He said, “I guess Judy shouldn’t mind if I 
dance with my sister when she’s o% making love to some stranger.“ 

Pioneer Day Parade - Musical Production
M’Jean: Jul 24, 1965 Sat - Barry and I worked on cattle guard, had to take 

Susan and Randy to ride in the parade. Our truck was not #xed, so we got 
Bernie‘s pickup at Al’s. Tonight we saw “Annie Get Your Gun.” Judy did a bang 
up job.

Judy South
Pioneer Day festivities featured 
a 3-day musical production of  
“Annie Get Your Gun.” Judy 
played the leading role of  
Annie, a role she had played in 
high school.
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!e week between the reception at Lava and the reception at the farm was qui-
et. Myrna and Susan went to girls’ camp. M’Jean and Randy doubled up on their 
share of the chores, and since Myrna was the primary irrigator, that meant a lot of 
tromping around in the mud carrying nasty spidery canvas dams, in addition to 

wrestling calves.

M’Jean: Jul 26, 1965 Mon - Myrna and Susan got o% to camp before six. (I 
took them to the church.) I was le$ with the irrigating. David and I worked on 
truck some more, bearings. I welded a little bit.

Jul 27, 1965 Tue - Still irrigating. Worked a little with David on the truck. 
Randy went to hospital for treatment. Stake president called, made appointment 
for Wednesday next. [mission interview]

Jul 28, 1965 Wed - Irrigated, cleaned house, got sunburned. Randy had Trail 
Builder round-up at church. Barry and I went. It was a really good steak dinner. 
We took ice cream. It was a good party. Randy got splattered with an egg in the 
egg throwing contest. Barry was being really careful. Bishop got egg on him.

Jul 29, 1965  "ur - Judy came over to clean house for the reception. I irrigated. 
Judy went to Temple while Marj went to class. I tended kids.

“Warm Reception”
When the mason installed the back-to-back #replaces in Marj’s new house, 

he had advised, “Now don’t just use this kitchen #replace as an incinerator.” But 
that good counsel was largely ignored, as it was so handy for burning up boxes, 
cartons, and scrap paper. !at kicked out a lot of heat. Sometimes there would be 

quite a pile of trash in each #replace before anyone would strike a match, espe-
cially in summer, as there was no air conditioning. !is was the case the day of 
Bernie’s reception.  

M’Jean: Jul 30, 1965 Fri - Bernie’s reception at our house. I went to town in 
the morning and got groceries and some &atware for a present and also irrigated, 
#nished the house. I burned the trash in both #replaces just before the party be-
gan at 3 o’clock, so it was extra hot. About 50 to 75 came. It was nice. 

Everyday Chores
M’Jean:  A$er David and I #xed the fence on the south pasture and put the 

calves and cow in (What a job!) we and Norman took the motor out of his truck. 
I got pretty dirty. !en Sue and Randy and I got in the creek.

Myrna: I went out with Barry to irrigate when I got home. It’s nice to have 
the boys explain things to me, but I never can tell what they’re talking about.

M’Jean: Pet got her halter loose and got her foot stuck through it today. I 
tended the calves.

Myrna:  I discovered I had no brakes at all. We coasted past the gate, couldn’t 
stop, turned around came back. M’Jean jumped out and opened it so I could go 
through. When we got to the gate Barry was feeding the horses so I stayed with 
him. We had to tie up Lady (David’s Great Dane) and will probably have to get rid 
of her because she got into Sessions’ chickens.

M’Jean: Getting the hay for the horses was a real job. Barry and I rode the 
tractor to the back hay#eld up to the stack. He climbed up the li$ to the stack top 
and threw down #ve bales. We loaded them on the bucket and came through the 
hay behind the quonset. At the fence we dumped the bales and carried them to 
the horses. 

Myrna: Randy and I went out to water the horses about 10:30. We got all #ve 
calves to drink from one mother today. 

Miji Note: Some of the 
equipment worked a lot of the 
time. A lot of the equipment 
worked some of the time. But 
for all of the equipment to 
work all of the time was wishful 
thinking. There always seemed 
to be something for Barry or 
David to fix. This time it was 
the truck. David liked hav-
ing someone with him when 
he worked; it didn’t seem to 
matter so much if it were a big 
someone who knew ecough to 
help or a little someone who 
would just keep him company.

Bernie Knapp & 
Louise Andrus

Married July 22, 1965
 in the Idaho Falls Temple
They were given a  “warm” 

reception at the farm.
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M’Jean: We took Red Roanie and colt to the horse sale. !ey brought $60. 
Myrna: We gave the calves shots today.
M’Jean:  David and I went to Al’s to help wire.
Myrna:  I saddled Feathers and went with Susan and Randy. It was quite fun, 

made me feel independent.

Sunday Chores
!e few farm chores necessary to be done on Sundays were taken care of very 

early or in the hours between morning Sunday School and evening Sacrament 
Meeting, necessitating changing clothes from Sunday best and back again.

M’Jean: !ere were three organists at church - Judy, Myrna, and I— Because 
Myrna and I got stuck in the VW out in the back hay#eld. David and Barry came 
and got the car out but got the pick up (Bernie‘s) stuck. Barry and I still had to 
get ready and so we were rather late for church. Myrna played “Canzonetta” in 
church on violin. !e E tuner got stuck while she was tuning, and #nally she and 
David had to go out and #x it while the next guy spoke. 

Ward activities
Taylor Ward had energetic youth, used to farm chores and plenty of physical 

activity. !ey had a roadshow, luau, hobo party, etc. !ere was an active M-Men 
and Gleaner group for the kids out of high school. Myrna was on the M-Men & 
Gleaner council. !ey planned #resides, roller skating party, canyon hayride. 

Myrna and Susan enjoyed girls’ camp and played on the girls’ so$ball team.

M’Jean: Myrna and Sue played and lost their second tournament game. Sue 
pitched 1st half and then they took her out; guess that’s why they lost. 

Myrna: Aug 4,  – Susan did a good job of pitching and I was really excited 
about it. We had a swimming party, played ball and chain. It was quite fun.

MUSIC
In the Taylor Ward the South girls frequently played the organ and led the sing-

ing. With no recitals to prepare for, summer piano playing was mostly just for fun. 
M’Jean and Myrna had always enjoyed played duets. When asked for a number at 
the MIA opening social, they dragged out two of Barney’s overcoats and worked up 
a routine. “M’Jean and I, in long coats, hats, and gloves, did comedy on ‘Glowworm’ 
and played Brahms,” said Myrna. !e Brahms, “Variations on a !eme by Haydn,” 
designed for two pianos, they played on the piano and organ. 

Puccini’s “Tosca”
At BYU M’Jean and Myrna had enjoyed playing in the orchestra pit for the 

opera production of  “Tosca,” by Puccini. !ere were some late hours for nightly re-
hearsals, but they liked the conductor, Lawrence Sardoni, and they fell in love with 
the music. Months later, the power of Puccini rang through the farm house daily, 
when it was discovered the record and score were to be had at the public library. 

Barry was frequently asked to sing for church, weddings, funerals, etc. !e girls 
enjoyed playing for him. Sometimes that was also just for fun.

M’Jean: Aug 19, 1965 - Barry and I sang and played some songs a$er supper. 
We didn’t go to the show because it was indoors, and he didn’t want to clean up.
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Cattleguard & Driveway
!ere never seemed to be enough time to make all the improvements needed, 

but the ones which rose to the top of the list were the cattle guard, the driveway, and 
the yard around the house. 

Everyone was tired of constantly having to open and close the gate out at the 
road, and when the gate was le$ open, there were horses and calves, just waiting for 
their chance, to sneak out and run o%. What a job it was rounding them up! David 
and Barry tackled the project of putting in a cattle guard. 

M’Jean: Jul 24, 1965 Sat - Barry and I worked on cattle guard.
Aug 7 Sat – David and Myrna and I poured the cattle guard. Barry worked, 

made $50. 
Aug 13, 1965 Fri - Marj and David surveyed for the new driveway.  Barry 

brought home the big loader (cat) and started leveling around the house.
Aug 14, 1965 Sat - David and Barry worked on the loader. 

Called to Serve- Austria
M’Jean: Aug 4, 1965 - A little a$er 9 o’clock I went to see the stake president. 

It was a short interview. He warned that it would be hard work, asked if I were 
willing to work harder than ever before. He asked where I wanted to go, if I would 
go anywhere. 

Aug 14, 1965 - Today I got my call! Austria! Oh frabjous day, calloo callay!! 
As I read it over, the letter signed by President David O. McKay, I had the most 
wonderful feeling. I am quite excited.

Aug 19 - I got a card from Mary Jane South [cousin, serving in Austria]. I am 
surprised at how fast she found out. 

Aug 23 - I got a letter from my mission president, J. Peter Loscher. I went to the 
bishop’s to get my acceptance signed and get a recommend. 

Aug 24 - Got my passport pictures taken. 

Temple
Aug 26, 1965 "ur - I went to the temple with Grandma and Judy. Marj had 

to be at school. !e temple was soon to be closed for summer end cleaning, so 
this was my only opportunity to go to the Idaho Falls Temple before my mission. 
Grandma was my escort, and I was able to wear the beautiful temple clothes she 
made for me.

MARJ’s  ART
Marj’s summer art class had neared the end, and she had yet an art assignment.

M’Jean: Aug 17, 1965 Tue -  Marj had to have an old picturesque painted for 
tonight’s class. She did ours [barn]; then she and I drove down the road to the 
barn with the hole in the roof. We sat on the canal bridge, and she worked on her 
easel with black ink. I sat on the boards and worked charcoal.

(Later) Marj just came home so excited. Her art teacher took her artwork 
apart from the rest, looked at it long and commented longer, said it was abstract, 
just perfect, and asked her to enter it in the fair. !en he hovered over her class-
work, giving no suggestions, just watching. 

He says she is an abstract painter, nothing he has taught them she is doing, just 
something natural coming out. She is tickled to death that she, who she #gured 
never had a streak of artistic ability, can do abstract painting “whatever that is”; 
she is bound and determined to enter her picture in the fair.
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Island Park Cabin Sale
As of July, 1965, it had been 

4 years since Marj had sold the 
sawmill. In those 4 years there 
had been countless trips to Island 
Park--#shing, hunting, attending 
church, enjoying the scenery--
and everyone loved staying in 
the beautiful home Barney had 
built there. Marj held her breath 
a little every time she neared the 
old railroad crossing, hoping ev-
erything would be intact. It truly 
was home. 

But the Forest Service didn’t 
see it that way. !ey just wanted 
it out of there and o% forest prop-
erty. Between the worry about 
vandals and #re, and the heat 
she was getting from the Forest 
Service, Marj knew she had to do 
something. 

!e deal she made turned out 
to be pretty good for everybody. 
Fortunately there was a buyer 
who had property in the summer 
home area near Last Chance, and 
fortunately the house was built 
solidly enough it could be moved. 
!e bill of sale was signed July 8, 
1965, by Marj and the new owen-
ers, William and Ada Moss.  !e 
price was $2000. 

Miji Note: Reading the Bill of Sale, I realized 
that the cabin was sold just 2 months before I left 
on my mission to Austria. And that the $2000 price 
of the cabin matched closely the cost of my mission! 
My mission was 27 months, and Marj sent me $75 per 
month, which is $2025. 

Barney, through building that beautiful cabin we 
loved so much, quite directly had funded my mission! 
How grateful I am to him and to Mar j for affording me 
that priceless experience of serving as a missionary.

Steve Knapp, Barry South, Delynn Russell, David South
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Farewell Mountain Home 
It took a few weeks before the new owners got the cabin moved. !e weekend of 

August 20-22 it was still there. !e beds were gone, however. With summer classes 
over with, Marj was ready to play a little before school started. For three weekends 
in a row there were family excursions to Island Park. !e #rst trip was with horses.

Myrna: Aug 20, 1965 Fri -We spent most of the day getting ready to go to 
Island Park. We went to the Bu%alo.

M’Jean: Aug 20, 1965 Fri - We went to the mill. Norm and Joyce Stanger and 
kids went too. We put the supplies in their pickup, horses in the truck, and took 
the VW. When we got to about Last Chance, it started to pour. We gave up the 
tent idea and decided to stay in the cabin. We #xed supper and went to bed. Sue 
and I slept in Marj’s bedroom on the &oor. 

Favorite Spots
!e next day the family migrated to their favorite scenic spots: the old mill set, 

up Split Creek Canyon, Wallins’ cabin on the Bu%alo River, Ed Ryberg’s, and Tom 
Creek. As M’Jean was scheduled to be in the Mission Home in Salt Lake in exactly 
one month, David and Barry seemed determined either to make sure she had a 
good time or be glad to be leaving.

One of  the South family’s 
favorite spots on the

 Buffalo River.

“Close to Home”
Countless were the times, in 

all kinds of  weather, the South 
family traveled over the Flat. In 

the distance is Sawtelle Peak.
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1st Trip - Horseback
 M’Jean: Aug 21,1965 Sat - A$er breakfast the guys rode up to the old mill 

set while we did the dishes. !en David, the Stangers, and I rode the horses up to 
Wallins.’ !e others came in the pickup. David took us through the woods, and 
Cricket tried her best to scrape me o% on every tree. !e others were #shing when 
we arrived. David caught a couple from horseback. We rode up to Ed Ryberg‘s 
[campsite of old hermit who had panned for gold] and back. It was fun.

“Fishing” with Brothers
At camp Barry and David grabbed a piece of cake, and then the three of us 

went #shing up to Tom Creek. Barry and I had the fun of watching David fall 
through the limbs of a log we were crossing and then get the seat of his pants 
caught on another limb. As soon as we got to the #shing hole, it started to rain. 

When it began to pour we took to the woods. !e trees were a little sparse and 
not too limby, at any rate, little protection. When it started to hail, David and I 
heard Barry hollering; he had no hat. So, each under a tree, and David jumping 
from one to another, we waited till it subsided somewhat. 

I thought maybe when I was leaving for Austria I might think of that a$er-
noon in the rain under our trees. 

We did go back to #shing. David got one #sh. I was assigned to break limbs o% 
the dry side of the trees. !en David tried making a #re. A$er about 15 matches, 
three lost &ies and numerous bites but no success, we gave up #re and #sh and 
went back, soaked.

Church - Apostle Richards
A$er a second night spent with make-do beds, everyone went to church. 

M’Jean: Aug 22, 1965 Sun - Apostle Legrande Richards, who was up with the 
Robinson reunion, spoke – good talk. 

Myrna: Aug 22 Sun - A$er church we went to the Bu%alo [#shing]. Susan, 
Randy, and I rode the mares up. On the way back, David, Marj, and I went down 
a trail along the river. We went to the beautiful Moon Meadows.

2nd Trip - Horseless
It was always fun to have a visit from city cousin, Frank South, with his dry 

humor. Called “Franto” by his half-Czech family, he enjoyed spending time with 
the family on the farm, always pitching in to help with the work. He went along on 
the next weekend trip to Island Park. On this trip there were no horses, and it was 
not all play. (But it was not all work, either.) As the cabin was soon to be moved, the 
truck was not for hauling horses but household goods. 

Sandwiched in between packing and loading the truck, there was #shing on the 
Bu%alo, roasting corn at Split Creek, and rolling rocks down the canyon--always a 
favorite pastime, and sighting a cow moose. Marj and Frank missed the moose, as 
they had gone gol#ng at the little Island Park golf course.

On Sunday, August 29, 1965, the Sacrament Meeting program was provid-
ed mostly by a choir from Pocatello. !e family enjoyed Sunday a$ernoon in the 
woods and at the cabin.

M’Jean: David and Barry went #shing late a$ernoon and took Sue and 
Randy. Marj went home with Dorothy Kerr [close friend]. Frank and Myrna and 
I sat on the only remaining piece of furniture in the cabin--the daveno, and talked 
by #relight and watched little Robin and Jenny. 

It was to be the family’s last stay in their dear mountain home.  
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Harvest Time
At the end of August, the start of school coincided with the beginning of 

harvest. !e golden grain awaited the combine, and the hay, cut and lying 
in neat windrows, was ready to be baled.

!e break for Marj between the end of her summer classes, and the beginning 
of the new school year and next batch of evening college courses, had been way too 
short. Early mornings, as she and the kids piled in the car and headed for school, 
she would rather have donned her work clothes and climbed on the tractor. 

Farmin’ & Fixin’
Time doing farm work was divided between harvesting the crops and #xing the 

equipment--the tractor, the truck, the baler, and the combine. Cousin Frank, still  
on hand, pitched in to help.

M’Jean: Aug 30, 1965 Mon - Myrna, David, Frank, and I baled hay and com-
bined grain. 

Myrna: We worked on the machinery and crops all day. I broke the combine; 
M’Jean broke the baler.

M’Jean: Barry and Norman Stanger (neighbor) got the combine #xed. !ey 
le$ the gate open, so Myrna, Frank, and I had to chase the horses out this morn-
ing. !en we combined and helped David #x the baler. It still isn’t #xed. 

Myrna: Aug 31 - I combined till it broke. Frank baled.
Sep 1 Wed - Frank’s back from chasing horses. He was out baling at 6 AM. !e 

baler broke down. He and David started work at eight. 
M’Jean: When the baler broke, Frank brought it back and put it in the quon-

set. David worked on it all day. 

While poor David was repairing equipment, it fell to M’Jean and Myrna to get 
the grain to town in the truck. !en, since the combine did not work, to #nd some-
one to #nish combining.

M’Jean: Sep 1, Wed - Myrna and I took a load of grain in. !e battery went 
dead on the truck. !ey pushed us o% the ramp, but Myrna hadn’t turned the key 
on. !ey pushed us with the fork li$. 

Myrna and I rode around in the truck talking to old farmer men who were 
combining, to see if we could get our wheat combined now that the combine is 
out of commission. Frank le$ this a$ernoon.

Myrna: Frank le$ while we were out looking for combines. We really en-
joyed having Frank here. Wish he could be another brother.

M’Jean: Myrna and I made a nocturnal visit to the south pasture tonight to 
kick three calves out.

M’Jean: Sep 2, 1965 "ur - I drove around all morning looking up old farmer 
men with combines. I even &agged one man down who was driving a combine 
down the road. 

M’Jean: I baled a while, tended calves, did breakfast dishes while David baled 
and Myrna went to dentist, then baled some more and broke a shear pin.  

3rd Island Park Trip - Labor Day Weekend
By Labor Day weekend, the camp in Island Park looked bare, as the house had 

been moved to Last Chance. Only a few old cabins remained. Bill South’s family 
o$en enjoyed vacationing with Marj’s family on Labor Day weekend in Island Park. 
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Bill and Jane, the #rst to arrive, had driven their camper from Salt Lake, stayed two 
nights on the farm, then preceded Marj and kids to the campsite. 

M’Jean: We went up Saturday night. Bill and Jane were probably asleep. !ey 
had Grandpa’s cabin warm and had locked the door. We slept there.

Myrna: !ey wrote a note telling where the key was in Czech and German.
M’Jean: Sep 5 Sun - We went to Sunday School and Sacrament Meeting and 

about froze. We rode up to the Bu%alo Inn. I walked up the river. It’s so beautiful.

On Labor Day it Rained. 
Myrna: Sep 6 Mon -  We had breakfast and went to Big Springs and headed 

home. We tended the horses. Late dinner and dishes.

Back to the Salt Mines
Myrna: September 7 - Susan‘s birthday. We tried to help with the combine. 

We fed the calves and horses. It took till a$er four.
M’Jean: Sep 9, 1965 - Myrna and I hauled grain. Marj hired Dwain Miller 

to do the combining. We had quite a time with the man in the white pants and 
yellow shirt at the grain elevator. We got to be pretty good at shoveling grain.

The Devil is Trying to Kill You
Barry and Myrna le$ for BYU. M’Jean was also soon to be in Provo at the LTM 

(Language Training Mission). She was to enter the Mission Home in Salt Lake on 
Monday, Sep 20, 1965. In her last dozen days at home, due to a few farm accidents, 
everyone said the devil must be trying to prevent her leaving and joked that he was 
trying to kill her. !e most traumatic accident was up on a dry farm.

M’Jean: Sep 11, 1965 Sat – !e sorriest day of the summer. Marj, David, 
Sue, Randy, Robin and I baled and hauled straw up at Dick’s Stanger’s dry farm. I 
found that working in hay to be bad for someone with hay fever, but straw is ten 
times more miserable, because of the dust.

While loading a bale of straw onto the truck. I rammed my leg into the trailer 
hitch, gouging my right shin. Terrible place for a wound, and very painful!

!e job took way longer than expected, with a big delay of having to go back 
with a &at baler tire. It was dusk before we #nished baling and had the truck 
loaded. It was a tall load, about 15 feet o% the ground, with rows of bales stacked 
quite a bit higher than the rack.  !ey were secured with a chain down the center 
of the load. Marj and I rode on top, lying on the bales and holding onto the chain, 
as David drove the truck slowly through the #eld towards the road.

It was quiet and peaceful, and we watched the beautiful sunset and distant 
lights of the skyline. I was so absorbed that I stopped holding on to the chain, 
and when the truck hit an irrigation ridge, I rolled right o%— all 15 feet down. 
It knocked the wind out of me. David heard the thud and stopped the truck. He 
#gured he had lost a bale. When he found me, I was trying to breathe. My glass-
es bows were broken, and I had a terri#c headache. I was fortunate not to have 
broken my neck. 

I remembered at the end of this day that we had neglected to have family 
prayer that morning. Just saying…

Sep 12, 1965 Sun - Today was conference. My head hurt all day. 

Included on M’Jean’s pre-mission errand list of pictures, passport, dentist, tes-
timonial programs, cloth for missionary suit and blouse, was baler twine. !is was 
needed for more days of straw baling, and so was the pre-missionary. “David and I 
baled straw. I rode the slip. It was windy, dusty, dirty, and miserable.”
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!e whole family participated on the program for M’Jean’s testimonial.

M’Jean: Sep 19, 1965 Sun - My testimonial tonight. Lots of people came. 
Some said it was the best testimonial they had attended. Barry did his song “lov-
erly.” Barry and David both had very sweet remarks. 

I have been packing, with Marj’s assistance. It is 4:30 AM. We have to leave at 
8 o’clock. I am tired. 

!e following day, she went to Salt Lake with the Bill South family and entered 
the mission home, located where the Conference Center now stands. A$er a won-
derful week listening to counsel by the General Authorities, she spent three months 
in the Language Training Mission located in the old Amanda Knight Hall in Provo.

Even while immersed in German language lessons, learning to say words like 
“aufgezeichnet” at the LTM, M’Jean couldn’t help thinking about the farm: “How is 
the calf production coming? Is Cochituate still getting all the TLC he is used to?” 

Hearing about the two-day scenic cattle drive over !anksgiving break made 
her downright envious. However, upon learning that Cochituate was in the deep 
freeze, she was glad not to be around.

Airport Goodbyes
On December 21st, 1965, the day M’Jean was scheduled to leave for Austria, 

the family drove from Idaho to see her o% at the Salt Lake airport. It was the last 

time she would see any of them for two years.
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We arrived First
!e new movie musical, “!e sound of Music,” was playing in Salt Lake, 

and the family took in the show before returning home. !ey wrote to M’Jean, 
“We got to Austria before you did!”

Nov 17, 1965 

Dear Mar j, Sue, & Randy,
This last summer I really became at-

tached to that crazy farm. I decided at 
the beginning of the summer I was going 
to enjoy it, learn a few things about 
work and being resourceful, and get 
acquainted better with my family. And I 
did enjoy it. This was a lovely time, and 
perhaps it will be the last summer we’ll all 
be together. 

There is one little scene which I think 
I shall never forget. It was during that 
interesting time of haying, that 2000-
bale family project. Bucking hay out in 
that field was such hot miserable work we 
figured we’d had our fill of “making hay 
while the sun shines” and thought we’d 
try to make hay while the moon shines 
instead. It was a pleasant night with a full 
moon when David, Barry, Myrna, Susan, 
Randy, and I drove the tractor and trailer 
to the “back forty” and started loading 
hay. Except for its one lone tree, the 
field was wide open, and by the bright 
moonlight, we could see very well. 

                                         2
On top of the trailer, Barry and I 

stacked bales as they were handed up 
to us, loading the back end first. 

We had quite a tall stack when sud-
denly we had a real jolt as the front of 
the trailer flew straight up in the air, 
and the trailer stood on its end. The 
weight on the rear was too much strain, 
and the trailer hitch had broken. 

It was disappointing, after having 
only gotten a good start. There was 
nothing to do but give it up and return 
to the house. 

Somehow we found space on that red 
tractor for all six to sit and hang on, as 
we bumped along through the hayfield, 
with the light of the moon streaming 
down on us. David was driving, with me 
on one wheel, Sue and Randy on the 
step and other wheel, Barry astraddle 
the front of the tractor, and Myrna 
in front of him. I thought about how I 
liked this crew and how good it was to 
be together, the six of us, out there in 
the middle of the hayfield in the night. 

Love, M’Jean

Bill & JanE South, Myrna, Randy, Cousin Frank, Susan, M’Jean
Salt Lake Airport

Sister M’Jean South
“My first flight. I flew with Swissair 
all the way to Austria, with a brief  
refueling stop in Montreal. It was 
exciting.” (M’Jean)

Treasured Memory
The moonlit hayfield scene, a cherished mental picture, which 

I often looked back on during my mission. (M’Jean)

Marj & M’Jean
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Fourteen Years on the Farm
Chapter 116

The days slip by so rapidly that some of them seem left out. Sometimes
 I wonder if we don’t take time too lightly.- David

The house was quiet, the mornings rushed, as Marj, 13-year-old Susan and 
11-year-old Randy hurried to get o% to their respective schools.  “I am tak-
ing eight hours credit along with my job plus mutual,” wrote Marj. “And I 

have scarcely time to breathe.” David’s work schedule at the site in Arco was 4:00 
until midnight, and what with travel time, not many hours remained for farming. 
Yet with Barry and Myrna at BYU and M’Jean in Austria, he was shouldering the 
bulk of the farm work. !en David made an announcement which rocked the boat. 

David School
“David says he wants to go to school,” wrote Marj. “I hope we can work it out 

that way. I’m afraid if he doesn’t go now, he never will.”
!e counselor at ISU told David he had four full semesters ahead of him to 

get a degree in business administration. School started February 7, 1966. “When 
David starts school, we have to do all the chores,” said Marj. 

Chores
Randy: Mar 17, 1966 - Tending the horses is a big job and it takes about 30 

minutes. We have to give hay and oats to the calves and colts that are in the corral 
and then hay and oats to the horses outside, whew! It’s even hard writing about it. 
All the large horses from Red Cloud up can roam all over the farm except for the 
40 (acres) on the east side of the tracks. We have nine horses now and they are 
all on the farm. Flaxy, Red Cloud, Star, White Filly, Apache, Cricket, Queen, and 
Bay’s and Apache’s colts in the corral. 

Commuting to Pocatello for school, in addition to working at the AEC site in 
Arco, meant long days and many miles for David. “He travels around 270 miles a 
day,” said Judy. “He leaves at 8:30 in the morning and gets home at 1:30 at night 
(a.m.). In order to see him at all I’m going to get up at 1:30 and visit with him.” 

David began wearing a suit to school. It had quite a positive e%ect. Professors 
saw him as a serious student and treated him accordingly. Some of the students 
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even mistook him to be a professor. David’s schedule meant long lonely days for 
Judy, at home with two little children and another expected in April.

                
Marj: Mar 23, 1966 Wed - With David’s being gone about 16 hours of every 

24 during the week, I kinda get nightmares about getting Judy to the hospital on 
time.

Apr - Well the baby is due this week. I’ve alerted Mr. Peterson that I could get a 
call from Judy any time to go home and bring her to the hospital, and he agreed!”

Nanette South was born April 23, 1966, on a Saturday. Marj did not have to 
make the dash from school to farm to hospital.

Violin Virtuoso Susan
Auditions were held in January, 1966, to select young soloists to perform with 

the Idaho Falls and Pocatello symphonies. Susan prepared for the competitions 
with expert coaching from her teacher, Professor Harold Mealy at ISU. 

Marj, willing to make sacri#ces so her kids could have the best music training 
possible, was driving the kids to Pocatello for lessons each week.

Marj: Sue and Randy are studying with Mr. Mealy Friday nights at 6:30. 
Quite a chore but it’s better than going into Idaho Falls on Saturday. I get home in 
time to see the last half of the football games. He said Randy‘s hand has improved. 
He’s been good for Randy. I like the old guy.

Jan 8, 1966 - Myrna came home to accompany Sue at the Pocatello and Idaho 
Falls auditions, both of which she won today. Is she ever elated! Mr. Mealy seemed 
elated, also. He sat by me while she played in Pocatello and I thought he’d pound 
my leg o%. He was excited as could be, and she looked sweet. 

True to form, Judy has o%ered to make the dress.

Judy: Feb 13, 1966 Sun -Yesterday we spent most of the day downtown hunt-

Marj, Myrna, 
Robin, (holding picture 
of  M’Jean on mission)
Jenny, Judy, Susan, 
Baby Nanette, 
David

“Warren and Elayne are 
planning to enter your 
picture in the art contest 
for photographers at 
the Intermountain 
Convention in Salt Lake 
in April. Warren has 
expressed that he always 
has thought you to be 
very pretty. Wouldn’t you 
feel excited if  while you 
are clear over in Austria 
your likeness in Salt Lake 
would win here!” (Marj, 
Feb. 1, 1966)
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ing for a pattern and cloth for Susan’s dress. First we 
went to several stores just looking for styles. One dress, 
all three of us--Susan, Marj, and myself fell in love with: 
white lace over white ta%eta, skirt A-line with a couple 
of pleats at the top. An additional row of lace gathered 
onto the bottom of the hemline, a blue ribbon sash and 
a &ower at the waistline. It was absolutely the prettiest 
thing we saw all day. !e price tag said $25. Susan was 
really crazy over it. We crossed the street and went to 
work trying to duplicate the dress at the fabric shop. We 
found a perfect pattern, lace, beautiful dacron, velvet 
blue ribbon, and everything cost just about $11!

On Saturday, March 5, 1966, Susan soloed in 
morning and evening concerts with the Idaho Falls 
Symphony. Sue was pleased with her performance: 
“My concert went o% really well and it was a lot of 
fun.” 

Randy: You asked me what I thought of Susie’s 
concert if she was pretty. In a way and not in a way. I 
know, I don’t know what I am talking about either. !e 
concert went well though. I’m doing pretty good on the 
#ddle as you asked. 

 Horse Accident
!e day following her concert was not so fun. 

Marj wanted to take Sue and Randy with her to a con-
cert in Pocatello to hear Salt Lake pianist Gladys Rosenberg. Sue and Randy per-
suaded her to let them stay and ride horses.

Sue: Mar 7, 1966 - Randy got Red Colt and I got Flaxy. I was loping Flaxy 
up to the house when she slipped and fell. I couldn’t get my leg out from under 
her until she leaned up a little bit. When she did I slid to the step. !en I started 
screaming and Randy came home. He called David and he came over and took 
me to the hospital. !ey took care of me and here I am. My ankle capillaries and 
blood vessels are popped and my foot is as big as a bowling ball. It keeps going 

twang, twang, and it is killing me. 

BYU - Myrna
At BYU Myrna studied piano with the renowned guest 

Russian teacher, Joseph Kliass. He and his wife, Lydia, had 
le$ Russsia, had lived in Berlin and Paris and a$er the #rst 
World War established a music school in Brazil. !ey spoke 
7 languages, alternating each day of the week. !ey remarked 
that at BYU, even if they stepped into the elevator, there 
would be someone who could understand the language they 
were speaking. He told Myrna, “You play musically.”

Marj did all she could to stretch the money and help 

Joseph Kliass
Renowned Russian pianist, 

Guest teacher at BYU.
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those who needed it. At BYU, Myrna and Barry 
o$en ran short of money, sometimes borrowing 
from each other or somewhere else. Myrna had 
a job playing for the opera workshop, which paid 
better than regular campus jobs. Barry spent the 
semester break in Evanston, working for cousins 
at the South and Jones sawmill, making $120. He 
also made his annual winter snowshoe trip to the 
campsite in Island Park.

Myrna: Feb 1, 1966 - Barry went home this weekend and intends to burn 
some buildings in Island Park. I’d have gone home just to do that except he was 
afraid the snow would be really deep and powdery and he wants to go in and out 
in one day. 

BYU - Barry
Barry found it di"cult to get excited about, or study for, the classes re-

quired for civil engineering. Of his 15 credit hours, 10 were math. Marj was 
concerned about the dra$. “Barry is worried, so Myrna says. His grades seem 
precariously low. I do hope he can stay out of it.”

Barry: Feb 4, 1966 - I have heard that the dra$ is going to determine how it 
selects men to be dra$ed by giving all available men a test and taking those that 
score the lowest. A$er I hear that I am not so worried about having to go (sure 
hope I do well on the test). 

Mar 29, 1966 - My math is still giving me hard times. I think I would rather 
tract in a blizzard than study math. 

Spring, 1966 Mon - David and I took Sue and Randy and went up to Island 
Park yesterday. It was fun to get up there again. !e last year’s snow was all gone 
but yesterday morning it snowed about 3 inches. While we were up there it 
snowed about the same amount here in IF. We missed the storm but they said it 
was a good one.”

Ward Dissolved
In 1964, when it was known that the South family was moving from Ada 

Avenue to the farm, it had created quite a stir in the Idaho Falls 18th ward. When 
Marj mentioned that the next Sunday would be her last, one member about hit the 
ceiling, saying she “belonged in this ward.” “I told him I wasn’t leaving the church, 
just moving out 6 miles.”

A$er the move to the farm, the South family began attending the Taylor Ward 
in the little meetinghouse located on the corner at the end of the Park-Taylor Road. 
On the doorposts was engraved “1915,” the year it was built. Right away family 
members received callings and were asked particularly to help out with music. 

In March, 1966, there was a lot of excitement about that little country ward.

Marj: Mar 16, 1966 Wed - !ey announced Sunday that there would be a 
special meeting next Sunday at 4:30 (sacrament meeting) under the direction of 
the stake president, and general authorities would be there. We all know, that it is 
for the purposes of determining the fate of the Taylor Ward.

Taylor Settlement
Taylor Ward was named 

after Apostle John Taylor, 
who was sent by the Church 
in 1886 to organize the first 
group of settlers in the area 
into a branch. They first met 
in a small log building, then 
slightly larger two-room build-
ings, until the church was built 

in 1915.

Taylor Ward Church
Etched into the sideposts is 
the year 1915.
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Judy: Mar 15, 1966 Tues - !ere will be a discussion about what is going to 
happen. It might be dissolved with half going to Jameston and half into town. It’s 
keeping us on pins and needles anyway.

!e meeting, which lasted 2 ½ hours, was termed by Marj, “a rather gory meet-
ing.” !ere was quite a hullabaloo made by some of the old timers. One brother, in 
answer to complaining remarks, said “it was true that it would be farther for some 
to go, but across the street seemed too far to go to church for some. He thought 
in many cases the people were not so worried about what church they attend but 
mighty particular about what church they stay away from!”

Marj: At last they had a standing vote. !e Souths stood together, every last 
one (although not sitting together) with the others who were willing to uphold 
the proposed merger recommended by general authorities.

Judy: !e vote was 64 for consolidation and 57 against and those who were 
against were sure outspoken! !e stake president said he would call President 
Joseph Fielding Smith for the decision and we WILL abide by his decision!

!e line was drawn along the school boundary, with those to the south be-
ing incorporated into the Jameston ward and those to the north to be included in 

the Idaho Falls 15th ward. Marj, concerned about having Susan and Randy 
split o% from supportive school friends, received permission from church 
authorities to go to the I.F. ward, as the kids were attending I.F. schools, 
also with approval from school authorities. As long as there were South 
kids attending Idaho Falls schools, the South family went to Idaho Falls 
to church.

A$er girls’ camp Susan declared, “We had a regular ball. I’ve decided 
15th Ward is the greatest and I’m glad we switched!”

Barry’s Business Plan
Other than the tedious classwork, Barry had a great time at school. 

He was very involved in ward callings and activities, including having the 
main part in the roadshow; he took voice lessons and sang in an opera. He 
dated a lot, playing the #eld. 

Barry: April 19 - I went out four times a week for two weeks and then decid-
ed if I kept that up I’d &unk for sure. Now it’s down to about once a week or less.

A plan Barry got excited about was one he formulated with some ad-
venturous guys he met. !ey would build a sawmill in Island Park, buy 
some timber, build and sell some cabins, build a lodge, and establish a 
boys ranch. !ey formed a partnership, bought some trucks and other 
equipment and took them to the farm, with the intention of building the 
sawmill and transporting it to Island Park.

Barry: “!e Targhee Cabin Company“ is the boys ranch before it is a boys 
ranch and it was the cabin company that bought the two government trucks. One 
truck had a rod out of the engine that will cost us about $300 to repair. 

Barry’s 
Cabin Company 

Brochures
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We went out looking for some equipment and wound up buying $2000 worth 
and we still need a loader. We got an engine and edger and some other things that 
make a pretty good deal. I’ll go home this weekend and get the truck and come 
down to get the stu%. We are going to get a loader in about two weeks.

May 10, 1966 - Last weekend was hectic. I le$ here Friday a$ernoon and took 
the truck to Ogden and picked up some equipment and then Gordon, Wally, 
and I took it to Idaho Falls getting there at 3 AM, unloaded, le$ at 4 AM for 
Ogden. Dropped Gordon, picked up Ken, went to Vernal, near Colorado, picked 
up quickway, le$ Vernal 11 PM to Ogden 8:00 AM. 8:30 AM truck grounded by 
police because of overlength. Came back to Provo. Not much homework done. 
Last week I went out to Vernal to look at the quickway and Bernie had borrowed 
my car to take a load of people to Idaho Falls. I took his little VW to Vernal. When 
I got there the engine stuck, bearing or rod out. Wally brought me home. !is 
week I have to go out sometime to get the car and tow it back. 

Colts & Calves
!e summer before M’Jean le$ for Austria, she had the assignment of tending 

the little calves. “You ought to see your babies,” wrote Myrna. “Pretty big babies. 
Horns too.

Randy: Mar 17, 1966 - !e calves are huge. Massasoit and Pequot are bigger 
than Lambsies and Sagebrush even wow!! You say you are sad for Cochituate 
but Marj says that we might get some more and you will probably be home then. 

!ere were also some new cows on the place, with more to come. Christmas 
presents for Susan and Randy had been quite out of the ordinary. “I bought them 
each a registered black Angus cow, which will calf in July for them,” said Marj. 
“When the 4H club man learned of it, which was immediately, he was down here to 
get the kids registered in the club again. He wants them to show them in the fair.” 

Traded Kerosene Refrigerator
Marj: Dec13, 1965 - We have a big black mare we traded Warren for our ker-

osene refrigerator. She foals in March and he wants the foal. We will sell her then, 
and put the proceeds into calves, perhaps.

Jun 23, 1966 - We had to sell one of the registered black Angus cows because 
she had swallowed hardware, wire or nails. I put the money in saving, with which, 
I intend to replace that cow. It’s about as much fun to “expect” calves as to “expect” 
colts and I’m sure that at least it’s more pro#table. 

!e surviving black Angus they called “Bess.” “Bess had her calf,” re-
ported Susan. “It’s half Angus and half Hereford. It is really cute like a little 
white-faced black bear.” 

Marj: I wish you could see Bess our registered black Angus. She’s beautiful! 
Just square, but always so dirty. Calves cute too.

Barry: Apache has had her colt, a #lly from “Maverick.“ It’s a white horse 
with brown and gray and black markings. !e markings are almost perfectly 
symmetrical and makes a real cute colt. 

Susan: Flaxy had a colt and it’s the bestest! Just like her, only with a crooked 
blaze and spots! It’s mine and I am taking her to the fair on the 19th. Blackfoot.

Marj: Red Colt is still rather bony. Randy is breaking him. 

Miji Note: That big old kerosene refrigerator, which Nick Nicholson had helped Marj acquire in 1957 had been very useful in Island Park, but as the cabin had been sold, it was no longer need-ed. Marj’s brother, Warren, who always had horses, was still living without electricity. Warren wanted the refrigera-tor, so Marj got “Queen.”
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Randy: Mar 29, 1966 - I am 
breaking Red all by myself. Isn’t 
that something. Last Sunday I 
took him for a real long run and 
I didn’t know he could ever run 
so fast. !en I rode Flaxy, from 
the end of the pasture in front 
of the house to the corral. I re-
ally let her open up and I really 
can’t describe how fast she was 
going, but she was really opened 
up hard. I hope to break White 
Cloud to ride shortly. My colt 
now is pretty big, friendly and is 
broken to lead.

Jul 10, 1966 - Well I have Red 
Cloud broke to a bridle now. I’m 

going to ride him in the parade this year, I think he will be an excellent horse. 

Nose to the Grindstone
While everyone else was reveling in being out of school, Marj once again hit the 

road, driving to Pocatello for classes at ISU: “Advanced Grammar, Human Growth 
and Development, and Philosophy - 9 hours. First class 7:30, second, 8:30 and third 
9:30. Home by 11:30.” Just in time to irrigate! “I am the irrigator this summer on 
this half of the farm. And Norman and Jenkins are supposed to be doing the other 
half.” She got help, of course. Myrna was a veteran irrigator. 

Myrna: Jun 20, 1966 - !is morning we went irrigating and I wound up with 
Robin [almost 6]. We were all through and on our way back to the quonset but 
had to cross the ditch by the house. I was helping her across the ditch and threw 
her in. She said she was afraid of that. 

With Marj at school, another chore fell to Myrna--cooking for Barry and his 
partners, building their sawmill in the quonset. “I’ve ridden horses once, cooked 

three meals a day for a while,” she wrote. “Been 
using recipes, quite creative. Some of things are 
pretty good. I got some compliments on my 
stew and dumplings.”

Milking
!e milk cow, Pet, had been milked through 

the winter on the neighbor’s place. In the spring, 
she was turned over to amateurs. “!e cow is 
here now and we all take our turns milking it,” 
said Barry. “No one is very good at it.”

Myrna: Jul 10, 1966 - Did we ever tell you 
about juicing the boss? Boy you really missed 
out, that’s a ball. You get on each side of her with 
the bucket in the middle and start squeezing. 

Susan  & Randy 
(Two young friends, center)

“Marj and the kids and I 
went to the 4-H fair to see 

Sue and Randy 
show their colts. (Judy)

Jenny South
& friends
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It took us about one 
hour each time. It’s 
not too easy. !e #rst 
time nobody told us 
how, just said go milk 
Pet. We were getting 
nowhere when Judy‘s 
grandfather came out 
and took over. 

He taught us a lit-
tle about it. Next day 
we go try again. We 
got the bucket 1/2 full, about 1 gallon, when she sticks her mucky foot in the 
bucket. She stepped on my toe too. We took a bottle next time. Every time we got 
a little milk we dumped in the bottle. We #nally learned you tie a rope around her 
back legs so she can’t tip over the bucket. 

!e milkers had a short reprieve when Pet dried up to calve. “Pet had a cute 
black calf,” said Myrna. We had to milk her a$erwards. I’m the fastest milker in the 
family.” 

Barry’s Sawmill
Building a sawmill from scratch was a task full of snags and delays. Barry and 

his partners spent days in the Quonset trying to get ready to transport it to Island 
Park. Randy, with his arm in a cast from his latest surgery, was Barry’s shadow. 

Marj: He is out from morning until 10 o’clock or 11 o’clock at night with 
Barry and Barry’s crew, constructing, reconstructing or working on trucks or 
sawmill. Myrna is feeding them. I help with dishes usually, or do them. 

No matter how swamped she was, Marj couldn’t stand to let dirty dishes sit, 
and it was hard to keep her out of the dishpan. On Saturday, June 11, David spent all 
day helping Barry and his partners. As they were so far behind schedule, he spent 
all day Sunday the 12th, as well. On Sunday night he wrote: 

David: Jun 12, 1966 - It is 11 p.m. and Barry and associates are trying to get 
everything ready to go to Island Park at 4 a.m. I hope they make it. !ey sure are 
getting discouraged about all of their delays. 

!e land in Island Park where Barry set up his sawmill was land Marj had 
bought a few years earlier out on the &at, south of Barney’s sawmill. She deeded the 
property to the partnership. !e guys lived in the little old cabins still in camp. !ey 
bought timber, sawed logs, built a couple of cabins for sale, and started building 
their lodge. Launching into that dangerous work, Barry and his greenhorn partners 
kept their guardian angels on their toes.

Barry: Jul 24, 1966 - We have a good start at building a house that is bigger 
than the one in I.F. !e mill is running quite well and we have a lot of timber out 
now. We haven’t made many sales but I think it will get better. 

It’s quite a riot working with these guys up here. Lots of laughs and so on. We 
have had our share of close calls too. !ey fell a tree on the same chainsaw two 

David & Marj
Barry’s sawmill out on 
the open flat. Built on 
property Marj bought in 
1961.
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di%erent times and the crane gets broken down every little 
while, but the guys are getting better at the things they are 
doing. 

Myrna: Jun 20, 1966 - Two of the guys were work-
ing on cutting down a tree and when they couldn’t control 
it they threw the chainsaw and ran. !e chainsaw (their 
brand new one) got sort of crumpled up. 

David -  Promtion
About the time David #nished his #rst semester, he 

received a promotion, doing computer programming, 
and a $50 raise. What’s more, he was to have an o"ce 
in Idaho Falls. No more traveling to Arco, which would 
save him 3 hours a day. Two weeks of training, one in 
Seattle and one in Portland, at company expense was 
part of the deal. 

David: Jun 12, 1966 About your birthday time [M’Jean, 
July 1st] I go to work on a new job. My duties will be to 
write programs for the computer instead of running it. My 
new employer will be Idaho Nuclear Corporation. !ey are 
taking over most of Phillips contract and employees. 

On July 22, 1966, David and his family were enjoying the swimming pool at 
the University Inn in Seattle. “David went to school in Seattle all week and ended 
up with probably the highest grades in the whole class,” said Judy. “It was a farce for 
him.” When they arrived in Portland, they found that the second week of school 
had been canceled. !ey had a wonderful trip, however, taking daily sightseeing 
excursions. Memorable were the space needle and the USS Missouri, the largest 
battleship ever made. Robin and Jenny rode on a carousel, one of the three largest 
in the world. !ey spent time by the ocean and stayed one night in a cabin right by 
the beach.

Hey Hay!
Marj probably had not wanted to let David out of her sight until one big project 

was completed. Mid-July she wrote: “!e hay is up. !at has been quite a worry.”

Playing in Island Park
In winter David worked hard. In summer he played hard and made sure ev-

eryone else did too. !ere were #shing trips, &oat trips, trail rides, camping trips. 
Sometimes it was just family, and sometimes neighbors and relatives went along.

Judy: On the 4th of July he took Marj and family, Allen Knapp (cousin), and 
Bishop Johnson and family to the Bu%alo. !ey had the canoe and two rubber 
boats. !ey started up at Chick Creek and ended at Pond‘s. Anyway it was a real 
adventure and everyone but Nanette, Jenny, and I got very wet and very cold.

Myrna: We put our boats in at Chick Creek and &oated, carried, pushed, 
pulled them all the way to Ponds. It got chilly and the little kids (Robin and 
Johnson kids) got some skeeter bites.

Judy & David
In winter David worked 

hard. In summer he 
played hard and made 

sure everyone else did.
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More Island Park Excursions
Myrna: Jul 10, 1966 - We are on the way home from Island Park. I am wet 

from 3 inches below the waist on down. David took our whole family and Robin. 
Barry showed us the sawmill. It even works. We went to the Bu%alo a couple miles 
above Wallins’ and had lunch. !en David and Randy went to #shing. Marj, Sue, 
Robin, and I started &oating down in the rubber boat. !e mosquitoes weren’t too 
bad and the sun was pretty warm. It wasn’t but a few minutes till we got our feet 
wet; sooner or later we were soaked. 

We had to get out several times to pull the boat over the windfalls, a good 20 of 
them. Sue kept making fun of me for paddling so piddly so once when we were in 
a big open spot I got silly and said sure I like to row fast and we started spinning 
around in circles. We #nally made it to Wallins.’ 

Marj: Jul, 1966 - I go to church and school, and down the Bu%alo twice, I 
should have stayed home. I haven’t had my golf clubs out of the closet. I was up 
until 20 minutes till three last night #nishing an assignment for my linguistics 
class. It is the toughest course of study by far than I have ever taken. I made a ter-
rible mistake of getting behind one week, doing errands for David around here, 
and I’ve never caught up. Today is the #rst day of the last half. I hope I make it 
through.

Yellowstone - Whack the Bear
David and Judy took their family to Yellowstone and camped near Mammoth.

Judy: We saw 13 bear, which was just one bear too many. If we have seen 
only two bear, it would have been one to many. Have you a recollection of your 
Yellowstone bear? [Miji Note: !e one standing over Marj’s head--How could I 
forget?] We have one, too. He bent the chrome and mirror on the car trying to 
get in the trunk a$er our food. !en he came and laid against the tent &ap be-
hind which Robin, Jenny Lynn, and Nanette, David and I were sleeping. David 
whacked him with an ax handle and he never came back. We saw 10 moose, 10 
elk, one coyote, and 30 di%erent kinds of wild&owers. 

Selling Horses
!e horse-raising picture changed 

when the market for Appaloosa horses 
dropped. 

David: You know, you fall 
into these businesses like raising 
Appaloosa brood stock, and of 
course, our luck was never really, 
really good. We got in at the wrong 
time. !e horses were expensive 
then. By time we had enough of them 
to start selling them, the price had 
gone to nothing. 

When we had about 30 
Appaloosas that seemed like 50, I 
began selling and even giving horses 
away. I gave one horse to a guy who 
bought one of our houses. Part of the 
deal was getting a free horse when 
you bought a house, and his kids 
knew it. !ey wouldn’t leave him 
alone. !ey wanted that horse. 

Nanette, Robin, 
Jenny South
“When we had about 30 
Appaloosas that seemed 
like 50, I began selling 
and even giving horses 
away.” (David)



1224 Targhee Ties

One time I traded 5 unbroke ones for one broke one. So I had 
me a good, broke horse. 

And I traded a boat for one, and it was an old beat-up boat.  
A$er I had it around for a while, I didn’t dare use it. I #nally just 
took it out in the yard and burned it and got rid of it. But I was 
ahead, because I didn’t have to feed that horse that I’d traded the 
guy. 

Lucky Daze, the beautiful Appaloosa stallion, was sold in 
October, 1965, at the Golden Spike horse sale in Ogden. Some 
of the other horses were sold in the ring, at a disappointing 
price. In March, 1966, Randy reported, “We sold Comanche 
and Bay in the sale Saturday.” 

Marj: We’ll only get $160 approximately. I think we’ll sell 
Cricket to Bishop Ricks and maybe Star to Verdean Bodily. But 
I do sort of hate to see Star go! David likes so much riding her.

David: Star was mostly Paso Fino, a South American breed, 
considered by some experts as the Rolls-Royce of smooth gaited 
horses. !ey use a single foot gait, not natural to other breeds. 
Most horses travel with 2 feet in motion and 2 feet on the ground. 
!ey go from a gentle walk to a rough trot. But with its single foot 
gait, a Paso Fino travels with only 1 foot in motion and three on 
the ground. !ey use a super fast walk that’s as smooth and steady 
as sitting on a bench. Star could travel as fast as a trotting horse, 
but without the joust and bounce. On Star, a rider could cover a lot 

of distance at a fast pace and do it comfortably. !at made trail rides with 
family and friends extremely fun for me. 

Nevertheless, though the Appaloosas and Star were fun and in-
teresting, they were very unpro#table. Horse-raising is a tough enter-
prise.

Marj:  Oh, we sold Feathers to the Forest Service. She’s a better 
horse than they deserve. But she’s gone now and so is Bay Lady and 
Comanche and I don’t miss any of them. 

44 Years Worth of Junk
!e Forest Service had been hounding Marj to clean up the campsite in Island 

Park. Since 1922, when the Targhee Tie Company was established at the Island Park 
Siding, with perhaps 200 people over the years to leave a trail of trash, and with 
trappings of three di%erent sawmills, the amount of accumulated junk scattered 
over those few acres was pretty signi#cant.

!e 200 people were gone, the sawmills were gone, and what was le$, was the 
scattered junk. !e way the Forest Service #gured, it was all on Marj to clean it up. 

In her letter of December 29, 1966, to the Forest Service, she reported hiring a 
front end loader to bury accumlated junk at a cost of $350. !at was a lot of money 
for her. !e good thing about it  was that it went to Barry. Barry had worked for a 
neighbor, Mel Empey, who had some big equipment, which he was able to use for 
the project.

Miji Note: 

How do you like 

the way Marj 

gets in her little 

dig at the Forest 

Service?

Randy
“This is Pebbles. You know 
like Pebbles Flintstone, She 
is Bishop Ricks’s filly. Red’s 

half-sister and Cricket’s 
daughter. And of  course 

loveable ME!” (Randy)
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Barry: He lived not too far from us on the farm. 
He had a business of grading and paving, and I was do-
ing quite a few parking lots and a few other roads for 
him. !ere was also a time when I used his loader. I 
borrowed it. His loader was in Island Park. For 3 to 4 
days I worked at cleaning up the trash at the Island Park 
campsite. !ere was just a lot of junk there, old sawmill 
and car parts. Gene Jones’ old house was still there. 

I burned most of the other houses, gathered up the 
ashes and buried them. I buried all that stu% in that 
clearing out where the garbage dump used to be. 

Boulders
Barry: I took his loader up to Split Creek and 

brought those black boulders down and put them in 
front of Marj‘s house. I was running that second saw-
mill with partners. I bought a truck from Hill Air Force 
Base. I did a pretty stupid thing. It was a heavy loader. 
!e load was heavier than that truck should have car-
ried. I drove it really slowly and pretty darn carefully.

Myrna: July 1966 - Barry brought some big black 

obsidian boulders down 
and we have a hedge of 
them around the front of 
the house. 

When Red Cloud got 
close he started to turn 
around (this was the #rst 
time the horses had seen 
them). I got o% and started 
to lead him by the rocks. 
He braced all 4 feet the way 
you expect a mule to and 
started pulling back. !en 
he’d come and inch closer, 
his nose stuck out sni"ng 
for all he was worth till he 
#nally licked it, and now it 
doesn’t bother him. 

Randy came gallop-
ing up on Flaxy and she 
nearly dumped him when 
she saw the rocks. We will 
have to take a picture and 
show you. 

Miji Note: Fortunately it was Barry Marj was paying.

Marj’s postscript reads:
P.S. Agreed, the buildings 
are not very valuable--but 
for the fact that we still 
need them--but we’ll get 
them removed, also, when 
we can.
Marjorie South
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Myrna - Miss Idaho Falls Pageant
One member of the family attained somewhat of celebrity status. 

Myrna was selected as one of the top ten, then the top #ve, in the 1966 
Miss Idaho Falls pageant.

Myrna: Jun 3, 1966 – Dear M’Jean, You remember the night at Ricks you 
suggested I should try out for Miss Idaho Falls? Well, Monday night charm 
school starts. In 5 weeks, by talent night, they select the top ten. I’m on a 
100-calorie per day until Monday.

Jun 20, 1966 Mon - Last week at charm school we exercised for a long time 
(I wore your leotards) and had a lesson on voice and diction. Which do you 
think would be better to play for the talent night, a selection from Tchaikovsky 
Concerto or the Brahms Rhapsody Number Two? Or can you think of some-
thing else that would be better? !ree minutes.

In Idaho Falls, shopping with Judy, Myrna found a striking blue for-
mal for talent night, and a$er a long shopping day with Marj in Pocatello, 
she found a stunning white lace-covered gown. “Marj is way behind in 
philosophy and has a test tomorrow,” said Myrna. “It’s too bad she had to 
spend 6 ½ hours with me yesterday.”

All of the family was excited for Myrna. !e talent performances 
were shown on TV. Little brother Randy reported: 

Randy: Today was the big day for Myrna. I stayed home from church to 
watch the pageant preview and I thought she did really quite well she looks 
very pretty and I think she has a real good chance and I am not a judge.” 

Judy: Sure excited about Myrna! She is one of the top 10 in the pageant. 
Last Friday was talent night. She was absolutely beautiful. Her music was beau-
tiful too. I am so very excited for her!!! 

Barry: Myrna is doing pretty well in the Miss Idaho Falls contest now.
Susan: Myrna looks tops. She looks pretty ni$y in her $3 white and gold 

swimsuit, her $6 blue formal, and $44 white gown for the pageant. 

On July 24th Marj watched three of her kids in the parade, Susan 
and Randy riding their horses, and Myrna riding on the Lions Club &oat 
in her formal.

Grandma Mabel: Myrna did look very sweet in the pageant. Even I could 

tell her piano piece was superior. She was modest and prettier than any of the 

others.

“!ey put height weight and measurements on the program,” said Myrna. “You 
walk out over the stage and #ve rows of seats on a ramp. !ey’re going to know 
about you everything there is to know.” A judged event before the pageant was the 
luncheon, to which Myrna wore an out#t borrowed from her hostess: yellow suit 
and hat and gloves and shoes. “I was a knockout!”

Final report to the missionary in Austria from the beauty queen in the Miss 
Idaho Falls Pageant: “!e pageant went well. I got the most applause for my talent. 
I was the #rst one named in the top #ve.”

Myrna Lynn South
“The pageant went well. 
I got the most applause 
for my talent. I was the 

first one named in the top 
five.” (Myrna)
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Palisades Trail Ride
!e day following the pageant: back to vacationing hard and fast with David. 

Myrna: Well next morning I took my wiglet out--my hair was so pretty. 
Headed for Palisades with David and Al. Rode horses seven miles each way, saw 
two lakes, slept outside. Real fun. Saturday night got back.

David, working all the while at Phillips, saw his days numbered before he would 
have to return to double duty, both work and school. !e trail ride was followed by 
another canoe trip in David’s new $265 canoe down the Bu%alo River with Myrna, 
Susan, and Randy. Marj got a turn &oating from the head of the Snake River down 
to Mack’s Inn. !en came Yellowstone and Cooke City.

Red Lodge - Cooke City
For years Marj had wanted to drive the 2 ½ hour scenic route between Red 

Lodge and Cooke City, Montana.  In July, she wrote, “I wish I had a longer vacation 
between school and school. I do think we will make it to Cooke City this year. !is 
is our solid intention.” 

August 29, 1966, Marj, David’s family, Barry, Myrna, Susan, Randy, along with 
Bill South and cousin Mary Jane, who drove from Salt Lake, le$ for Yellowstone for 
a two-day camping trip. Judy described the famous drive as “Absolutely fantastic! 
!e summit is over 10,000 feet high and the view is absolutely breathtaking. Lake 
a$er late, mountain a$er mountain, roads, valleys, until you feel lightheaded.”  

Back to School
All too soon the short vacation was over and it was back to school. For Marj, 

again it was both day and night.

Marj: My two day vacation with Bill and Mary Jane was nice. I think I en-
joyed it more than anyone else. 

I hate like poison to do two classes, three hour classes, both, and teach school. 
It works me to death and leaves no time for anything else, but suppose they con-
&icted next summer and I couldn’t get them both worked into my schedule. I am 
determined to #nish next summer, come heck or high water. My last summer in 
captivity. 

Tragic Accident - Heartbreaking Funeral
August 31, 1966, a tragic train/car accident took the lives of cousin Saundra 

Walker Covert, her younger brother, 13-year old Dennis Walker, and Saundra’s 
4-year-old daughter Judy Covert. 

Barry was requested to sing “Go to Sleep My Little Buckaroo” at the funeral, 
September 3rd. He arrived from Island Park the night before. He was accompanied 
by Myrna.

Barry - Season End
At summer’s end Barry was le$ on his own. (BYU term started late September.)

Myrna: Sep 13, 1966 - Last week Gordon and Ken went to teach school. 
Wally had to get a job, &at broke, so I went to the sawmill to help Barry. I stayed 
all week. I helped nail sheathing on a roof, load lumber, cut up shakes, load the 
skid way. 
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Cattle Drive
Saturday morning at 4:00 AM 

Warren picked me up. We went to 
the railroad ranch and helped drive 
the cattle to the stockyards. It was 
fun, but I nearly froze to death; if he 
hadn’t loaned me some gloves I don’t 
think I’d have made it. I was the only 
one without hat and boots. You nev-
er saw so much dust. I had gray hair, 
face and eyebrows by the end. About a 

mile from the stockyards the family caught up to the cattle (you see they were just 
arriving.) I let Randy #nish the cattle drive and went in the truck. 

Lodge - “Outlaw”
David had arrived to help #nish putting up the ra$ers on the new lodge. 

“Quite a cabin,” said Myrna. “Huge, big #replace, lots of windows, four bedrooms, 
the ra$ers reach from ground to roof on one side.”

Did you know the family is still outlaw? We go #shing in Moose Creek (that’s 
illegal). We go at night (that’s illegal). We use &ashlights (that’s illegal). We use 
pitchforks (that’s illegal). We catch salmon. You guessed it they’re spawning and 
aren’t fair game. !ere are gobs of them, they’re huge, 12 to 16 inches or more 
I don’t know. We pick up about 24 a night. We’ve only gone about 4 times or I 
should say Barry has. I went 3 times, even forked a #sh. Sue and Randy took a 
turn too. If we only dared take them to the smoke house!

Randy - Susan - Barry
Randy: When I turned twelve, my mother let me drive the family car when 

we picked up the fast o%erings in the country. I looked forward to that respon-
sibility each fast Sunday, the #rst Sunday of each month, because she let me do 
the driving!

Marj: It seems funny to have Sue in choir (David, choir director) and Randy 
passing sacrament. (12th birthday Sep 18th.)

Even with all his hard work, Barry was short on money for school, which wor-
ried Marj. “I don’t know what to do about it. He has to go to school or he’ll be 
dra$ed so fast.” Barry managed to get into school and enjoyed his studies much 
more a$er switching from engineering to business. “As for dating,” he said, “I am 
still playing the #eld. !at is still a lot of fun.” 

Marj: Oct 21, 1966 - Barry‘s military classi#cation came today. 2S. Safe for 
a while. 

Rented Quonset
Marj had a chance to make some money o% the Quonset in October, 1966. “We 

rented our quonset to the R. T. French and Co for $300. !at ought to help a little 
on farm payment.” “!ey rented it for spuds and put in over 500,000 pounds,” said 
David. “!at is a lot of eating. But man, was that a job cleaning it out for them! 
You wouldn’t believe the amount of junk that can accumulate in such a short time.” 
Barry had lumber and stu% he had to get out also.

Never a Dull Moment
Marj: We tied for 2nd place with our roadshow. [Wild West theme - Marj, 

drama director.] I understand we got knocked down points because of “Saloon” 
painted above the saloon door. (No one seemed to object to our killing 4 brave 

Cattle Drive from the   
Railroad Ranch to the 

stockyards. 
“It was fun but I nearly 

froze to death. You never 
saw so much dust. About 

a mile from the stock-
yards the family caught 

up. I let Randy finish the 
cattle drive and went in 

the truck.” (Myrna)



Targhee Ties   1229

men in cold blood.)
We butchered Hobo. He is in the deep freeze.
One of the horses kicked out a window, outside layer 

only, in the living room last week. It’s one of the side win-
dows on the south. 

I am debating whether to take Randy in to the see the 
doctor. Red stumbled tonight and threw him headlong 
into the sand hill and I am suspicious he has a broken bone 
below his elbow. I haven’t been able to get the line [Party 
line in those days].

Judy sang “I Believe“ in church Sunday night and I was 
holding Nanette, and Nanette started-- her lip trembling 
#rst and from there to loud wailing. When Judy came to 
“Every time I hear a newborn baby cry,” it was a toss up 
who was loudest. Finally had to take her out.

I think Barry intends to have his gang here during the 
holidays to work on equipment. !at’s a job, cooking for 
them.

My Christmas present from Barry—repair window of the house in living 
room horses kicked out.

Barry’s 3 pals were here the whole while for meals, and meals were never on 
time. Waiting for them. !ey tracked so much dirt in from the Quonset. 

Myrna: Jan 10, 1967 – Susan broke her arm in PE tumbling. She dove over 4 
kids, turned a somersault but cracked her elbow. She has a little trouble wearing 
her clothes. We traded coats because hers won’t #t over her cast. 

Marj: Apr 9, 1967 - I was really proud of Judy. She looked so little and so 
sweet and so young and so good [conductor, Singing Mothers Concert]. She was 
the only one who didn’t use her hands (used baton), and most women who use 
their hands use them so they do not appear to be hands, but &ippers. 

Marj: !e 6 x 8 valentine [Marj’s birthday on Valentine’s Day] that Sue and 
Randy gave me was from “your little black sheep.“ Once Randy told her she 
looked pretty. She rolled her eyes and collapsed on the &oor! He said, “I just said 
you look pretty.“ She said, “I know it, but coming from you!“ 

Betty - Violin Lessons
Susan and Randy were without a violin teacher for quite a while when 

Mr. Mealy had surgery. Marj tried valiantly to keep them going on their 
practicing, but there was a long dry spell with no teacher. 

When Betty Benthin Petree moved back to Idaho Falls from 
Connecticut, she taught the kids for a few months. Marj felt indebted to 
Betty for housing M’Jean in Connecticut and gi$ed her a horse. “I present-
ed her with White Cloud,” said Marj, “and she accepted quite graciously.”

Betty boarded her on the farm, and she and Frank and their two kids, 
Jeannie and Jim, came out on weekends to ride White Cloud and Flaxy.

Surprise Colt
Marj: !e funniest thing you can imagine happened! Nobody knew that 

White Cloud (belongs to Betty Petree, now, remember?) was expecting. 
But lo and behold, one night I heard a racket outside my bedroom window 

and I turned on the outside light, then there stood a shiny white tottering colt 
who couldn’t decide who her mother was, and was confounding Susie and me 
on the issue quite thoroughly, too. We froze for a half hour trying in vain to sep-
arate the colt from the geldings who were picking on her and getting Cricket to 

Betty Benthin Petree, 
the kids’ music teacher,
nervously mounted on Flaxy.
“I presented her with White 
Cloud,” said Marj, “And she
accepted quite graciously.”

Judy South
“I was so proud of  Judy. She was 
the only conductor who used a 
baton. Most women who use their 
hands--they do not appear to be 
hands, but flippers.” (Marj)
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pay some attention to it. Sue (in night-
gown) #nally got her arms around the 
colt, and then White Cloud came over 
and we began to get suspicious that the 
colt was White Cloud’s. It is pure white! 

I suppose we should have guessed 
sooner. Anyway we had to go wake 
David at 1 o’clock in the morning and 
he helped. A$er another half hour we 
went back to bed, and the colt and 
mother were in the other pasture, iso-
lated. 

!e next morning I called Betty 
from the o"ce and told her to brace 
herself, she had two horses. She was 
simply delighted.

Violin Progress
Susan: April 9, 1967 - I like Betty 

lots for a teacher and for what she 
assigns us also. I’m working on the 

Kabalevsky Violin Concerto and a Grieg 
sonata plus a trio with Randy and Jeannie [Petree]. Also on Midnight Bells by 
Kreisler, and a quintet with Betty, Serrine (sp) and two other guys. It’s the Brahms 
Quintet.

Betty taught the kids for a short period, helped select a new violin for Randy 
(which Marj traded other instruments for), and set up a teaching studio for Myrna 
in her basement. Marj was delighted to have Betty teaching Susan and Randy and 
to hear her evaluation of their abilities and of the &exibility of Randy’s injured hand.

Marj: She confessed that she was scared of Sue. She claims that never has 
she had a student before (Clyn came the closest) that has the stu% bubbling out 
of them without Betty’s #rst having to pour it into them (violinists, of course). So 
now she is faced with the teaching of a unique person and she is scared. She hopes 
she will get along and not dampen any of the innate “stu%.“ 

I was overjoyed to hear Betty‘s appraisal of the hand situation. Randy‘s hand 
isn’t too bad, she thinks. Much better than she had been led to believe and she 
said he certainly had a good feel for the violin. She hopes to have them to do a 
double violin number (Shudder, shudder). 

[That remark--a reflection of the periodically turbulent brother-sister relationship!]

Randy: !e duties we were supposed to attend to as soon as we got home 
included our daily stint sawing back and forth on our respective violins. Ha! !at 
happened once in a while but mostly the watching of TV took precedence over 
practicing. Susan’s favorite program for the #rst thirty minutes was “I Love Lucy.” 
Bah Hum Bug! Chuck Connors as the “Ri&eman” was on the other channel. So 
we would take turns day to day as to which of the two channels to watch, eight 
or three. !e second program favorite was “!e Wild Wild West” and we never 
argued over that one.

Farm Transformations
Little by little, by the sweat of the brow, the old run-down farm continued to 

Marj & Randy
“Virtuosi”

Marj, looking like the 
real deal in the cute posed 
picture, wished she could 
have studied piano--made 

sure her kids had the 
chance to study music.
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be transformed. Marj and David slaved on 
weekends, and then during the brief spring 
break, when Marj had report cards to work 
on and 4 midterm exams to study for, they 
took on the project of staking out the big 
pasture between the front of the house and 
the creek, for leveling. 

Marj: It would have been so nice to 
take things easy today, but we worked 
hard all day cleaning on the farm. We 
moved the chicken coop and burned two 
great big piles of trash, dead trees, weeds, 
debris, the place looks better, and you 
know the feeling it gives, kind of clean 
feeling. But I got so cold I can’t get warm. 

Pasture to Grain Field
Marj: Jun 8, 1967 - We have had a lot of rain lately. We are glad. We have 

leveled the front #eld in front of the house and planted it into pasture with a nurse 
crop of grain and I was so afraid it wouldn’t grow, but it is growing. We can see 
all the grain in the little rows coming through. Of course this is when everybody 
else’s is a foot high, but we had to wait for the man to come level the #eld and then 
for the ditcher to come make the ditches to water it, so we just got it done. 

!e front of our place looks so di%erent now I can hardly recognize it when 
I go by and when it all comes up and turns green, I’m waiting for the day. Many 
remark about how di%erent the place looks. 

Randy: !e pasture out front--not a pasture anymore--is leveled and is 
growing grain about 6 inches high.

Myrna: Looks neat the way the grain is coming up out in front.

Ford Tractor
Judy: Mar 31, 1967 Fri - David traded the old tractor and $150 for a small 

Ford tractor. Randy is just crazy about the Ford.
Randy: Driving any moving contraption has always been of great interest to 

me. At harvest times, I was solicited to drive the little Ford tractor, that pulled a 
home-made slip. !e slip hauled the hay. !at was my #rst driving experience. I 
really thought that was cool! A$er a couple of years, I was driving that tractor all 
over the farm and down to the neighbors. 

College - Success & Social Whirl
!e school year following the Miss Idaho Falls Pageant, Myrna was a junior at 

BYU, and she was having a blast. Besides her busy social life, she performed her 
junior piano recital, which the family attended.

Barry had switched from engineering to business. “I have decided to try 
my hand at some business classes next semester. We formed a corporation a$er 
Christmas and I am thinking that business may help me more than engineering.” 
He also made a switch in his dating, from playing the #eld, to narrowing the #eld. 

He took Elinor Moss to Myrna’s recital, took her home to the farm, and up to 
Island Park. It was the beginning of a serious courtship.

Burned Up Engine
Marj: May 23, 1967 - Bad news! We ordered some new gasoline [for tank 

Marj
“It would have been so nice to 
take things easy today, but we 
worked hard all day cleaning 
on the farm. But I got so cold 
I can’t get warm.”
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on the farm] and it had fuel oil in it and it burned out my motor. It happened on 
the way home from Pocatello last Tuesday night and I had to hitchhike home. I 
got a ride in a GMC diesel (didn’t think to count the wheels), and had to climb 
so high! I wondered all the time how I’d get out in my pencil slim skirt, without 
a parachute; I made it somehow, with the trucker standing beneath me--to catch 
me in case I might fall. Well anyway, he wasn’t going o% the oil so when we got to 
the Shelley exit I walked for a mile and a half or so and #nally got a ride home and 
then David had to take me back down and tow mine home, which he did with a 
long rope and now I know just how a glider pilot feels. 

Jun 8, 1967 "ur- We are still without a car so we are running the wheels 
o% David’s going to Betty’s [violin lessons], and to shop, (not o$en) and to take 
Susan into town for drivers training twice a day. It’s pretty messy. School starts 
in Pocatello Monday (the homestretch), and so if the guy doesn’t have it #xed by 
then it is going to be rough around here. 

Jun 19, 1967 (abt) It rained hard in Pocatello today and I got drenched. I’m in 
a car pool and I hate carpools but with one car broke down it became a must. I 
had no choice. But I have to walk from upper campus to lower campus, have #ve 
minutes to do it in and I can’t. I’m always late for my lit class. !en up I go again 
for my third class, uphill this time, and late again. I wish it had rained here as hard 
as down there for the grain’s sake as well as my sake. 

New Calves
Raising calves had taken precedence over raising horses, although some were 

destined for the larder. 
 Marj: Dec 13, 1966 - We have a new calf from Layton‘s, for the express pur-

pose of butchering and eating. !e kids want “Cochituate,” but I am trying to 
outvote them in favor of something edible, like “Caramel.” We are going to get 
about two or three more, so I won’t have to save the meat in the deep freeze. I am 
always saving it.

Jan 20, 1967 - We bought two three-day-old calves from Laytons. Both of 
them died. Old Bess (registered Black Angus) and her calf (male and unnamed as 
yet) are doing well. !e prettiest calf you ever didn’t see. 

April 24, 1967 - We bought two registered black Angus heifers the other day. 
!ey can be bred in a few months so they will calve a year from now. It will be 
something to have calves start to come as thick as colts did for a while. Bess’s calf 
is as big as these heifers and she’ll calve in July, I think. I hope the percentage of 
females is the same as with the Colts, but our #rst was a male. 

Jun 8, 1967 - We have another Cochituate—(how the devil you spell it I don’t 
know) we intend to keep, not eat. We didn’t want to hang that name on another 
we intended to butcher!

The Menagerie
Marj: David bought two dozen chickens for his kids to take care of and they 

are growing like weeds. 
Judy: May 10, 1967 - We have 24 chickens in a box in the house and boy do 

they stink. I’ll sure be glad when they’re big enough to kick out into the chicken 
coop. !e girls really like them. 

Susan: Apr 9, 1967 - Well you know about the geese by now, don’t you? !ree 
of ‘em. One gray, (boy, and his name is Dick), and two white ones (girls, one is 
Henny Poo and the other is Winnie Poo). Since it’s gotten warmer they’ve been 
laying eggs, but every time they do the dogs get ‘em and eat ‘em. We have two 
dogs, Blanca, the Samoyed, and we just got another one, Du%y, a beagle. !ey’re 
really great fun, but I’d take Lady back anytime. [David’s dog, Lady, had to be sold 
when it dragged home the neighbor’s pig.]
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Marj: Apr 24, 1967 - Our geese le$ for so long I 
was really worried, but they have come back. I missed 
them. I guess the dogs were bothering the nest. We 
have one goose egg in the house, you ought to see it. 
What if it would hatch! 

Jun 8, 1967 - !e geese have two goslings among 
the three of them. !e kids saw them for the #rst time 
yesterday. I’d like to see them. 

Randy: !e geese were downright scary! !ey 
would hiss and snarl when you got close and would 
not take any gu% from even the biggest animals on the 
place. !e horses would not even get close. !e dogs 
gave them a wide berth also. 

Myrna: Jun 24, 1967 - Today I spent with David 
and Barry doing errands in the morning then #shing this a$ernoon. Now we 
have chickens, geese, sheep, cows, garden. !e garden is growing pretty well.

Randy: !e sheep were great for keeping the weeds down but not much fun 
to play with. !ey were also the wimpiest critters imaginable. Any little inconve-
nience to them and they would bawl and carry on. One got just a little bit tangled 
up in a rope once and just laid down and died. Sheep take a lot of care.

Susan: Aug 25, 1967 - About a week or so ago when the Ricks kids were out 
here, my sheep Sybil wrapped her chain around and around some weed until she 
choked to death. I remembered from going hunting with David that unless you 
slaughter an animal a short time a$er they die they won’t be any good. So I called 
Myrna‘s boyfriend and asked him what to do because he majored in some class 
that had to do with animal study. He didn’t know but his dad told me to string up 
the sheep and cut its throat so it could drain. 

I went out to do it when he (Don) came over. All the kids around were scream-
ing and laughing and “ooing and icking” about the skinning job and Don got a 
little touchy. David then came and saved the day.

Birthday Party for Grandma - Jun 4, 1967
!e birthday party in October honoring Grandpa Knapp on his 80th was at the 

home of Marj’s brother Al and was an adult only party. 
Marj planned a di%erent kind of gathering for her moth-
er. “We are trying to have every grandchild and great 
grandchild they have if we can get them there. It will be 
at our place. Mother will get as much fun out of the kids 
as anyone.”

Myrna: Jun 8, 1967 - Grandma’s fake birthday par-
ty was Sunday, June 4th. [On her March 20th birthday it 
would have been cold]. Everybody but Claudia‘s fami-
ly came. We all sort of sat around most of the time till it 
was time to eat. Everybody said hi on the tape recorder. 
Shirley‘s kids sang and Barry did “Ah, Sweet Mystery of 
Life.” I think Grandma liked it. 

Canoeing in Sand Creek
Myrna: Jun 8, 1967 - Yesterday Susan and Randy 

and I took a canoe ride. We paddled downstream nicely, 
turned around and headed back. I was in the rear, suppos-
edly the guiding spot. We went from bank to bank but little 

Ann, Thel, Claudia, 
Grandpa, Bernie, 
Grandma, Al, Marj
Grandpa’s 80th birthday 
party at Al’s house.

Grandpa & Grandma 
Knapp
Baby Davey, Jenny, 
Nanette, Robin
Grandma’s 78th birthday 
party was held on the 
farm. (Photo taken following 
year)
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progress forward. Susan decided to run along the bank to tow us. As she got out 
she saw the geese and announced they had goslings, and that the cows were chas-
ing them. I was still trying to untie a knot in the boat when she started yelling, 
“Come get me out of here.“ She was standing in the creek. A cow had lowered his 
head and chased her so she jumped in. We #nally threw rocks and chased them 
away, started home. 

We were just pulling up on the bank when the kids decided to tip me over. I 
was yelling, but not really scared. I said they wouldn’t dare cause the oars would 
get lost, so they took them out. Both kids were in the water rocking the boat.  

We started to &oat downstream. I kept trying to get out. Susan lost the rope 
and we were on our own, no oars--me in, Randy hanging on and &oating. By 
Hooks’ we got close enough to the bank for Sue to catch the rope. I #nally escaped 
to shore and Susan tried to push me in the water. We had a big #ght like in the 
movies, then Randy got out and tied up the boat. I was helpless. !ey just toppled 
me backwards into the creek. It wasn’t a warm day and what a feeling--all the way 
under in one application. !ings went #ne until we tipped the canoe over and got 
it full of water. So we stopped at Crapos’ trailer house, borrowed his #2 tub and 
a couple dippers and went to work bailing out the canoe. We have such fun on 
our funny farm. 

Trip to Red Fish Lake
Myrna: July, 1967 - Marj had to stay home from the 4th of July weekend 

vacation to study. !e rest of us went to Red Fish Lake, Salmon River country 
near Chalice. Bishop Ricks took his family. We had canoe races and a little swim-
ming. !at water was awfully cold and the mosquitoes discouraged the wearing 
of scanty clothing. Susan, Randy, and Myrna came home with red, sore, sun-
burns. !e place was really beautiful, Sawtooth Mountains with some snow on 
them, a lot of forest, and a beautiful river or creek that was so swi$ and violent it 
was white. I climbed a hill and could see all three at once. It reminded me of what 
we think Austria is supposed to look like. David thinks we will load the canoe and 
all of us into the back of the truck and go to Caribou.

South Family Reunion
!e South Family Reunion took place on the farm on July 15th. !e previous 

year’s reunion had been disappointing. “It wasn’t worth going to,” wrote Myrna. 
Marj’s family volunteered to have the next one on the farm. “I am—believe it or 
not—the hostess,” continued Myrna. “David volunteered me because I was com-
plaining about how crummy it was. I #gure we can swim in the canal (gobs more 
fun than the creek), ride horses, play ball. I think I’ll have everyone register when 
they get here so someone will know who everyone is and who all came.”

In April, Myrna, Barry, and cousins Matt Chipman, Jean and 
Ann Soderberg had met in Salt Lake to plan the event. !e activities 
were preceeded by Myrna’s performance of her junior recital (short-
ened version). In the audience were several reunion attendees.

Graduation - “Out of Captivity”
Marj’s last of three summers of school at ISU proved to be her 

hardest. Timing of classes kept her there all day. “Since my classes are 
so spread out, I intend to take a golf class. !is may carry me along to 
make the long days palatable. Just think, I will have to eat lunch down 
there. I hate it. But like all things, I suppose that this too shall pass.” 
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In August Marj attended rehearsal for commencement and 
started to make all kinds of resolutions about what to do with all 
her free time when school was over.

Myrna: Marj is much more tired of school than usual. She has 
remaining time planned three ways: farming, woodwork, sewing, and 
vacation in Island park. (She’s the one who said three—it’s not me that 
can’t count.)

Marj: School’s great: It’s almost over! Cap and gown Friday and I am 
horri#ed to realize my poor sense of rhythm will keep me out of step in 
the Grand March. I do hope it’s “Pomp and Circumstance.” 

Myrna: Aug 1967 - Friday is Marj‘s graduation. She says things will 
be pretty di%erent a$er she gets out. For instance, she will feed us what 
we are to eat and we don’t eat anything she doesn’t tell us to. If we say 
#nk or liar we get sentenced to a term in the garage. Now you might not 
think that sounds too distressing, but try to picture: real dirty cement 
&oor all covered with junk and some rats (not really), mice, lizards run-
ning around some garbage and a sack of old rotten potatoes that have 
to be sorted and thrown away. I’m sure I’ve drawn the picture quite ade-
quately to convince you of the horror in the fate that awaits us. 

I have to write to Barry and tell him about the graduation so he can give it a 
moment of reverence at the appropriate hour of the day, which is 4 o’clock. !is is 
really a long awaited for event you know. 

Marj: Hurrah! School’s out! I am graduated! I am eligible for a standard cer-
ti#cate to teach school; I have a degree, Bachelor of Arts. I’ve neglected the kids 
ever since I started. I’m going to try to undo some of the neglect. I’m going to 
enjoy my teaching from here on in more. I’m going to take classes I choose, if I 
take classes, instead of classes other people choose for me. 

County Fair
Randy: Aug 22, 1967 - Last Saturday was the Bonneville County Fair. 

Remember last year I got two blue ribbons. Well this year I got two more of the 
same color. Susan took Flaxy to the fair. But she only got reds because Flax was 
rope burned the other day. We got them both shod.

New Car
Marj’s higher teaching salary started just in time 

to pay a higher car payment. Since the burning-
up-the-Volkswagon-engine-with-bad-gas incident, 
Marj had carpooled to classes and used David’s car 
for errands.

Marj: Aug 22, 1967 - Problems, problems, prob-
lems! Bad motor in Volks makes it necessary to do 
something, so we attempted to turn it in on a used 
bigger car, and the one we picked out is quite big, a 
used Mercury which the banker at First Security had, 
and then I ran into a snag. 

!e snag was the #nancing. It was a relief when 
the Bank of Idaho vice-president approved the loan. 

Randy & Navajo
Two more blue ribbons

Marj graduated Aug 4, 1967
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Randy: You’ll just 
love to see our new car. 
It is a 1965 Monterey 
Mercury put out by Ford. 
It has 36,000 miles on it 
and is in top condition. 
It is a 390 engine with 
250 hp, power steering, 
power brakes, automatic 
transmission, and a real 
swinger. It is about the 
size of a new Cad. It costs 
about as much. It costs 
about $2,300. Heater, 
radio with speakers in 
front and back, seatbelts, 

vents, automatic window washer, four-door, you could sleep in the trunk. !e 
only trouble is it BURNS GAS!!

Breaking Away
Before starting back into the grind of teaching school, Marj had a little sum-

mer’s end vacation during Labor Day weekend with two good friends, Dorothy Kerr 
and Elizabeth Pond. Since moving from the sawmill, Marj rarely saw Elizabeth. She 
enjoyed the trip and the delightful company. She was also enjoying her new car.

Marj: Sep 8, 1967 - We went to Island Park. I golfed Saturday morning with 
Dorothy and Monday morning with Dorothy and Elizabeth. It was great fun. We 
went up to the melodrama in West Yellowstone Friday and saw “See How !ey 
Run.“ Just think our Mercury is a 1965 and Dorothy‘s Pontiac Grand Prix is a 64. 
How’s that? Well, I suppose hers is worth the most; it’s a deluxe model. !ere are 
quite a few of every kind you know.

Ours is a Monterey Marauder and I asked the banker why one car has so many 
names and he said, they designate whether the car is a Ford Merc or a Lincoln 
Merc, and I asked him what ours was and he said it is a Merc Merc.

Need More Money
I called superintendent of schools, Casper, and told him I needed more money 

for more work. What could I do? He told me to apply to teach in the adult edu-
cation classes. I am the #rst applicant for this job. It will be two nights a week for 
three hours each night and pays $12 per night which will be approximately $100 
per month which will help a lot. I really need it. If I don’t get it I’ll surely have to 
pinch. 

Barry - Accident & Injury
It was already going to be a week-late registration at the Y for Barry in the fall 

of 1967, as again he was le$ alone to #nalize the season’s work in Island Park. On 
Saturday, September 23rd, the family went up to help him #nish up and move, as 
did one partner. 

Marj: We put a roof on the cabin, #nished it anyway, and put #nishing touch-
es on two more. David packed with Barry outside, tools, diesel etc. and Sue and 
I inside, groceries, clothes, papers, etc. we put in the trunk of the Merc. !ey 
loaded the truck and jeep.

Marj
Perched on  one of  

Barney’s benches, Marj  
soaks up  the atmosphere 

of  her beloved 
Island Park.
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It was late by the time the string of vehicles le$ the sawmill site, David in lead in 
Ken’s Volkwagon, Barry driving the truck, Ken the jeep, and Marj the Merc. 

Marj: Barry got out to check his load (stood on top of the load) and #xed 
a few things and went to jump o% and tripped on a 2x4 and fell full length on 
the ground on his face and banged up one knee. He drove the truck on down, 
showed me his knee, took a bath, soaked a long time and went to bed. We were all 
exhausted. !e next day (Sunday), he couldn’t walk, it hurt him so. 

Judy: Marj took him in to have it x-rayed, (a$er much persuasion.) It wasn’t 
broken but it already had some infection in it. 

Marj: !e Doctor gave him two big shots, tetanus antitoxin and penicillin, 
and gave him orders for hot steam packs on it all the time. Said tetanus infection 
has set in rapidly. Anyway he didn’t go to Provo next day either. 

Judy: Sep 27, 1967 Wed - He was unable to drive and get down to school on 
his own, so we took him yesterday, Tuesday. David skipped school and took a 
day’s vacation so he could leave. We le$ early in the morning. !en Barry set out 
to register, which he did limpingly all over the campus. 

A$er he got registered, we got Elinor and Myrna and went apartment hunting. 
He took the #rst one he saw, which simpli#ed that project 100%. We took Myrna 
home [to her apartment] and then le$ about 5:30 PM for home.

Myrna: Sep 29, 1967 - Barry‘s leg was much better !ursday; I had a dough-
nut with him and walked while he limped over to the library. 

The Merc - Chasing Cows
Marj really enjoyed her new car. She spent a lot of time in her Merc, much of 

that time sitting, waiting for kids attending meetings, rehearsals, scout activities, 
and such [minimizing trips to town to save on gas]; and while she sat, she would 
write letters in the dim glow of a streetlight, sometimes mentioning how cold she 
was and how she regretted not having brought a warmer coat. She loved her Merc.

She was pleased to show it o% when she attended a niece’s wedding reception. 
“Ken Burns thought our car was a ’67. It fools a lot of people. I like it better all the 
time. I was going to keep it sparkling clean, but too much cow chasing. I haven’t had 
time to take it to a car wash, and it’s getting dirty.”

Cow chasing? Really? Cow chasing?
Ever since spring, there had been extra cows on the place. With pasture to 

spare, it only made sense to make some income by boarding cows. But those darn 
cows were troublemakers from the start.

Myrna: Jun 8, 1967- Oh we’ve had fun times lately. Yesterday at 6 o’clock Marj 
said “put on your running shoes fast.” We hurried out and would you believe--
at 6 o’clock in the morning all they wanted was for us to play follow-the-leader 
through Hooks’ muddy #eld, several fences, across a couple of ditches 1/4 of a 
mile down the road, through our #eld, around the house. About the time I was 
all fagged out we got the cows in the gate. We #gure at 12¢ per head we can earn 
12¢ a day by herding a cow all over this end of Taylor to keep track of them. We 
have 18 of them here.

It gets worse. In the fall, not only were there fewer cow chasers, but there were 
fewer daylight hours. A$er teaching classes of kids all day and classes of adults all 
evening, Marj would come home to discover the cows were out.

Marj: Sep. 1967 - We had about 23 head of cows on the place, grazing them 
this summer and one old Holstein started leading 4 or 5 through the fences--any 



1238 Targhee Ties

place, and literally, truthfully, practically every night for many nights Sue and 
Randy and I chased cows until dark. Didn’t get anything done. One night we 
chased them until a$er dark, gave up and got them in the next night. 

Oct 1, 1967 - For the last #ve or six nights I’ve chased cows until dark. It is 
about 20 till 9 now and I’ve been in the house 15 minutes. It got too dark to 
bring her home. Nothing blacker than a black Angus a$er dark. But we found 
her. Nothing, I mean nothing gets done and there are so many things I would 
like to be doing.

Oct, 1967 -What a clean house I could have if I’d use all the time spent chasing 
cows cleaning house. 

Oct, 1967 - We #nally called the owners, two di%erent ones, and asked them to 
come and get them. Tonight the last are gone. Now our two and Al’s one little calf 
are on this side of the track and I hope to do something now besides chase cows. 

Letters to Austrian Upper Crust
When M’Jean was in Linz, Austria. Her mission president, Arthur Watkins,  

BYU German professor, had set out to help the missionaries #nd e%ective ways to 
proselyte professional individuals unreachable through door to door tracting. 

An introductory letter from a missionary’s parents requesting an interview 
with their son or daughter may prove e%ective. Receiving a letter from America 
would seem prestigious, and whether they could read English or not, they would 
feel complimented and would #nd someone to translate it. 

M’Jean sent Marj a short list of names and addresses of Austrian businessmen 
and attorneys in her area. !is was quite a request for Marj, up to her neck in teach-
ing, taking college classes, kids’ music lessons, and farming. But in true missionary 
spirit, a little at a time, Marj wrote the letters. It was exciting for the family to re-
ceive a favorable response in return from a “Mr. Moser.”

Response from Austrian Attorney
Myrna: We got the letter from Mr. Moser. We poured over the dictionary, all 

of us sprawled across the front room &oor struggling to translate it. We admit we 
didn’t catch every word. We had the impression he was an attorney but there was 
a doctor in front of his name. 

 Marj: Oh I do hope that you will go see Mr. Moser before you leave the area. 
We are all sort of sentimentally attached to him. Send me another list. I’m slow, 
but I’ll get it done.

Letters From Home
In the fall of 1967, M’Jean was transferred to Vienna. Queries came right away: 

“Are you going to watch the Lipizzaner stallions? Take some pictures.” !e horses 
were indeed spectacular.

How a missionary misses family! And a missionary appreciates being missed. 
Marj had started the countdown long before Vienna: “One year mark”; “6 months 
remaining”; “Just 4 months”; “2 months remaining.” Finally time was measured in 
weeks. “I miss you and Myrna and Barry,” she wrote. “Sometimes I could almost 
‘&ip’ from missing people.”

!roughout her mission in Austria M’Jean treasured the clever, snappy, some-
times wistful remarks from younger siblings. Her cute little sister and brother were 
just 13 and 11 when she le$. Best pal and roommate Myrna was 18. Upon her re-
turn 27 months later, Myrna had her set up with an apartment and income!

Miji Note: 

Austrians are 

big on titles. 

Attorneys are 

frequently called 

“Herr Doktor 

so-and-so.”
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Susan: It sure is weird having your letters 
come addressed to Idaho Falls, Idaho, U.S.A. I 
sometimes forget you live in a way out foreign 
country. We pray fer ya lots.

Randy: I wish I could be riding a bike with 
you while you are riding the cobblestones. It 
sounds like fun. 

Myrna: Won’t it be fun to take you on a canoe 
ride when you come home!

Susan: I was playing the tape recorder yesterday identifying all the tapes 
and came across you, Randy, Myrna, and me singing carols at Christmas. I had 
almost completely forgotten what you sounded like until I was leaving the room 
and heard you yell (on the tape), “Susie, you get back here”!!! !at was you all 
right and I almost turned around and headed back for the recorder. We miss ya 
lots and can hardly wait to see ya again. If you get a chance send us a picture of ya. 
Sometimes we forget what you look like.

Randy: We really miss you back here. Today I heard you yell on the tape 
recorder and I knew it was you quite clearly. I only wish it wasn’t a tape recorder. 

Susan: Won’t be long when school is back in session. Hurry home. I have lost 
my roommate [Myrna] and need a re#ll. 

Randy: My horse is getting stronger all the time. By Christmas I will have 
had him broken. When you get home I will let you really have a ride.

Susan: My my it’s been such a long time. Last time I saw you you were so 
high but I betcha I’m taller now!! I’m tall as Marj and am growin’ strong. Can’t 
wait till you get home. just think of the wardrobe...ah. 

Randy: You’ll have to come home quick. Navajo is dying to be 
ridden by someone else. 

Susan: I suppose you’ve been told how terri#c it’ll be to have you 
home this Christmas! Marj told me it will be the #rst time the whole 
family has been together in three years.

Randy: I really miss you. 

Susan: We’re starting to count time in days and weeks 
now before you get back. Everyone is trying to draw a 
picture of you in their minds about how you’re going to 
look when you get back.

Myrna: I am really glad you enjoy tracting and teach-
ing. I always wondered whether you really did. I love you and miss you 
and hope you’re happy and I’m anxious for you to be back. Work hard 
and accomplish a lot; you don’t have much time le$.

Susan: Hurry home!

What a blessing to have such a wonderful caring family! 

The Spanish 
Riding School

 The world-famous Spanish 
Riding School, the oldest 
riding academy in the world, 
uses highly trained, snowy 
white Lipizzan stallions in 
public performances of clas-
sical dressage movements. 
They perform in the baroque 
Winter Riding School in 
the Vienna Hofburg Palace. 
Although born with a dark 
coat, the horses turn white 
between the ages of 6 and 9. 

Rescue of Lipizzaner
In 1942, During World 

War II, The Spanish Riding 
School in Vienna was over-
taken by the Nazi army and 
the horses were transferred 
to Hostau in Czechoslovakia. 

They were rescued from 
probable slaughter by the 
Soviet army by the Americans 
in 1945 in “Operation 
Cowboy,” under the direc-

tion of General George 
Patten.

Sister M’Jean South, Austrian Mission

Miji Note: I 

remember think-

ing, after arriving 

on the other side 

of the world, “If I 

disappeared and 

never returned 

home, no one but 

my family would 

notice.”
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Barry’s Wedding
M’Jean was nearing the end of her 27-month mission 

when she learned she would be missing out on an important, 
exciting event at home. “I guess you’ve heard of my engage-
ment by now. I’m sure sorry you are not going to be able to 
be here for the big day. Elinor works at the training (retard) 
school at American Fork, 12 miles north of Provo, as a speech 
therapist. We found a little house there in American Fork yes-
terday that we rented. We are getting married in the Idaho 
Falls Temple and then coming to Bountiful for a reception, 
both Saturday, November 18. !en the next weekend we are 
having an open house at our home in Idaho Falls. Once again 
I wish you could be here.”

Marj: I wish you could be here. In fact I feel sad about it. 
David asked Barry once in front of everyone if he wasn’t sup-
posed to get your sanction, and Barry replied, “Wasn’t that why 
we sent her away? So we could marry who we were wanted?“

Homecoming at Christmas
When M’Jean returned from Austria a day or two before 

Christmas, 1967, she met her new sister-in-law, Elinor. !e 
entire family enjoyed the holidays together. 

David - Chicago
In January, 1968, David moved his family to Chicago, where he had taken a po-

sition with Chicago Northwestern Railroads running the computer system for the 
payroll department. !e modest house they rented in Wilmette was surrounded by 
mansions.

Barry & Elinor
Barry and Elinor lived in American Fork, where she was teaching at the 

American Fork Training School, while Barry #nished the semester at BYU.

Elinor: We moved up to Idaho Falls and lived in the little white farmhouse 
not long a$er David and Judy moved out to go to Chicago. It was the middle of 
the year, and someone called me and asked me to take over teaching a third grade 
class at Edgemont. Barry drove trucks for Mel Empey. 

I had my master’s all but some paperwork. I had a dual minor, in education, 
had done student teaching as speech therapist. Barry #nished his coursework by 
correspondence. !ey mailed his diploma to him.

Myrna to the Rescue
M’Jean: When I returned from my mission, I was like a #sh out of water. 

Myrna came to my rescue. With her assistantship at the Y she was making pretty 
good money, but she had traveled home every two weeks to teach a dozen stu-
dents in Idaho Falls up until Christmas when I could take over the students and 
have some income. She also found a place for me in an apartment next to hers. 

Barry  & Elinor South
Married Nov18, 1967

Idaho Falls Temple
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Regarding registration, she #gured that out also. We took some classes togeth-
er, physics being one, and she pulled me through. Trying to plow through the col-
lege catalog made my head swim, but Myrna would spend hours pouring over the 
catalog. She #gured out that by taking certain classes in a speci#c order, including 
a summer extension freshman English course, I could ful#ll the two-semester 
senior requirement and graduate the following year. It worked. I graduated the 
following year with the exact number of credits required. !anks to Myrna.

Myrna Grad
Myrna was winding up her senior year, and in the spring of 1968, she 

performed her senior recital and graduated from BYU in piano performance. 
She was o%ered a teaching job for the following school year in Idaho Falls.

Roughing It
It was a new experience for Elinor, living in Island Park in a little old 

mouse-ridden log cabin.
Elinor: At #rst we stayed in the little cabin with that big woodstove [Gene 

Jones cabin]. !en we moved over into that lodge that was supposed to be the Boy 
Scout lodge. It never was #nished. !ey had some kind of gas stove or something 
to cook with in the kitchen, and I had to do the cooking for those guys, and I’m 
not a very good cook. I had to #x their lunches. We didn’t have much money.

When those guys’ (partners) wives came up, we had to go outside someplace 
under the trees and sleep. One night we were already in bed and we had to get up 
and take our sleeping bags and go sleep out up by Tom Creek or someplace. (It 
was probably Penny, who was pregnant.)

Baths in Tom Creek
!ere was no place to take a bath except for Tom Creek. And sometimes I just 

didn’t want to. One time I had Barry bring me down to that farmhouse just so I 
could take a bath. I remember how much I enjoyed climbing in that tub. !en he 
woke me the next morning to go right back up there. 

I was glad to come back down that second year.

Three Teachers
During the 1968-69 school year, there were three school teachers living 

on the farm, all teaching in Idaho Falls. 
Marj started her #$h year of fulltime teaching. Elinor returned from the 

summer in Island Park to teach third grade at Edgemont Gardens. Myrna 
taught the string program in the elementary schools throughout  the district.

Trip to Chicago
No one in the family would ever forget the long snowy trip to Chicago for 

Christmas that year. Marj, Barry, Elinor, M’Jean, Myrna, Susan, and Randy 
went in the Merc, driving straight through. In blizzard conditions, cars were 
piled up in the snow on both sides of the freeway. It was great to see David’s 
family and become acquainted with  little Davey, who had been born on May 
7th. Christmas shopping at a big mall was a new experience.  

Spring 1969 - Mobile Home
Maybe it was because there was nowhere to take a bath but Tom Creek that was 

Case of the Missing 
Church

When the second semes-
ter began I traveled home 
every two weeks to teach 
the students. Transportation 
home for the weekend was 
arranged thanks to the “ride 
board” in the Wilkinson 
Center. There was always 
someone driving to Idaho 
Falls who wanted riders to 
share expenses. I would tell 
the driver to take the Shelley 
exit, continue a couple miles 
and turn left onto the main 
road, the Park-Taylor Road. 
There was a church on the 
corner, and you couldn’t 
miss it. Sometimes I would 
be asleep by then. On one 
trip I was awakened by the 
others in the car questioning 
my directions. I looked out 
and saw that we were on the 
skinny little road almost to 
the cemetery, and that we 
had missed the Park-Taylor 
Road. I said we should have 
turned at the church and 
was told they had seen no 
church. When we turned 
around and headed back, I 
was stunned, because where 
there was supposed to be a 
church there was no church. 
We even drove back and 
forth on the road a couple 
times. Finally I said this was 
indeed the correct road, the 
correct corner, and that by 
golly, two weeks ago there 
was indeed a church on the 
corner. Of course when I 
got home I was told that the 
old Taylor Church, no lon-
ger in use, had been razed 
that week. (M’Jean)
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the impetus for buying the mobile home. When Barry and Elinor returned to 
Island Park in the spring, they lived in better style, in a new mobile home parked 
in a nice shady spot surrounded by big pine trees at the KOA Campground.

M’Jean Grad
M’Jean #nished her senior year at BYU, having taught as a graduate assistant 

(a job likely “inherited” from Myrna), studied piano with the renowned Joseph 
Kliass, performed her senior recital, and graduated with a BA in piano perfor-
mance. She got a summer job waitressing in the café at Ponds Lodge. Barry and 
Elinor graciously invited her to live with them in their new mobile home. 

Marj’s Parents Died -Double Funeral
On Father’s Day, June 15, 1969, Grandpa Justin Willis Knapp died. Grandma  

Mabel had been sick for some time and was in the hospital, getting thinner 
and weaker. When Marj went to cut Grandpa’s hair, she leveled with him about 
Grandma, that the doctors said she had stomach cancer and that she would not get 
well. A$er the haircut, Marj asked him if he had eaten. He answered that he hadn’t 
but would like just to visit as long as she was there, and he could eat a$erwards.

He must have died shortly a$er Marj le$, because when Bernie and !el found 
him lying on the kitchen &oor, his breakfast was on the table. 

Funeral arrangements were made for !ursday, June 19th.

M’Jean: On 
Wednesday, we 
were at the funer-
al home, and a 
call came from the 
hospital. Grandma 
had died. I re-
member Susan and 
I were standing 
there together near 
Grandpa’s casket.  
!e &oodgates 
opened, and we had 
to seek a more pri-
vate place to weep.  
A$er Grandma 
was told that her 
dear “Jesse” had 
passed away, she 
had passed through 
the veil as well. 
!eirs was a double 
funeral, and they 
were buried in the 
Rexburg cemetery 
near the graves 
of their two baby 
daughters.

M’Jean
Buffalo River Bridge
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Moon Landing - Off to Chicago
During the summer vacation, David and Judy and their 

4 children drove out to the farm from Chicago. On the re-
turn trip, they were taking a northern route and stopped at 
the trailer in Island Park to visit Barry, Elinor, and M’Jean. 
!e date was Sunday, July 20, 1969, the date of the #rst 
moon landing. !ey all watched as Neil Armstrong and 
Buzz Aldrin walked on the moon’s surface. 

When the time came for them to leave, David and Judy 
extended M’Jean a generous invitation. Would she like to go 
to Chicago with them, live with them and get a summer job 
there? Yes. Could she be ready in 15 minutes? Yes.

M’Jean: !e scenery was beautiful, the temperature very 
hot. !ere was road construction in an area we passed through 
twice. On the return, David picked up an ice cream bar for the 
smiling young &ag girl.

Auf Deutsch - Nauvoo - Zoo
!e German Consulate in Chicago advertised for a bilingual receptionist, a 

temporary position. M’Jean worked there for the remainder of the summer. 
When Myrna &ew out for a visit, David took his sisters on an excursion to 

Nauvoo and a famous Wisconsin zoo. Certain animals roamed free in a large area, 
and visitors could roam around among them. M’Jean got too close to a camel, which 
spit smelly mucus on her. Nauvoo, at the time, remained pretty much a ghost town. 
!e Mansion House, which was not owned by our church, 
was intact. 

Mission Call
Myrna was at David’s house in Wilmette when her mis-

sion call arrived at home. Marj opened it and read it to Myrna 
over the phone: Italy! Myrna was pretty excited.

Marj Bought New Car
Susan: Aug 3, 1969 - Guess what!? We got a brand new 

1969 Chevelle Malibu 307. It’s a four-door gold and white job. 
It’s about a gallon for 15 miles, but so far that’s only been around 
town. 

Randy: What a car to cruise chicks with! When I was 17 
[two years later] I became the designated driver and would drop 
Marj o% at her school, then I would go to my high school, then 
pick her up a$er her teaching at her school. It was a grand life. 

Fall 1969
In September, 1969, M’Jean started graduate school at 

BYU and Myrna entered the Language Training Mission in 
Provo. !ey saw each other on occasion.

David & Judy
Jenny, Nanette, Robin, 
Davey
Wilmette, Chicago suburb

M’Jean & Myrna
Nauvoo Mansion House



1244 Targhee Ties

Myrna - Italian Mission
On November 18, 1969, Myrna le$ for Italy. !e 

Italian Mission was a relatively new mission. Myrna 
served in 4 cities: Catania, Taranto, Torino, and Bari.

Her April Fool’s prank of sending transfer tele-
grams to several missionaries became legendary. (All 
of the missionaries she “transferred” were clued in be-
fore buying train tickets. But in one case it was close.) 

From eating raw shell #sh she became sick with 
hepatitis. She went to the hospital, where “you wash 
your own silverware which you bring from home,” and 
there contracted typhoid. Fortunately, she recovered 
from the hepatitis with no liver damage, and never got 
a fever with the typhoid. 

Headhunters - David Turned Down Offers
David: Oct 10, 1969 Journal - I received a very lucrative o%er from Dayton 

Skogmo, one that would have doubled my salary and moved me to Minneapolis. 
Turned down Haskin and Sells $16,500; turned down Crowell, Collier and 
McMillan $18,000 [New York] Patent possible on optical scanner. O%ered 
$16,500 to stay with Chicago Northwestern.

Nov 12, 1969 - My new job is project manager, yard control. !at doesn’t 
sound very exciting does it. But I think it will be. !ree projects are to install 
printers in the train engine, to set up scanners by the tracks to record train move-
ments. Set up an automated automatic control system for the Escanaba Ore Dock. 
It handles 110,000 cars per year.

Island Park Winter - Summer
Barry and Elinor did not move again to the farm but remained through the 

winter in the mobile home in Island Park. Marj, Susan, and Randy visited on week-
ends. Barry and Marj both bought snowmobiles and they would all go snowmobil-
ing. Marj would take a bag of groceries up on those trips.

Randy worked for Barry at his sawmill. With his wages he bought a 
small motorcycle and rode all over the back woods of Island Park until he 
knew the country like the back of his hand. “For three summers in a row 
I ran the wheels o% of that little motorbike,” he said. “I caught hundreds, 
maybe thousands of #sh.”

Trailer - Windstorm - Grizzly 
Elinor had a frightening experience while in the mobile home at the 

KOA campground in Island Park. Huge pine trees surrounding the trail-
er were torn right out of the ground by a sudden violent windstorm.

Elinor: I was 7 months pregnant when that big windstorm hit up there. 
And I was there by myself. It was horrible, like a tornado, so frightful. I can 
remember those big trees came crashing down, one right next to the laundry 
room door. I was shaking, and even started having contractions. I was in that 
kitchen on my knees, praying. Barry was somewhere else. When he heard 
about it, he came, and we went to Idaho Falls. !e contractions stopped.

Sister Myrna Lynn South,  
Italian Mission

Myrna’s letters included great 
humor. Commenting on a rather 

zealous young elder:
 “He preached to us how we 

can’t have the spirit when we 
sin. Those rules I don’t like, 

but they are rules.”

Randy South
Working for Barry in 

Island Park.“For 3 sum-
mers in a row I ran the 
wheels off  of  that little 

motorbike.” (Randy)



Targhee Ties   1245

Baby Jason was born 5 weeks later (3 weeks early) on August 2, 
1970. By the following spring, the trailer had been moved to anoth-
er location, and Elinor had another scary experience, this time with a 
grizzly bear.

Elinor: We had the trailer back behind Ed Strobel’s, this was when 
Jason was 9 months old. !ere was a big bear out there. Steve Christensen 
worked for Barry for a while (lived in neighboring trailer). I saw the bear and 
yelled. He held a gun, and I ran across, stayed on their couch. Barry wasn’t 
even there. A lady, named Baker, who had 7 kids, stood on the balcony of 
her cabin and shot that bear. In the Ranger Station there is a cast imprint of 
the huge bear paw.

Susan Grad - HS
By the time Susan graduated from Skyline High School in 1970, 

she had become an excellent seamstress and had built up a nice ward-
robe. She went to Provo to visit M’Jean, who was slaving away on her 
master’s program, and they rode Bernie’s horses.  

Bernie: Sep 4, 1970 Susan said she enjoyed the week down with you. She 
enjoyed riding a Morgan for the #rst time. She’s quite a girl isn’t she? 

David - Back to the Farm
David turned down the lucrative o%ers from headhunters in the east. He 

and Judy decided they wanted to return to the west to raise their children. Judy 
&ew to Idaho with little Davey. David drove a rental truck straight through--
household belongings in the back and a bed in the cab for Robin, Jenny, and 
Nanette. !eir arrival at the farm in June, 1970, was timed just a short while 
before the arrival of baby Melinda on June 24th.

David: I arrived at Marj’s farm in Taylor almost broke and jobless. I want-
ed to get into the foam business but knew that would take somewhere between 
$10,000 and $20,000, and I certainly didn’t have that kind of money.

Foam Business - New Era
David convinced Ready-to-Pour Concrete to open a plastics division man-

aged by him. He took Marj with him scouting for equipment to spray urethane 
foam, and soon he was in the foam business, coating the inside of potato cellars 
with urethane foam. “David is swamped with work,” noted Marj, Sep 9, 1970.

And thus began the foam business and the start of a new era. 

Master’s Degree
!e title of M’Jean’s master’s thesis was “!e Development of Russian Pianist-

Composers through the Conservatory System: St. Petersburg and Moscow 
(1862 – 1917).” She received her diploma in August, 1970, with a Master of Arts 
degree with an emphasis in Musicology. She played a piano solo, “Re&ets dans 
l’eau” (Re&ections on the Water) by Debussy at graduation exercises. 

M’Jean South, MA
Graduated August, 1970

Elinor & Barry
Baby Danny & Jason
At A-frame church in Island 
Park
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Teaching Band
Unable to #nd a college teaching opening, M’Jean interviewed for po-

sitions in Salt Lake and Davis public schools. “You are certainly quali#ed, 
and I would like to hire you,” she was told, “but my hands are tied. I must 
hire someone with a teaching certi#cate.” Duchesne County, o% in the 
boondocks, was looking for a band teacher and had more leeway. “Can you 
teach band?” they asked. “Yes,” she answered, not bothering them with the 
detail that she had never blown a horn. M’Jean was hired to teach band at 
Altamont High School, which included grades 7-12. 

M’Jean: !e elementary school was next door. I taught those kids too. I 
taught band and choral music on all three levels. Band and choral groups went 
to festivals, the #rst time in 30 years Altamont had been represented. My high 
school choir put on the musical “Calamity Jane,” and taking a page from Marj’s 
book, I had the elementary kids perform the operetta version of “Hansel and 
Gretel,” with the elementary band playing the overture. It was a great experience. 

Susan - ISU
Susan visited M’Jean in Altamont, brought her violin, and performed 

for the students, most of whom had never even seen a violin! !ey were 
totally enthralled. 

Susan was attending ISU as a music major. She played in the faculty 
string quartet and was Queen Bee at the institute. A highlight of her college career 
was her stunning solo performance of the Beethoven Romance #2 in F Major, Opus 
50, with the Pocatello Symphony.

Sand Creek Home
David, with a lot of help from family, built a lovely new home right on Sand 

Creek about a quarter mile upstream from Marj’s place. It was a great place for 
family parties.

M’Jean: David’s family was living with Marj, and it was kinda crowded. We 
girls went over every day to help with the house. Mostly I remember doing the 
carpet. If David didn’t know how to do something, he did not let it stop him. He 
said you can learn to do stu% by checking out a book from the library. And he did. 
When it came time to lay the carpet, he acquired a book on carpet laying, rented a 
carpet stretcher, etc., and we went to work carpeting his entire house. 

Selling Foam
By 1971, David’s foam operation was in full swing. David cut ties with Ready-

to-Pour Concrete to strike out on his own. He was so busy spraying he had limited 
time to sell. He asked Marj, “Will you go out and sell some insulation jobs for me?”

Her protest, in which she pointed out that she didn’t know anything about 
urethane, was met with David’s insistence that she learn as she go.

 “Start selling,” he said. “It’s the best way to learn. Nobody knows anything 
much about urethane foam and most people have never even heard of it. We will 
have to teach people what it is and what it will do. Leave some literature with them 

Marjorie South
“Start selling,” David said. 

“It’s the best way to learn.”

Susan South
Soloist with Symphony

at ISU
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to read and some samples of the foam.”
Marj, who had been e%ective in real estate sales, took 

to selling urethane like a duck to water. She started putting 
a lot of miles on her Chevelle Malibu. She loved to drive 
around the country, enjoyed interacting with customers, 
learned about the foam business and sold a lot of jobs.

Home From Italy
In the fall of 1971, Myrna returned from her mission 

in Italy and immediately got into college, joining Susan for 
a semester at ISU. !en it was back to BYU for a semester, 
theoretically as a business major, taking organizational be-
havior. Susan also spent a semester at BYU, then got a job 
with a print shop in Provo and later worked at a print shop in Salt Lake.

Teaching Strings
During the 1971-72 school year, M’Jean taught the string program, along with 

some elementary vocal music, in Rexburg. She organized a multi-district orches-
tra clinic hosted by Ricks College, and her students performed a spring concert at 
Ricks. She and fellow music teacher, Eileen Wilhoyt [later Wilcox, mother of Margo 
South] presented an all-school choral concert in the Rexburg Tabernacle of the ele-
mentary students in Madison District. !eir select choir was invited to sing on the 
Ricks College Christmas concert. She directed a “Hansel and Gretel” production at 
Washington Elementary.

M’Jean: I attended BYU summer school to #nish up teaching certi#cation 
requirements, including mock student teaching, a formality (basically a joke). 
Summer school was fun, with great roommates and family home evening broth-
ers. I bought a cheap bike and would ride out to Bernie’s acreage to ride horses.

 
She had 3 job options for fall. Madison School District wanted to 

renew her contract. She interviewed in Sacramento and was o%ered a 
good salary, but when the chance to teach in Granite District turned 
up, she grabbed it, even though it was a half time position. Pickins’ were 
slim in Rexburg, and Sacramento held no promise of being better. Salt 
Lake was where a single young lady wanted to be. 

Joining Forces
David looked to Barry to join the foam venture. !e time was ripe 

for a consolidation of energy. 
In Island Park, Barry had split with his partners and was working 

at cabin building, cutting timber for the stud mill in St. Anthony, and 
doing road construction. In August, he and Elinor, two-year-old Jason 
and Baby Danny, born March 9, 1972, then moved to Idaho Falls and 
lived on 17th Street in a pre-fab home hauled from Salt Lake. Barry had 
a foundation ready, and they slid it onto the foundation.

“Miss South”
Spring concert at Ricks 
College for all string students 
in Madison District

Susan & Myrna
“Swingers”- indoor swing 
David’s house on Sand 
Creek 
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Interstate House
Elinor: It was 

a$er we came back 
down to do foam. We 
called it the Interstate 
house. Barry was 
always trying new 
things. It was kind of 
like a model home, 
and he hoped to sell 
them. Barry had 
them put a di%erent 
color carpet in every 
room—master bed-
room and two more—
green in one, red in 
one.

We were there for 
the whole winter. No 

washer, no dryer. Two kids in diapers. Rinse diapers, put in bucket, bring them 
out to Ammon to laundromat, had baby and teeny kid. We subscribed to a diaper 
service for a while. It was pathetic--the dingy little diapers they would bring, kin-
da gray, not white. !ey did have paper diapers then but I couldn’t a%ord them. 
!ere was a Saving Center pretty close, so I could get some things, but hauling 
two babies around all the time.

!e interstate was later moved out to the corner by Marj’s home, just down 
from Sand Creek. Eric Gessell bought it. 

A POWERFUL PARTNERSHIP 
David and Barry, working together, were positioned to take on projects they 

themselves could scarcely imagine. !ey needed a crackerjack salesman, one with 
some capital. !e third member of the triumvirate would logically be Marj.

Marj had an actual, secure job, and she was making a pretty good salary. It had 
been a long old haul getting there. She had pushed herself just about to the limit 
through the hard struggle to get her degree. She had kept up an exhausting sched-
ule, teaching all day, taking college courses in the evenings, and attending school 
fulltime for three summers. A$er she graduated, she still had her evenings tied up, 
teaching adult education classes.

Fenced In
Marj knew she was a good teacher. She cared about the kids. And although 

administrative policies were hard to swallow, and playground duty was burden-
some, teaching had its rewards. But a$er teaching for 8 years, she felt, in her words, 
“fenced in.” 

Bold Move
She faced the perplexing question, should she quit her teaching job and go to 

selling full time? Nothing seemed so appealing as the idea of working with her sons 
and at the same time being liberated from the four walls that closed her in day a$er 
day. Was it folly to take such a bold step? She needed an answer.  

She went to the Lord. She also met with her bishop, Bishop Archibald. She told 
him of her desires, also her concern about taking such a risky step. !e bishop said, 

David & Barry

Myrna, Danny, Baby 
Rebecca, Elinor, 

Barry, Judy, David, 
M’Jean, Randy Marj, 

Susan (back)
Davdy, Melinda, 

Jason, robin, Jenny, 
Nanette (front)

Davey, Melinda (seated)
On the occasion of  

Rebecca’s Baby Blessing 
Born to David and Judy 

June 18, 1973
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lets pray about it, and they knelt in prayer. !en the 
bishop stood and said he felt she should go ahead with 
her plan.

South’s Inc.
In 1972, David, Barry, and Marj, in a three-way 

partnership, organized their own insulating business. 
“We decided to call it South’s, Inc. Since our family 
name was well known and respected in the Snake 
River Valley.” 

Tree Contract
An opportunity presented itself to 

the Souths to make some capital with 
a bid from the city to remove the big 
cottonwood trees around the old Eagle 
Rock School in Idaho Falls. !e trees 
were several feet in diameter at the 
base. !ey got some help from some of 
the rest of the family.

M’Jean: Returning home for a 
visit, I was surprised to #nd my little 
sister Susan running a chain saw.

Susan: !ey had a contract to 
cut down those trees and clear them 
out. !ere were a lot of trees, and they 

were big, fat monstrous trees. !ey had 
to be cut down, cut up and hauled. !ey 
were not healthy trees. !ere was rot in 
the trunks. You could see it when you cut 
them up. I thought it was a shame that 
we were cutting them down until we got 
into them.

Myrna: I was involved in that proj-
ect, gathering up limbs and branches.

Randy: !e trees were several feet 
in diameter at the base.

M’Jean: I didn’t help with the trees, 
but maybe I delivered some lunch to the 
work site. 

I can remember observing 16-year-
old Randy. He had worked for Barry in 
Island Park for three summers but was 
now working, whenever not in school, 
for both of his older brothers. What I 
noticed was his cheerful willingness to 
do whatever he was asked to do, with a 
ready reply to either one, “Okay, Boss!” I 
couldn’t help thinking it went a long way 
in smoothing the &edgling partnership. 

Susan, Myrna, M’Jean
Sewing Sisters

David & Baby Rebecca
Barry & Baby Rachel
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Massive Quantities of Foam
Randy: We sprayed foam and 

more foam. For several years in a row, 
South’s Incorporated was the largest 
spray foam contracting business on 
the planet. !e reason was there was 
a vast need/ supply and we rose to the 
demand. We learned to spray in all 
sorts of weather, hot and cold, dry and 
wet, on many di%erent substrates and 
in all sorts of crazy conditions. 

At one time in our foam spraying 
glory years we were spraying a rail car 
load of polyurethane foam every two 
weeks! 

Randy HS Grad  - Ricks College
Randy had fun in high school. When he was not in class or performing with 

his quartet, Nuclear Aeroplane, he was spraying foam. In 1972 he graduated from 
Skyline, went to Ricks in the fall, and sang and danced through his freshman year. 
When not in class, singing or dancing, he was spraying foam.

Susan - Mission
“On my 21st birthday [Sep 7, 1973]I was enroute to my mission in Portland,” 

said Susan. Susan was a bold and dedicated missionary, learned to drive in Portland 
tra"c, served for a time as the president’s secretary, and constantly challenged her 
family at home to be missionaries. Her clever “Oregon Trap Line” helped keep the 
family informed of her mission activities. 

Baby Rachel
Barry and Elinor moved out to Taylor, renting 

Barnett’s big old house north of Marj’s house.

Elinor: I was pregnant when we moved out to 
that cold old farmhouse. Barry was gone all the time 
spraying foam. I started in with labor 6 weeks early. 
Barry was not around. Do you know who took me to 
the hospital? Harry Ames took me in and dropped 
me o%. I think I called Judy, and she arranged for 
Harry [Judy’s brother-in-law] to take me. Maybe she 
had the two boys.

!e doctor said it looks like you’re going to have 
to have this baby early. But we don’t know if she is 
going to live. !ey got the word to Barry and he 
came by the time Rachel was born. She was so early, 
so small, just 3 pounds. She had to stay in the hos-
pital for a while.

Myrna came and she had Jason and Danny. We 
went out to the car and Dan looked at her and you 
could tell by the look on his face he knew he wasn’t 
#1 anymore. We were staying with Marj for a while.

Sister Susan South, 
M’Jean, Marj

“On my 21st birthday I 
was enroute to my mis-

sion in Portland.” (Susan)

Randy South
High School Grad

May, 1972
Attended Ricks in the 
fall. Sang and danced 

through freshman year
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Randy - Mission
Not long a$er Susan’s departure, an article appeared in 

“!e Weakly Times,” a local publication with a 
modest circulation, edited by Myrna. 

Randy: I had scheduled the leaving on my mission close 
to late October, so I could help the family with the “busy sea-
son” spraying foam. In 1973, we had completed somewhere 
between three and four million dollars’ worth of business 
alone, and our overhead was low and our pro#t was fair 
(but also good.)

A$er Elder South had been serving a few 
months, lest he should feel a slight bit wistful, 
regarding what was going on at home, he had 
a reminder from David: 

David: March, 1974  (To Randy) - Don’t you wish you 
were here? You could be thawing out frozen compressors, warming 
iso, trailing on icy roads, wiping metal walls so they can be sprayed. 
Or better yet, digging mud (frozen) out of a spud truck. So far we 
have been lucky--it has only been to 10° below and we have only 
had about 8 inches of snow.

!e business is strange this year. We are as busy as we have ever been, at a time 
when it should be slow. We have sold as much as we did last year in July. With the 
new truck we’ve made three trips to L.A. for foam.

We are averaging 200 thousand of pounds of foam from California per month 
along with a semi load of pyrocrete per week.

Right now we have a bear by the tail. We have orders for 12 full truckloads of 
foam. Not much let up. We are kept very busy paying for the toys we are buying. 

Barry thinks we should get your mission president to release you for three 
months this fall! (not serious, just wishful thinking). 

Successful Business
Everyone knew what was coming up in the fall—Barry and 

David keeping crews working around the clock, Marj busy try-
ing to keep the money collected.

Marj was deeply involved in the urethane foam industry. 
She met with foam and equipment suppliers. She helped de-
velop and prepare presentations at the potato schools. She be-
came acquainted with a good number of the farmers in the 
entire valley. She sold foam. A lot of foam. She sold air systems. 

South’s Inc. did very well. !ey acquired an o"ce/shop in 
Shelley. Myrna went to work in the o"ce, and so did Marj, 
when not out selling. All the while, Marj would come home 
every night and tend whatever horses were still on the farm.

A$er Randy returned from his mission, Marj would turn 
her third of the partnership to him, making the three brothers 
equal partners.

The Weakly Times
Myrna South, Editor

Gulf states get lucky break. 
(Tempo: drawl.)

There’ll be real good times down the 
Louisiana (pronounced Looosiana) way come 
November. We got a new elder a comin’ down 
to help us out in the missionary work. 
Comin’ from a prominent family with a real 
good reputation as missionaries, he should 
be a big help down here. 
South has had vast experience in the 

field of public relations, trying to pro-
mote love between the brothers and sisters 
on the South farms way up in Taylorsville, 
Idaho.  

(Don’t forget you ‘all to read this news re-
port in proper drawl style). 

He is a past president of the Society for 
the Prevention of Old Maids. Randy has not 
commented on his success in either of the 
previous capacities. 
As third partner in a PU spray service 

he’s just been used to a lot of guff and 
will be properly prepared for the coming 
events. 
Now a good old Southern welcome to “The 

Kid.”

Marjorie South
Keeping the money collected.
Tending to business every day.
Tending horses every night.

Miji Note: 

Randy elect-

ed himself as 

President of the 

Society for the 

Prevention of Old 

Maids (teasing 

his sisters). He 

signed his letters 

“Sir Randy John 

of South” or 

“The Kid”
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News From Home - New Toys
As the missionaries before them, Susan and Randy were 

informed about what the family was doing without them.

Barry was sorry to learn of the sawmill sale. 
M’Jean was envious when reading about the cattle drives.
For Myrna it was snowmobiles. 
Susan and Randy heard about toys-semi, sailboat, airplanes.

Randy: !e #rst big toy I read about was an over-the-road-
tractor-trailer Ford semi with tons of horsepower. It would sure 

be neat to get behind the controls of a truck like that. Next was a Cessna 182 
Skylane. Yes, the boys at home were taking &ying lessons and traded o% the sail-
boat. What sailboat? A Catalina 22. !e Skylane and Supercub came and went all 
during the two years. I only saw them in my imagination and dreams.

!en what next? A Piper PA-11 or Supercub. Evidently, they weren’t hot 
enough to suit the brothers, so six months or so before I returned home, David 
and Barry ended up with a “Bonanza” made by Beechcra$. Beechcra$ was like 
the Cadillac or Rolls Royce of airplanes, and the Bonanza was like the sports car 
model.

Flying - SAILBOAT - Air Cycles
David and Barry loved &ying their small planes. Being able to hop in a small 

plane certainly cut down on travel time for business trips. When Marj went along, 
David said, “She sure enjoys &ying.” !ere was nothing quite like sailing on the lake 

in the sailboat, unless it was skimming across the water 
on an air cycle. Both provided entertainment for many a 
company outing.

Humanitarian Projects
!e work for South’s Inc. was going well. !e jobs 

were rolling in; the money was rolling in. It was labor 
intensive. It was gratifying. South’s Inc. sent a young lady 
on her mission. (Shhh. Don’t tell anyone.) Humanitarian 
projects were initiated. [!is was in the days before 
Latter-day Charities.] !e idea behind them was to help 
poor neighbors, in Mexico and Guatemala, help them-
selves. !us the sewing machine project. Among the 
poor people, sewing machines were rare, and the gar-
ments being sold to tourists were hand sewn. 

The Sewing Machine Project
Marj started buying sewing machines, used, but in 

good condition. !e plan was that they be donated to the 
church for distribution to those in need in Mexico. A$er 
collecting a goodly number of machines, it was found 
that the red tape involved negated the plan. She received 
a letter in December, 1973, from Robert L. Simpson of 
the presiding bishopric, suggesting she donate the ma-

South Family 
Trying out the new 

sailboat

Sister Susan South
Elder Randy South 
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chines locally. “Kind of disappointing,” 
she said, “but maybe I’ll learn next 
time not to leap before I look.”

Mexico - Guatemala
However, on March 26, 1974, Marj 

and Myrna found themselves suddenly 
in possession of two tickets in a small 
charter plane for a trip to Guatemala 
and Mexico on a sightseeing/humani-
tarian mission.

Myrna: On the way to work this morning I dreamed up all kinds of plans for 
the weekend. David has some other, more exciting, I must admit, ideas. We are 
going away for about 8 days. I guess we’re going to look into the possibilities of 
importing stu% from Mexico or Guatemala.

Marj: Guatemala, Mexico -- to research what we can buy from people di-
rectly, eliminating middleman, to give poor guy better price as a pro#t on resale, 
leather goods, jewelry, etc. etc. We are thinking of buying back the service station 
in Island Park and if we do, use it for outlet for the goods we are talking about to 
be &own in, and as I say, eliminate middleman. And I am nervous because I don’t 
believe it’s going to be easy to #ll such an assignment on a guided tour situation. 
We are supposed to take lots and lots of pictures, etc., contact mission presidents 
all along the way and do all we can to buy directly from the people. 

We will be &ying in a new Lockheed Lodestar. [Flown by Al Mallard]

A postcard arrived at the farm from Mexico with a brief report:
Marj: Leaving soon from Mexico City. Turbulence has caused much sickness 

on plane. Being Souths with cast iron stomachs, Myrna and I have not been both-
ered.!is gang we are with are lopsided as is possible and most of them spend 
money like crazy--best hotels, meals, everything. Flying is fun, but it has been 
unbelievably rough--like a lopsided roller coaster

“We did take lots of pictures,” said Myrna. “It seems that was about as 
far as the project got.”

Shortly a$er their return, Myrna, who had been working as secretary/
bookkeeper at South’s Inc., decided to dust o% some music ambitions. She 
drove to Boulder and got set up to launch into a master’s program in piano 
performance at University of Colorado.

M’Jean Engaged
During the 1963-64 school year M’Jean taught string orchestra at Kennedy Jr. 

High and 3 elementary schools in Granite District in Salt Lake. In the fall she be-
came acquainted with Gary Lund. Gary obligingly attended her students’ Christmas  
concert. He also attended the Ogden performance of “Carmina Burana,” a collab-
orative e%ort of Ballet West, Utah Symphony, and the Utah Symphony Chorus, in 
which M’Jean, along with the other singers, wore a hooded monk’s robe. He also 
took her ice skating at the Bountiful Duck Club. On Easter weekend, 1974, they 
engaged in sailboating with the South family and also became engaged.

Latter-day Saint 
Charities

The church’s humanitarian out-
reach was launched in 1984. Then 
a church-wide fast was held to 
raise funds to assist those affected 
by a devastating drought in east-
ern Africa. Church members do-
nated $6.4 million on that single 
fast day. Then Elder M Russell 
Ballard and brother Glenn L pace 
were dispatched to Ethiopia to as-
sess how those consecrated funds 
could best be used. This proved to 
be the beginning of what would 
later be known as Latter-day 
Saint charities. Since that time 
Latter-day Saint Charities have 
provided more than $2 billion in 
aid to assist those in need of aid 
throughout the world. (Russell M. 

Nelson, Conference, Oct, 2019)

Marj & Myrna
“Leaving soon from Mexico 
City. Turbulent has caused 
much sickness on plane. 
Being Souths with cast iron 
stomachs, Myrna and I have 
not been bothered.” (Marj)
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Barry & Elinor - New House
“It is fun watching Barry,” observed David. “He appears to be really enjoying 

what he is doing. Many times he remarks how nice it is having good equipment. 
He keeps the big truck parked at his house.” Before the busy season hit, there was a 
concentrated e%ort all hands on deck to get Barry’s new house built. !eir beautiful 
home, on Sand Creek between David’s house and Marj’s, was ready mid-July 1974.

Glad to be through with school a$er teaching four years, M’Jean enjoyed living 
with Marj for the summer, helping Elinor with painting at the new house, and an-
ticipating her day of days! 

M’Jean & Gary Wedding
M’Jean and Gary Lund were married August 30, 1974, in the Idaho Falls Temple. 

!ere were two receptions, the #rst, the day before the wedding in Bountiful, at the 
home of Gary’s mother Joyce. Gary and M’Jean &ew to Idaho Falls a$erwards with 
David and Barry in their 4-seater Skylane. Following the sealing, the luncheon and 
second reception were held at Marj’s home on the farm.

David: Sep 1, 1974 – (To missionaries Susan and Randy) Your birthdays are 
now upon us [Sep 7 & 18]. Be sure to write and thank your mother. She is all 
alone again. !is time it will be worse than last. She is doing very well. 

David: Sep 8, 1974 – Dear Susan and Randy and Myrna -Well, this has been 
quite a day. !e stake was divided by Elder Packer. He is truly an apostle of the 
Lord. He warned us that we will not see much of the general authorities in the 
years ahead. He also said that if the explorer program continued pushing co-ed 
units, the church would drop the program. He gave two leadership sessions. I was 
very VERY happy to be invited to attend with the bishopric. !e church moves 

more toward the Celestial Kingdom every day. 
Susan, a$er talking with you on the phone, I thought about your 

life. Barry and I had to take over at your birth and pour the founda-
tion for the Island Park house. Later the problem of being “step-fa-
ther” dropped on us. I only apologize to all of you for lack of matu-
rity, experience, and etc. I personally feel the same joy when each of 
you does what is right as I do for my other children. I am very proud 
of each of you and I know that Barney is also. 

Returning Missionaries - Susan & Randy
When Susan returned from her mission in March, 1975, 

she met her new brother-in-law, Gary, who began working for 
South’s Inc. the following month. When Randy returned from his 
mission in the fall of 1975, he met his brother-in-law Gary, and 
nieces Rosalie Lund, born to Gary and M’Jean, Aug 26, 1975, and 
Jessica South, born to David and Judy, Sep 10, 1975.

Master’s Recitals - Law School
Myrna, in pursuance of her master’s degree in piano per-

formance, performed the two required recitals in the spring of 
1975 and spring 1976, giving spectacular performances at each. 
Marj, M’Jean, and Susan drove over to Boulder to attend the #rst. 

Gary & M’Jean Lund
Married August 30, 1974 

Idaho Falls Temple
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Marj, M’Jean, Randy, and Baby Rosalie attended the second. 
On Myrna’s horizon was BYU law school. 

South’s Inc. had some great successes, peppered with some 
dramatic failures. !ey invested money into a farm deal that 
did not go so well. !ere were some lawsuits regarding building 
problems. What was needed was an in-house attorney. Someone 
really smart should go to law school. Myrna was elected. She 
began studies at BYU law school in the fall of 1976 and graduat-
ed in December, 1978. She represented the company in various 
court cases and worked for several di%erent law #rms.

Everlovin’ Family Events
Dianna South was born to Barry and Elinor January 16, 

1976. A year later, on January 10, 1977, Tessya Michelle Lund 
was born to Gary and M’Jean Lund.

Randy o%ered a $100.00 for #nding him a wife. Sister Susan 
set him up with lovely Karen Dickson, and they were married 
June 18, 1977 in the Idaho Falls Temple. 

Mi ji Note: I think he still owes Susan $100.00!

First Dome 
In April, 1976, South’s Inc. ventured into uncharted waters and in&ated 

their #rst monolithic dome skin in Shelley, Idaho. From youth David had 
been fascinated with the concept of domes. He felt driven to study, research, 
and experiment. He sought a way to build big domes.

David: One day, driving down the highway, all of the bits and pieces just 
came together. I knew how we would build big domes! !ere is no doubt in my 
mind that this was God-inspired I knew it then and I know and believe it now. 

!at realization led to the Monolithic Dome construction method Barry and 
I received a patent for in 1979.

A potato farmer in Michigan learned of that #rst dome in Shelley in an 
illustrated feature article of “Idaho Potato Grower,” a magazine with nationwide 
readership. He read about this remarkable potato storage, 105 feet in diameter, 
35 feet in height, made of sprayed foam, steel rebar, and sprayed concrete, and he 
wanted one. He was also persistent. 

It was mid-summer, 1976, busy season for South’s Inc. At #rst reluctant about 
risking traveling so far from home, with men and all their equipment, to 
perform their second experiment, South’s Inc. accepted the challenge. In 
17 days, including travel time, the customer had the honor of owning the 
second such structure in the world.

Marj’s “Domicile”
!e #rst ever residential dome, the “Domicile,” was shortly to come. 

It would be Marj’s new home on the butte!

Randy & Karen
Married June 18, 1977 
Idaho Falls Temple

Gary Lund - First Dome
105’ diameter, 35’ height, Shelley, 
April, 1976
Fitting airform around the ring-
beam foundation, making sure the 
drawstring was below the lip of  
the protruding concrete.
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The Butte Miracle
Time is just like the old steamer when the governor got weak=

It’s running away.-Marj

Chapter 117

Within a year of acquiring the farm, Marj showed she was not through 
pulling rabbits out of a hat when she became the owner of the butte! It 
was that year of “magic and miracles” when Marj turned assets Barney 

had accumulated, through his labor and genius, and which she had hung onto, 
through her prudence and perseverance, into both properties. !e loan on the 
apartment house helped secure the farm, and the apartment house itself was traded 
for the butte in a three-way trade.

!is happened between autumn 1963 and autumn 1964. It was during one of 
the most trying periods of her life, as she struggled to get out of debt, #nd a job, 
and get her kids out of the city. It was also when she became so sick and was #nally 
diagnosed with celiac disease.

It seems astonishing, that when the farm was still a novelty, Marj was consider-
ing another, much larger piece of property. Marj and the kids had lived on the farm 
only a month when Myrna reported:

Myrna: Apr 24, 1964 - Barry was home last weekend. Saturday we burned 
things and rode horses. Sunday we looked at a volcano, including climb up on it. 
We are thinking about buying it—1200 acre cattle ranch.

It was known as the South Butte, a “retired” volcano or “cinder cone,” a unique 
geographical phenomenon located in Madison County near the little community 
of Menan. It was on its nearby twin, the North Butte, where Marj had roamed in 
her college days. She could never have guessed then that one day she would bear the 
name South and become the owner of the South Butte.

How We Got the Butte
Susan: Once upon a time there was a three-way swap. Jim and Leona Purcell 

owned the South Menan Butte. !ere was a lady in Wyoming whose husband had 
been killed in an accident, and she owned the Blind Bull Coal Mine. Marj owned 
an apartment house on Ada Avenue in Idaho Falls. 
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Marj learned that Mr. and Mrs. Purcell wanted the mine, 
the lady in Wyoming wanted the apartment house, and Marj 
wanted the butte. Marj obtained the butte on December 7, 
1964. !e lady had a house containing three apartments, and 
Mr. and Mrs. Purcell got the mine (and made a huge amount 
of money on it). 

David: Since the coal mine and our rental-property were 
each valued at about $70,000, but the Menan property was 
not, we received an additional $12,000 in the swap. Everyone 
was happy with the deal and I was ecstatic: I no longer had 
backbreaking rentals to worry about! In fact, this particular 
deal still carries a feeling of satisfaction for me since Souths 
still own the butte.

Ah, that was quite a transaction. At the time —everybody would say, “What in 
the world would you want with that piece of rugged, no-good land?”

At that time, the South family was serious about the business of raising horses. 
!ere were a lot of horses on the place for the limited amount of pasture.

David: Horses are true baling machines that destroy their food source. !eir 
strong teeth either close crop the grass or pull it right out of the ground; this even-
tually destroys a pasture. A pasture with two cows will grow grass tall enough to 
cover the cows, but that same pasture with two horses will turn to stubble. 

!e butte provided grazing land. Near the road there were some corrals. Some 
of the horses were trucked to the butte, unloaded at the corrals, and turned loose 
to roam the butte. !ey drank from the river and grazed in the crater. On occasion 
family members would go exploring on the butte or round up horses.

Randy: We had so many horses that we summered some of them up on the 
butte in Menan, Idaho and their drinking water was the Snake River.

M’Jean: Aug 5, 1965 !u - David and Judy went to the butte this morning. 
We have the kids. Randy and I tended the calves. Barry and Myrna and Randy 
went to the butte while Sue and I tended horses.

Aug 7, 1965 Sat - David and Norman Stanger and I rode across the Butte. 
I rode Flaxy. !ey took the bushiest darn path. !e slope was awful rocky and 
seemed like a stairway. I was feeling so sorry for Flaxy; I wondered if she would 
make it to the top. But she did, and then she took o% across that crater like a streak 
of lightning. I got a blister on the right hand staying with her. We rounded up the 

four horses and drove them into the front corral. It 
was surely a lot of fun. 

!e family’s horse-raising enterprise ended, 
and so did activity on the butte.

Quandary
Susan: Since 1964, there was the annual quan-

dary (a word Marj o$en used) that she faced when 
it was time to pay the taxes on the butte. Many 
years she questioned whether or not she should 
hold onto the butte when the tax payment came 
out of her school teaching salary, along with ex-
penses for missionaries and college students, etc. 

Susan South
“Once upon a time there was 

a three-way swap......”
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Tried to Trade  
She tried to trade the butte to the BLM once for parcels of equal value with the 

same distance of river frontage, but the parcels that the BLM was willing to trade 
were scattered “bits” that the BLM didn’t want. 

Tried to Sell
Marj: Mar 30, 1966 - It is Wednesday. I’m going to call Rex Price to take him 

up to the butte in his Jeep to look it over. He knows a promoter in Salt Lake City 
who helped make their project go in Island Park, and if he’s impressed with our 
several miles of riverfront, he’ll get in touch with his big promoter and have him 
look at it too. He said if our land were in Island Park, it would be worth $300,000. 
Anyway, it’s such a long shot in the dark, I’m just going to go ahead and show it to 
Rex, if for nothing else to show o%.

Church - Offer
M’Jean: She o%ered to let the Church of Jesus Christ of Latter-day Saints have 

access to the crater, as a natural amphitheater, for staging a pageant. I accompa-
nied Marj and a man representing the church to the rim of the butte to view the 
crater. He did not see any feasibility of having a pageant there and suggested that 
Marj donate the property to Rick’s College. She de#nitely did not want to do that. 

However, the college radio tower has stood on the rim rent-free for many years.

Well - Road - Blessings
Susan: A government agency requested permission to drill a test well here, 

and she allowed it, requesting that they leave the water well at a depth of 120 
feet with a casing. !e well became the well for her home. She knew that it was 
a blessing. !ere was a need for a canal company to have a place to dump gravel 
that they dredged out of the river bottom, and that rock and gravel became the 
foundation for her road. She acknowledged that as a blessing.

Our Father in Heaven blessed Marj and our families and others with this op-
portunity to enjoy the unique cinder cone in this area on the planet. It’s a tem-
porary stewardship. I hope you are all enjoying/appreciating it as much as we do. 
All this reminiscing brings to mind another reference to a “rock” and a parent be-
seeching His children to remember their blessings and from whence they come.

First Dome Home
For fourteen years, Marj watched her kids come and go down that long lane 

“Marj wanted to live in 
a monolithic dome. We 
designed it with a 50 foot 
diameter and 18 foot height 
and drew her floor plan on 
the back of  an envelope. It 
wasn’t a floor plan many 
people would like, but it was 
what Marj wanted. About 
a third of  the house was 
living room with surround 
windows. Her home, with its 
view of  a shimmering river 
and sweeping eagles, became 
our first residential dome.” 
(David)
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to her home on the farm: college, missions, jobs, travel. Marj stayed on the farm, 
tending the horses, holding down the fort. !en in 1977, Marj made another bold 
move–pioneering the plan of moving the family to the butte. 

David: !e butte was a really nice place. And one time Barry and I drove to 
L. A. to meet with our supplier of the urethane foam, and we took Judy’s cousin 
with us, and we spent a day or two on the beach in a fancy house that belonged to 
her cousin’s sister, another cousin.  And on the way back, Barry and I got talking, 
and we said, “You know, that was really spectacular staying there on that beach 
in that house out overlooking the ocean, and the water coming in.” And we got 
thinking, “You know, we’ve got every bit as pretty a piece of property up on that 
butte. Let’s get busy and move up onto the butte.” So we made the decision on that 
trip, that when we got back, we’re going to #gure out how to get it done. 

During one of our family powwows in about 1975, the Souths decided to sell 
their homes in the lower valley and build on their 1100-acre Menan butte prop-
erty. !at beautiful site, bordered by the Snake River on two sides, had blu%s we 
could build on that overlooked the water. We planned to build in stages, with 
Marj‘s home #rst. 

Marj wanted to live in a monolithic dome. We designed it with a 50 foot di-
ameter and 18 foot height and drew her &oor plan on the back of an envelope. It 
wasn’t a &oor plan many people would like, but it was what Marj wanted. About 
a third of the house was living room with surround windows. Her home, with 
its view of a shimmering river and sweeping eagles, became our #rst residential 
dome.

In 1977, South’s Inc. in&ated a skin, sprayed foam and concrete, added win-
dows and doors, and almost overnight, on that virgin land, there stood a wonder-
ful, unique dome dwelling. !e lizards, rabbits, eagles, deer, elk, moose, big horn 
sheep, and the wood ticks no longer had the butte to themselves. 

Sold the Farm
Marj’s home on the farm was sold before the interior of the new dome home 

was #nished. [M’Jean noted cleaning, vacuuming her house Aug 23rd.] Elinor said. 
“She stayed with us for at least a couple of weeks while her house was being built.” 

First Neighbors
Marj’s #rst neighbors were Randy and Karen. Since their marriage in June, they 

had lived in a tiny house in Shelley. Randy broke his leg in the summer and spent 
the busy season spraying on crutches. In the calm a$er the spraying storm, he and 
Karen bought a 12 foot wide, 65 foot long used trailer house and parked it just up 
the hill from Marj’s dome.

Randy: Yes, we were trailer people! We did have to pay for a septic system 
but we did not have to drill a well. Instead, we tied into my mother’s well, which 
was about 250 feet away. I simply hooked many garden hoses together and for a 
year our water line was that garden hose. To keep the water running we had to 
have a trickle of water running at all times if the temperature outside was below 
freezing. And when the temperature was below zero, that trickle had to be pretty 
sizeable. If a person would forget and shut the water o% for just one second, the 
battle was lost and the hose would be frozen solid. A$er a year we moved into our 
new stick built prow point house.

Fourth of July Baby
Little #recracker Andrew John South, born to Randy and Karen South July 4, 

1978,  became the 4th butte dweller.
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Spectacular View
Marj loved everything about her new 

dome home. She loved her spectacular view 
of the Snake River. Just watching the water 
&owing by was mesmerizing. Occasionally an 
eagle would dive for a #sh. A variety of beau-
tiful birds seeking mates were fooled when 
seeing their own re&ection in the 14 tall one-
way windows. At night, from her bedroom 
she would see the re&ection of the moon on 

the water.

Called to Serve
Marj had lived in her lovely new 

home for less than a year when 
she received a call to serve a mis-

sion for the Church of Jesus Christ of Latter-
day Saints. Michigan Lansing Mission! She 
would drive her own car, #rst to Salt Lake 
for missionary training, and then to the mis-
sion o"ce in Lansing. She departed 
from home Saturday, 

September 
16, 1965.

Farewell - Departure
Marj’s farewell was Sunday evening, 

September 10, 1965, in the Menan Ward. 
A$erwards a family gathering in her 
dome included birthday cakes and cele-
brating for three September birthdays: 
Susan, the 7th, Randy, the 18th, and 
Jessica, who turned three that very day. 

Marj had invited Gary and M’Jean 
and their two little girls, Rosalie and 
Tessy, to live in her home during her 
mission. What a great blessing for them! 

On Tuesday they were on her doorstep. 
!at evening Marj was set apart by Pres-

ident Edwin Adamson. Wednesday and 
!ursday she shopped for cars for Myrna 

and Susan. Friday evening, a$er a day of 
buying cars and running errands, the job of 

packing loomed overhead. 
But it would have to wait until the dying down 

Leaving her beautiful butte 
behind, Marj embarked on a 
wonderful, challenging 
adventure, where she
accomplished much good.

Sister Marjorie South
Called to serve as a missionary 
for the Church of  Jesus Christ 
of  Latter-day Saints in the 
Michigan Lansing Mission.
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of the commotion, a “real circus,” prompted by a family saying goodbye to a dear, 
wonderful missionary mother and grandmother. Already there were Gary, M’Jean, 
and noisy kids; Susan; Myrna, who had just arrived; Randy and Karen, who were 
only next door; Barry and Elinor and more noisy kids who drove up from Taylor, 
as did David. !ere was excitement in the air. 

Packing
At the time Marj should have been going to bed to get some sleep before her 

early start to Salt Lake, she set to packing, her three returned missionary daughters, 
helping. It took until 3:30 AM.

 “No, you won’t need that! Take that out of the suitcase! Too many of these! One 
more of those! You’ll never wear something like that! Too much stu% !”  

“Too much HELP!”
Well, she took way too much stu%, and the girls all knew it. It wasn’t too long 

before packages arrived in the mail sending back the excess.

The Missionary
Two Senior Companions

A$er her week in the Missionary Home in Salt Lake, Marj drove her blue Old-
smobile Cutlass Supreme to Lansing, Michigan. Her #rst assignment was one of 
her roughest. She was to travel 56 miles to Battle Creek where she would be ju-

nior companion to two young sister missionaries. Much about the threesome 
arrangement taxed her endurance. “You don’t have much to say about your life 
when you have two senior companions.” 

!e companions were familiar with the area, and as Marj was not, they 
wanted to do all the driving, and they were not particularly careful in the way 
they treated her car. 

Myrna: !ey didn’t really care if they ran it into the curb. And she would 
wince, and they would make fun of her and laugh, “Oh, poor car,” with Marj 
sitting there being concerned about the wheel alignment.

Battle Creek - Threesome
Marj: Battle Creek is the “pits,“ as both companions describe it. We are really 

trying hard to change that. We are working hard, not too e"ciently sometimes, 
but hard. Highest divorce rate in US, Michigan. Highest abortion rate in US, 
Michigan. Battle Creek highest in Michigan in divorce. Battle Creek highest in 
Michigan in abortion. Some record, huh? 

!ree are a nuisance together. Knocking on doors you never feel good. You 
feel as though you are overwhelming them or that you are Jehovah’s Witnesses. 
One man swore at us last week and told us never to come back.

Marj, years later, in writing notes of encouragement to her missionary grand-
son, Jason South, referred to these “rough times.” 

Marj: .....in the meantime I received a letter from Susan and in her beautiful 
handwriting she had written this following paragraph on the envelope: “Have 
you learned lessons only of those who admired you, and were tender with you 
and stood aside for you? Have you not learned lessons from those who reject you 
and brace themselves against you or would treat you with contempt, or dispute 
the passage with you?“ 

!at little quotation helped me. Another quotation was one of the Savior’s 

Elinor Note:

She had a HARD mission.  I 

think she was 61, wasn’t she, 

when she went on her mission.  

And talk about hard, for 

those of us who have been 

on missions, we know that 

missions are not easy, and for 

somebody that age—and they 

put her with younger mission-

aries!  And it was a real hard 

thing for her, because some of 

them were not that kind. She 

had a lot of energy and was so 

valiant.
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own and it goes like this: Doctrine and covenants 38:27. “Behold, this I have given 
unto you as a parable, and it is even as I am, I say unto  you, be one; and if ye are 
not one ye are not mine.” I used to whisper this to myself under my breath and 
add “and if you are not one ye shall not teach.” !at helped me over some very 
rough spots, also.

Cereal Capital of the World
For 15 years Marj had struggled to maintain a gluten-free diet. [No label-

ing in those days.] !e one cold cereal she thought safe to eat was corn &akes, 
supposing it to be gluten-free. Living in the cereal capital, where cold cereal 

was invented, she was soon to #nd out the real deal about corn &akes.
Dec 4, 1978 - One thing I like about Battle Creek. It has the aroma of cereals 

in the air, But they smell really like popcorn scorched ever so little. We are going 
through Kellogg’s today. Something the companions want to do before they leave. 

Towards the end of the cereal plant tour, the guide said, “!is is where we 
put the malt in the cereal. All cereal has malt; otherwise it would be tasteless.” 
So Marj realized even corn &akes were not free from gluten.  

Passing Off 8 Discussions
In the early weeks of her mission, frequently having to pass o% the eight 

discussions word for word to the young supervisor elders was a challenge. In 
one of her letters to the mission president she said it was like “&ying kites.” 
She later included some of her experience in learning discussions to grandson 
Jason (who had to learn them in Korean): 

Marj: I was having a rough time with two companions once. We were a 
threesome for a few weeks. !ey didn’t like having an older companion in with 
them and they were “out to get rid of me.” !ey did a lot of ornery things to make 
me “holler uncle” to the president but I didn’t do that. It #nally came to an end 
and in the meantime I was le$ to myself a lot and I studied and studied as hard as 
I could and got my discussions word perfect. When one of them went home I got 
a new companion and I was really ready by then to go to work. 

Marj found many people to teach in Battle Creek. Her battle seemed to be with 
time, and incredibly, she was already thinking in terms of serving another mission!

Fishing
Marj: Apr 16, 1979 - I can hardly believe how time is hurrying along. My 

mission is more than a third over. Seven of 18 months are gone! I wonder where 
my next one will be. I am not eager to leave Battle Creek. It has really opened up. 
We teach as many discussions in a day, many days, as we used to in a week. 

Bernie told me in a letter that his former mission president said it’s like #sh-
ing. !e big ones you have to play a little longer. You can’t drag ‘em out. I think 
about them a lot. We are a$er a “big one” tonight. It’s constantly on my mind 
what to say and how to say it. We have been “playing him” for months. !e Lord 
helped. He’s home on sick leave.

Marj had been “#shing” for years, selling lumber, selling real estate, selling ure-
thane foam. She was observant, knew how to connect with people, meeting them 
on their own turf.
     Fix with Soap

One young couple Marj was anxious to teach was reluctant to hear their mes-
sage, and the guy was agitated  with a pressing problem. He said he had a hole in his 

It ’s not hard to 
understand Alma‘s 
feelings. “Oh that I 
had the voice of an 
angel.” There are so 
many people out here. 
So many, Thicker 
than mosquitoes on 
a cloudy day in early 
June in Island Park 
and just about as 
insensitive and not a 
fraction as attentive.

                    -Mar j 

Dear President,
Learning the discussions 

is like flying kites. You get 
one kite aloft and flying –
then you have to hold on to 
the cord while you launch 
another. Then you have to 
hang onto both strings and 
get another aloft. I won-
der if one person has ever 
flown 8 kites simultaneously 
before. I guess it has been 
done. I want to try it when I 
get home.

Sincerely, 
Sister South.

“Flying Kites”
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gas tank, must #x it, and didn’t know how. “!en I told him to weld a piece of soap 
over the hole with pressure, and it would work if the hole were not too big. He was 
going, thanks, to us and smiling when we le$. Both clean, good-looking, smart, two 
little children. So you can imagine the feeling, waiting for the next appointment.” 

Knocking on Doors
Marj was asked to serve on a panel at Sisters’ Conference. “Sister Baird [Mis-

sion President’s wife] said they chose me because I’ve been the most successful. My 
part is to tell how to make the door approach and how to get in, etc.” she explained. 
“I guess I can talk for #ve minutes on that.” 

Letters from Home
Marj loved getting letters from home, learning what was going on with her 

family, trying to keep track of gypsy daughters Myrna and Susan, delighted that 
Elinor would pack up and go to Nebraska with Barry, learning of the whereabouts 
of Randy and Karen, hearing from David and Susan in Denver.

Family Tape Recording
For her #rst Christmas on her mission, the family got together at David’s house 

and made a tape recording of singing, poems, and greetings. She said over and over 
how she loved the tape and that she would play it on prep days.

The River Rag
Marj thanked everyone for their letters, said they gave her a li$, and expressed 

her appreciation for the “River Rag.” M’Jean, Susan, and Karen were the editors of 
the little newspaper which reported events on the butte, at the shop, church, school, 
and various places the family members were o% to.    

Marj: Oct 8, 1978 Your newsletter is so welcome and interesting. I love it. I 
might say that I expected one and wondered and wondered what the name would 
be.

Christmas card, 1978: I love 
the River Rag.

New Year’s Day: 1979 –“!e 
River Rag is getting to look 
rather professional. I love it.

Apr 2, 1979 -  !anks mil-
lions for River Rags.

June 25, 1979 - !e River 
Rag was wonderful. I love those 
little news bits. !ey are a work 
of art. 

Jul 2, 1979 - !e River Rag 
was great! I really love them 
and admire them so greatly. 
!anks for the labor that goes 
into them.

Jul 18, 1979 - !e last River 
Rag was really special as art. I 
love it.

Aug 20, 1979 - I am antici-
pating receiving the next River 
Rag. !ey are indeed special. 

Sunrise over
 Snake River

“Every time I look out 
and see a beautiful sunrise 

reflecting in the river, I 
think, ‘I must write Marj.’” 

(M’Jean)
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!e intent of the River Rag, of course, was to keep Marj up on the news. Susan 
ran o% copies down at the o"ce and shared them with everyone in the family. !e 
name was inspired by the ever changing river &owing past Marj’s dome.

M’Jean: winter– Marj, every time I look out and see a beautiful sunrise re-
&ecting in the river, or frost all over the trees, or steam rolling o% the river, or the 
sun sparkling in the water, or a brilliant sunset, I think, “I must write Marj…as 
soon as I #nish feeding the baby, and describe this to her.” But before I’m #nished 
feeding the baby, someone needs to go potty, then the baby needs to be changed, 
and I decide to take the load out of the washer, Tessy’s crying for something to eat, 
and I may just as well #x lunch for everybody, and by that time the scene outside 
had changed anyway; I’ll write later—a$er the piano lessons maybe or if all three 
kids go to sleep at the same time—or tomorrow for sure. 

spring – !e river is high and fast-&owing. !ere are some pretty white 
birds, egrets Gary says (he has a bird book) which &y up and down the river. !ey 
don’t usually &y too high, and they look neat against the green backdrop. Several 
birds have come right up to the windows, robins, magpies, and one day three 
woodpeckers entertained us for half an hour. !ey would take turns doing a little 
dance right up against the window. A tiny barn wren sat on the chain of the porch 
swing one day. Tuesday a muskrat jumped up on the window a couple of times 
and then ran o%. !e eagles are gone; we never see them anymore. We saw some 
geese not long ago. Gary thinks two are nesting over by the lagoon, but most of 
the ducks and geese are gone for the summer.

A  Little Homesick & Longing for Home
Marj: Dec 1978: I am out three moons now. I said goodbye to the full moon-

light on the river when I le$. Believe it or not there is a moon in Michigan, and 
a sun.

Feb 19, 1979 - !e president is planning a Sister conference this month some-
time. I guess we go to Lansing and stay in their home all night. It’s a beautiful 
home! You ought to see the master bedroom. But it isn’t on the beautiful Snake 
River.

Moon River
“I said goodbye to the full 
moonlight on the river 
when I left.” (Marj)
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May 7, 1979 -  Have the prickly pears blossomed yet? Are the wood ticks 
out? Is the lagoon full of water?

Jan: 14, 1980 - Dear M’Jean and Gary. I really think your letters are fun. I 
enjoy them so much. It sort of keeps me acquainted with the kids and conjures 
up scenes in my memory about frost, and even the weeds etc. and the beautiful, 
beautiful river. Never do I see the full moon but I remember the moonlight on 
the river the last night at home, and the owl hooting etc. and everybody tired. 

Fall Asleep on the Floor
Jan 14, 1980   I want to go to a show and fall asleep on the &oor watching TV.

M’Jean: How well we all remember the many times Marj did just that! 
Reluctant to take herself o% to bed, she would #nd it pleasant to lie on the couch 
or the &oor “for a few minutes” and waken an hour or two later. 

Love for Family - Grateful for Mission
She consistently expressed her deep love for her family. She also ex-

pressed gratitude for her mission. “I am really grateful for this mission. 
I appreciate it more each day.” And again: “I am enjoying my mission, 
sincerely. I shudder to think how maybe I wouldn’t have come. Maybe 
I would have missed it. !at would have been a big tragedy in my life.”

Michigan Weather
She o$en included the weather report, be it bright or bleak:

Marj: Oct 30, 1978 - !e weather is beautiful still. I am so glad. Leaves by 
trillions all over the ground everywhere and they are so brilliant. It’s hard to 
believe it can get so bad in the winter as people say it will.

Jan 8, 1979 - It is really cold here. !e temperature doesn’t dip too low. -10° 
is lowest but it is the kind that makes you feel somebody slugged you between 
the eyes the minute you step outside. My woolen winter coat is not warm. If I 
didn’t wear my woolen black sweater, Myrna‘s old cardigan, with it I’d freeze to 
death. It surely wasn’t worth the $100 I paid for it.

Lansing
It was in Lansing where Marjorie saw the most success. Several of her 

investigators were baptized.
Marj was well respected and became known by the mission president, as well 

as others, for getting things done. Marj was 61 when she le$ on her mission. In 
one ward the mission leader remarked that the sisters had done better than all the 
elders in the zone. “He wondered how someone my age had kept the pace. I sort of 
forget my ‘di%erent’ age until someone reminds me of it.”

Another mission leader, less diligent, not holding weekly correlation meetings 
nor getting friendshipping families lined up, needed a nudge. “We have been dilly-
dallying four months for him to get on the ball,” said Marj. She and her companion 
#nally started going to his home. “It was the only way we could get anything done. 
We won’t let him rest until he contacts them all.”

Other Races
It was a new experience for Marj to become well acquainted with people of so 

many di%erent races, colors and religions. 

Marj
She felt a constant sense 

of  urgency, always 
commenting on the 

shortness of  the time.
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Marj: !ere are so many whites and blacks and yellows and browns mixed 
and reds around this area. Our black family is doing #ne and we have a neat 
fellowshipping family to help there, the family who referred them to us in the 
#rst place. (Later) Still working with our black family. I hope we can keep them. 
I didn’t know how easy it would be to hold a little pigtails black girl on my lap. 
She’s an a%ectionate kid.

We taught a Jewish family the other night—took a Book of Mormon—gra-
cious, friendly people. We worked with a beautiful Catholic family. I really hope 
hope hope--we’ll see.

Marj was so proud of Mario and Margaret Torrez, “our Chicano family--he 
teaches high school.”

Marj: Jul 18, 1979. We baptized the Torrez family!!! And are they really spe-
cial. !e more I get to know them the more special I know they are. He has a 
Bachelors degree and a Masters, smart, clean, and the other night he stood on the 
sidewalk and told me how everything we told him fell into place like pieces of a 
puzzle. It was quite a testimony.

Sep 17, 1979 - Mario has to speak at a youth #reside next Sunday. Everyone 
loves Mario. Everyone thinks his wife is ravishing! 

Feb 18, 1980 - Mario and Margaret Torrez received their patriarchal blessings 
yesterday. Were they ever happy! !ey are wonderful. !ey plan on going west in 
1981 to Salt Lake Temple. But they are going to Washington DC this July. 

Hmongs
!e race of people Marj became most involved with teaching and helping 

were the Hmong refugees from Laos.

Marj: Dec 17, 1979 - I wish I could show you the little Hmong people. Little 
tiny ladies expecting babies. No layette of any kind. Last week we made a crib 
quilt for one while the men were playing volleyball in the gym. We were in the 
foyer. !ey loved it. We are going to start to teach them how to bake bread. Bishop 
said yesterday we could use the kitchen. We want each lady to be mixing her 
own batch of bread and take it home with her. He allowed that they would do it 
through the Relief Society and furnish the ingredients. Next potatoes, in several 
ways, then the bishop said to teach them how to do hamburgers next and then 
they will be thoroughly Americanized. 

Dec 19, 1979 - I guess you know the answer to your question about my 
!anksgiving with Laotians at church, their #rst. We should be very grateful. Just 
think, out of 100 who leave their homeland to escape across the border, 30 make 
it. !e communists slaughter the rest.

Marj heard horri#c stories of those trying to escape, both father and mother 
carrying a child on their back and one in their arms. !ey told of the children who 
died because they “could not digest the grass” they ate trying to stay alive.

Marj: Poor Hmongs and Laotians houses are cold all the time. !ey have 
had so many experiences in “running“ enduring and #ghting and starving and 
burying etc. In spite of it all they are happy, good-natured people.

Dear President,
It is certainly inter-

esting how you find 
the same variety of 
attitudes whether 
you knock on doors 
in poorest neighbor-
hoods or richest. Some 
turn missionaries away 
“gently”—desiring not 
to offend—others 
curtly—others rude-
ly—and it doesn’t seem 
to matter if they are in 
poor circumstances or 
pretentious ones. The 
grammar is different but 
the variety of attitudes 
exists everywhere it 
seems.

I used to suppose 
that people in the most 
humble circumstances 
would be most willing 
to listen. I wish I knew 
the statistic on this—if 
there are any. 

In my own opinion, if 
there is any difference 
at all, the ones in the 
middle—in between 
the rich and poor—are 
most likely to listen. It is 
interesting to observe. I 
love to knock on doors. 
Sincerely, 

Sister South
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Teaching Hmongs
Marj was very instrumental in getting the ball rolling to help 

these people. Got elders going—took them around and intro-
duced them. !en the elders started working with them more.

Marj: We are working with three Hmong families and starting 
two more, and moreover we #nally have two sets of elders working 
with about two apiece.”

We have to improvise for discussions with Hmong people. Can’t 
start out with Joseph Smith when they are not acquainted with God 
and Jesus. 

Last week we gave a discussion and asked if any one of them had 
seen God and they all said their grandfather had and that they knew 
he had been reincarnated and knew his other parents. It’s going to be 
tough. We had dinner with them. It was fun. 

Mar 24, 1980 All is well; we are extremely busy. Working with 
many people 1/4 of them Hmong. Sometimes we are making progress 
there, sometimes I fear not. Don’t know. 

Brought by the Lord
May 7, 1980 - I think it’s verse six in #rst chapter of second book of Nephi says 

all who would come to this land would be brought here by the Lord. 

Sponsoring Hmong Refugees
Marj determined that she would help sponsor Hmong refugees when she re-

turned home, which she later did. She requested that Myrna, recent law school 
graduate, look into the procedure for sponsoring Hmong refugees. 

Marj: !ere are supposed to be 40,000 in !ailand ready to come. How about 
trying to learn who handles matters for sponsoring refugees in our end of the 
world, would you please? I guess you heard Elder Hanks. Maybe you could have 
all that information by the time I get home. Here, it is all handled through the 
Catholic social services. Two members of the ward here have signed up here to 
sponsor families and they’ll &y them over as soon as their number comes up. 
!ey go on social services as soon as they arrive. Members have to buy clothes for 
them and #nd a house for them, etc. !ey arrive at airport (winter, also) in thongs 
and very brief clothing and maybe a shoebox per family, baggage. Any treasures 
they bring have to be fastened to their bodies. 

!ey are smart, agile, cute, and the young guys are very vulnerable to the fe-
male predators with blond hair who chase them. Our favorite couple has had 12 
children, lost three, and were married at 14 and 13. !eir marriage was ‘arranged.’

Do you have the time to take on a project of learning all you can learn pertain-
ing to the subject of bringing people in, sponsoring them? 

Navajo Companion
While gaining a love for the Hmongs, a race of people Marj had never heard of, 

she was encountering a challenge with another race.

Marj: Sep 17, 1979 - I am eager to get along with my companion. She is 
Indian, though raised mostly by a white family; she can’t seem to get along with 
any companions. President Baird came to me Sunday a week ago and told me 
that I was his last hope. He says that if she continues to cause trouble he’ll send 
her home. 

Myrna Lynn South
Marj requested that Myrna, 
recent law school graduate, 
look into the procedure for 

sponsoring Hmong refugees. 
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But so far, so good! She gets up on time. I call her. She’s willing to work and I 
have had other companions that I wouldn’t trade her for. So, here is hoping!

Myrna: !eir chores were divided between them. Whatever chore the 
Navajo companion was supposed to do she didn’t do, maybe vacuuming. Marj 
started vacuuming, and the companion said, “!at’s my job,” and pushed Marj 
down on the &oor. 

Marj was pretty tolerant, but the three months they were together was a 
test of patience. A$er the #rst two months the president was about to make 
a change. “I felt that the change he had in mind would be so bad for a poor 
unfortunate who would get her that I begged for him to let me keep her. You 
see, she has caused trouble everywhere for everyone.”

Shout & Sing
But the month following, on December 19, 1979, Marj wrote, 

Marj: “Joy in Lansing!” !e president said something about a change of com-
panions, and I told him the sooner the better. He is thinking of a di%erent change, 
(a sister who can handle it better), and I didn’t protest. 

But what a change for me!!! I could shout and sing, and shout and sing, in my 
heart silently. You see the Lord has heard my prayers. I will shout and sing silently, 
in my heart. !e atmosphere is not conducive to shouting and singing.

Selfish Whims
Both Marj and her new companion, the only active member in her family, 

who had sold her car to come, were subjected to the sel#sh whims of a young 
elder. 

Marj: Today is district activity and my enthusiasm is diluted to a thin, small 
measure. Bowling and going to a restaurant. My companion spends about four or 
#ve dollars for groceries and can’t a%ord restaurant or bowling. And the district 
leader likewise. But still we must go bowling and one elder says eating at a restau-
rant is his favorite sport, so he votes eat out when the others say I can’t a%ord it. 
It’s a good thing I spend $15 for groceries or my companion wouldn’t make it. 

Second Christmas
Marj: Dec 1, 1979  I am thankful this Christmas season. !ere are no pres-

ents going westward. Just a very sincere Christmas wish that the family can ap-
preciate each other more than ever before. And the families within the family 
likewise. And that Christmas can always be thus. Just think, “In a little while I’ll 
begin to smile, when the sun goes down again.” [from one of Marj’s songs about 
home she used to sing] 

Love, Marj

Dec 17, 1979 - One of the things I think about is grand reunion with all the 
kids. It will be great. I hope I can accomplish much in the meantime. Love to 
everyone, Marj

Dear President,
On these small re-

port forms for Sunday 
inventory we have a block 
where we are to mark 
excellent, good, fair, or 
poor ratings for 8 differ-
ent items. 

The third item is spir-
ituality. Now if I should 
mark the “excellent” rat-
ing, the Lord won’t think 
of me as humble, likely. 
If I put “fair” the mission 
president might consider 
I have a real problem. If I 
mark “good” it seems like 
a “middle of the road” 
marking with not true 
meaning. 

But if I put “poor” will 
the Lord know that I am 
aspiring to inherit the 
Kingdom of Heaven? 
(Matt 5:3) What do you 
think about that? 

Sincerely, 
Sister South.
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Gary & M’Jean in the Dome
Gary and M’Jean appreciated living in Marj’s dome 

home. !ey loved all the same things she did, especially the 
view of the river. 

M’Jean: Apr 3, 1979 - It’s probably pretty hard to get used 
to hardship, but it’s super easy to get used to  luxury. Your 
house, for instance: it took us no time at all to get used to your 
plush carpet, deluxe conveniences, deluxe everything, and that 
hypnotic view of the river.

New Babes
When Marj started her mission, Gary and M’Jean 

had two children. By the time she returned, they had four. 
M’Jean was only 6 weeks away from delivery when Marj 
le$. From Michigan Marj wrote, “One thing I am going to 
miss. I planned long since (until I realized it was futile) to 
spend some time living with Rosalie and Tessya while you 
languish in the hospital.” 

Dome Tours
Marj’s unique dome home was such a curiosity, that 

many people came to see it. Gary and M’Jean showed doz-

ens of people through the 
house. 

Baby Jonathan
M’Jean: !e head 

of the Dept. of Interior 
Design at Ricks College 
called to make an ap-
pointment to tour the 
house, along with his 
BYU counterpart. !ey 
asked to come Saturday, 
November 4th. I told 
him I had a baby due 
that day and was not sure 
if we would be there. He 
said they would take 
their chances. Well, they 
came and brought their 
wives, arriving just as 
we were heading out the 
door on the way to the 
hospital. We told them 
to give themselves the 
tour and le$. 

Jonathan Gary Lund 
was born a few hours later.

Many people toured Marj’s 
unique dome home. When 

the head of  Interior Design 
at Ricks College and his BYU 

counterpart knocked on the 
door, they wound up with 

a self  guided tour, as Gary 
and M’Jean were leaving 

for the hospital, where Baby 
Jonathan made his 

appearance.

Tessya Michelle Lund,
Driver of  the car about to 
enter the master bedroom.
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Baby Derek
It was less than a year later that Marj received news of another little grandson, 

Derek !omas South, born to Randy and Karen October 26, 1979.

Extension
According to the calendar, Marj’s 18-months were to be up mid-March, 1980. 

Marj expected to be home by the time of the arrival of Lund Baby #4, due April 6th, 
and again looked forward to helping out. She had written, stating emphatically, that 
she did not want Gary and M’Jean to be concerned about vacating the dome right 
away when she returned. 

About the end of February or beginning of March, President Baird, Marj’s mis-
sion president, whom she admired very much, asked Marj to stay longer, then le$ 
her hanging regarding just how long, while he was hospitalized—again. “He has a 
hard time staying on top. He has been in the hospital several times with pneumo-
nia–once for 10 days. When he is out of the hospital he never quits.”

Marj ended up serving an extra two months.
Thanks

Marj: I realize this is a very sloppy letter. I have been writing on my lap and 
drying my hair with my little sunbeam. !anks for the little sunbeam, Susan. 
!anks for the hymns on tape, Myrna, thanks for mesh bag to launder hose, 
M’Jean. !anks for the use of your iron, Gary. !anks for letters, pictures, tele-
phone calls. !anks for your prayers. !anks for all the wonderful things you do 
in the family and ward and world. !anks for the wonderful people you are. 

Know that I love all of you very much and am looking forward to the post-
poned reunion. I had hoped to be home to help you, M’Jean. Not that you didn’t 
manage with Jonathan without me, but anyway I wanted to. 

Same as Kids’ Missions?
Mar 24, 1980 - Sister’s conference tomorrow and Wednesday till 2:00 PM. Did 

you have Sisters Conferences? It is a big event in this mission. Everyone looks 
forward to it, even I. I am always wondering, is this or that the same as my kids’ 
missions? Did they do this? 

Mar 24, 1980 - I really miss all of you and I’m really looking forward to home 
again. M’Jean, I am regretting I can’t be home to help.

Mar 31, 1980 - Dear M’Jean and Gary, A hasty note to tell you I really planned 
to help a lot when the baby comes. I am sorry I am not home for that reason. I 
surely hope all will go well and there will be no problem.

Baby Jeanette
Jeanette Lund was born two days early, on April 4, 1980. Her grandmother, 

Marj, was not home yet, but when she arrived at the dome, she was fussed over by 
Myrna and Susan, who were also living there. M’Jean was spoiled by Karen (next 
door), Judy (who was by now living in her own home on the butte), Elinor (whose 
house at the top of the butte was underway), and the Relief Society. 

Marj: April 7, 1980 – So it is all over and the little one arrived—safe and all 
is well. How wonderful! I am so glad. !at day I heard your voice, M’Jean, set a 
mood for the day. I was joyful and teary both, and I did much re&ection on how 
very much you mean to me. I guess one important reason I want to #ll a worthy 
mission is to make the family know I want their approval. Of course, I really want 
my Father in Heaven’s approval. 

I am so certainly looking forward to homecoming, to meet the new ones. 
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Eager to Leave - Reluctant to Go - Countdown
It is funny how eager I am to leave one minute and how reluctant the next. It is 

not so much that I can’t stand to leave the people or area. It’s that I have so many 
halfway home. I fear for some of them if certain people are here in the area. But I 
guess that sounds very egotistical. I am sorry. I must get busy. I have much to do. 
And I will soon be home—Scarlet! [Referring to “Gone with the Wind,” a favorite 
movie] Love, marj. (Home is underlined three times)

Well, it’s the countdown again. Go into Mission home 18th, leave 19th, 
baptized Josephine yesterday a$er conference. Be home in about three weeks! 
Meantime, I hope the three weeks will be good to all of you. 

Determination for Future
Marj: Nov 12, 1979 - I am not the same person. I have changed. !ings that 

used to mean a lot to me don’t matter anymore. !ey are not important. I am 
restless, and I want to be restless. I’ve seen too much of older ladies devoting life 
to home, and sometimes dog. And I am sort of ashamed for them. I never want 
any house to mean that much to me ever.

Jan 21, 1980 - I hope I will have a lasting determination to follow through 
when I do get home to give rides, share space, help missionaries, if they want it, 
be a missionary myself etc. 

Three Weeks & A Resolution
Marj: May 7, 1980, Dear Judy and family, I guess I’ll continue this letter from 

thoughts I’ve had for a long time. I am doing two things at once: one lining up 
tentative projects to do when I get home such as: 

A, stake Mission; 
B, teaching reading project in ward, and stake and church to nonreaders 

among members; 
C, try to help full-time missionaries; 
D, try to get on a bandwagon to #ght pornography, or ERA; 
F, try to help others make a project of helping see to it that every family, every-

one, gets in 4 generation, thereby forcing me to learn myself; 
G, work on the project of sponsoring refugees among 

the Mormons. 
Maybe A and C would go together as one. OK, that’s 

one thing I’m doing. 
!e other is that I’m trying to build a strong very 

strong resolution to do these things, or some of these 
and not dri$ into complacency as I was before and as far 
too many people are. 

But one thing is an absolute must, to make sure that 
every member of our family big and little know all the 
fundamental principles of gospel so well that it is part 
of their conscious thinking all the time. I mean, the war 
that is being fought today and how very real it is. And 
how sneaky Satan is, and how clever and stinking low 
down. 

The Trip Home - Marj & Myrna
Myrna: When Marj #nished her mission, I &ew to 

Michigan to drive back with her. We went to Friday fo-
rum at the LDS Insitute of Religion at Michigan State 
University. !e speaker was a professor of biology and 

Susan, Myrna, Del 
Parkinson, Gary (bottom)
Rachel, Danny, Jason, 

(middle)
Tessy, Dianna, Rosalie 

(top)
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presented an unforgettable slide-
show on the eyes of bugs and 
small animals, and how they were 
uniquely and perfectly adapted to 
the needs of each. To me it was a 
great evidence of the perfection of 
God’s creative work. 

We went to Washington D.C. 
where we stayed in a home across 
from the temple. We went through 
the visitor center and a temple 
session, then we also went to the 
Smithsonian and saw some of 
the sights in the city. !e city was 
beautiful in the spring. We arrived 
home in Menan April 26.

Homecoming
On April 23rd 

Marj and 
Myrna called 

from Washington, 
D.C. !ey were head-
ing home. Saturday, 
April 26, Myrna 
called from Rock 
Springs, then later 
from Palisades, and 
soon a$erwards they 
were home!

E l i n o r : 
When Marj 
came back from 
her mission 
and reported 
in church, it 
was Mother’s 
Day, and all 
of the grand-
kids got up and 
sang in front 
of the chapel 
“I Always Go 
Walking.”  I’ll 
never forget 
that. It was neat.  
She gave a really 
good report.

Tessy, Dianna, Jessica, 
Danny, (front)
Jenny, Rosalie, Marj, 
Melinda, Jason, 
Nanette, Myrna, 
Jonathan (back)

Melinda (front)
Jessica, Dianna, Rachel, 
Rebecca, (middle)
Rosalie, Marj, Tessy (back)
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Home Sweet Dome
Everyone enjoyed having Marj back 

from her mission. She met the new 
little ones and became re-acquainted 

with the other children.  
From May to October, 1981, Marj’s 

dome,  dubbed the “Domicile,” housed 9 peo-
ple, Marj, Myrna, Susan, and the six Lunds. 

Home Sweet Office
Back in the saddle, Marj again worked for the company. David, Barry, and Ran-

dy had expanded the business, and domes were popping up like mushrooms in 
several states. 

Baby Joshua South

On October 2, 1980, Joshua Eric South was born to Randy and Karen. 
Moving On

On October 7, the dome population diminished by six when Gary and M’Jean 
and four children moved to Salt Lake. 

Marj was le$ alone when Myrna moved to Rexburg, worked for an attorney in 
St. Anthony, and taught piano at Ricks College. Susan moved to Salt Lake.

Marj would soon #ll her house to capacity as she made preparations in 
the coming months to sponsor a Hmong family. 

The Loft
“We used to play upstairs in 

the loft. That loft inspired me 
to build one in my home in 

Providence. My children live 
up there.” (Dave South)

Kitchen & Living Room

Rosalie, Tessy, Jon
Maybe the big cushion at the 
base of  the stool is there for 

good reason.
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Jon, Tessy, Rosalie 
M’Jean, Baby Jeanette, 
Gary, Marj
Pretty hard to say goodbye.

The Lund Family
After living on the butte for two years, the Lunds are 

off  on a new adventure in Salt Lake City.
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The River Rag
Chapter 118

All the news that’s fit to print-Adolph Simon Ochs
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“Knowledge of and a testimony 
of the truthfulness of the gospel is 
not enough. We also need a love for 
the gospel. !at love is the motivating 
force.”

(Marj, Monday Sep 9, 1963)

Marjorie South
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Loving Ties

True religion,
 the tie that binds us to 
God and to each other, 

not only seals our
 family relationships

 in eternity 
but also heightens 

our delight in those family 
experienes while in mortality.

-Jeffrey R. Holland

Our Savior’s Love
The Spirit, voice 
Of goodness, whispers to our hearts
A better choice 
Than evil’s anguished cries.
Loud may the sound 
Of hope ring till all doubt departs,
And we are bound 
To him by loving ties.
(Edward L. Hart, Hymns, #113)
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When the Sun Goes 
Down Again

 It doesn’t say much good to go away from home, 
unless it’s a home one could miss a good deal.-Marj

Chapter 119

At Christmas time, when Marj had anticipated being released from her mis-
sion in March, she was looking forward to being home, as she wrote:

Just think, “In a little while I’ll begin to smile, when the sun goes down again.”

Marj’s family had o$en heard her sing the plainti% song about the 
wanderer, tired of roaming, throwing away the walking shoes, and taking 
the next train home.

Seven months into her mission, Marj had written: “I wonder where 
my next one will be.” Once at home she knew what kind of mission to 
serve. True to her resolve to help Hmong refugees, Marj sponsored a 
Hmong family of three generations, grandparents, parents, and children. 

Elinor: Well, we lived up there when the Hmong people came. When she 
was on the mission, she taught a lot of Hmong people who came from Cambodia. 
And she learned to love the Hmong people, and they learned to love her. And 
she made a connection there, and a$er she got back, she sponsored a family that 
came straight from there to here. !ey speaka no English. (Laughs)  

Susan:  Valee spoke some English
Elinor: He spoke some English, but the rest of them didn’t, so when they 

came in, we all came down. !ey were not familiar with any of the modern con-
veniences—even the toilet, or anything--it was quite entertaining. And they liked 
their rice cooked in a certain way. I mean, they didn’t want their rice cooked the 
way anybody else cooked it. So they did a lot of their own cooking, didn’t they?

Susan:  Rice every single night.
Elinor: And they wanted it, like really sticky, I think, as I remember. But 

they were really cute. !ey were small people. Of course, we couldn’t understand 
them and they couldn’t understand us, except for—what was his name?

Susan: Valee.
Elinor:  Well, which one went to school at Rigby High School?
Susan:  It was maybe Ba.
Elinor:  Ba. Okay. Ba. Anyhow, I can’t remember how long they were here.
Susan:  Valee had a wife and a little girl named Mi.

When the Sun 
Goes Down Again

When the sun goes down again, 
I’m gonna be where I belong,

Down among the folks at home, 
where every day you hear a song,

I’m gonna throw away my walk-
ing shoes, I never want them on 
again,

In a little while, I’ll begin to smile, 
when the sun goes down again.

I’ll never learn to be a roamer, no 
matter how I try,

And when the next train leaves 
this town,

I’m gonna tell you all goodbye,

When the sun goes down again, 
I’m gonna be where I belong,

Down among the folks at home, 
where every day you hear a song,

I’m gonna throw away my walk-
ing shoes, I never want them on 
again,

In a little while, I’ll begin to smile, 
when the sun goes down again.

Marj
Butte Sunset
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M’Jean: !e kids and I met the Hmongs at Marj’s 
house when we drove up to Idaho with Susan while Gary 
was gone to New York. It was March 2nd, 1981. Marj 
said they watched Sesame Street to help with learning 
English. We went to Del Parkinson’s recital in Rexburg 
and took Ba with us. Five-year-old Rosalie was drilling 
Ba on counting, etc. 

Myrna: Jeanette was so cute –and so bad. Rosalie 
was teaching Ba the Hmong boy all the words as we 
went --“glad,” etc. With Jeanette, she said “squawk, baby 
squawk.”

Elinor: Oh, what the Hmong people went through 
to get here. !ey went without food going through the jungles, and they swam 
across rivers with children on their backs. And they stayed in these concentration 
camps before they got here. Marj never forgot them. And they couldn’t come, 
unless they had a sponsor. And that was the thing—she sponsored them. And 
they came.

Susan: It took a while for all the paperwork to get them out of that camp 
where they were, and it took some money. And she had to jump through a lot of 
hoops to make sure that happened for them.

Gracious to Hmongs 
Elinor: Marj was just so gracious to them. I mean this house is big enough 

for her family and that, but there were a lot of them. And I don’t even know where 
they slept. But they slept around. And they were just—they were--it was just fun. I 
know it wasn’t easy  for her having them come here, but 
they were so grateful to her. 

Anyhow, she was just an angel for taking in those 
Hmong people. Other people have done that, too, but 
we actually witnessed it, you know. Because she did it. 
Anyhow, that’s an incredible thing for 
the whole family to know—was what 
she did for the Hmongs. I mean, we 
should all learn from her example on 
that. 

In her journal Marj wrote of 
the “highlight of the association with 
the Hmong family, which arrived at the 
airport Feb 21, 1981.” She and David 
each drove to the airport to pick them 
up. She loved having the Hmongs liv-
ing there, was sad when arrangements 
were made and they le$ for Seattle. “So 
they are gone and the house is big and 
empty agian.” She mentions over and 
over how she misses them. “What an 
experience. I am so appreciative of this 
golden opportunity. What an exciting 
and wondeful episode in my life.”

Hmong Needlework:
Baby Carrier

The Hmong family was very 
grateful to Marj. The only 
thing they had to give her 

were examples of  their native 
handiwork. (Marj had written 
about the Hmong ladies stitching 

quilts in Relief  Society. “Their 
stitches were so tiny and neat,”  she 

said. “They laughed at mine.”

Rebecca South & 
Hmongs

The boy on the 
right, Ba, 

attended school.

Marj & Sawmill Relics:
Dinner bell, gas lanterns, 
cant hook, crosscut saw.



Targhee Ties   1315

Growing Family
In the next few years Marj’s family continued to grow. July 11, 1981, 

Rodney South was born to Barry and Elinor. A little less than two months lat-
er, on September 1, 1981, Lexye Suzanne Lund was born to Gary and M’Jean 
in Utah. 

While she was living in Salt Lake, Susan met Je%rey Crandall. She brought 
him to meet M’Jean and Gary and their #ve children. 

M’Jean: I remember how the poor guy was mobbed by all our little kids. He 
wasn’t used to the noise, and I think he was relieved when it came time to go.

Susan & Jeff Married
On April 9, 1982, Susan and Je% were married in the Idaho Falls Temple. 

!eir lovely reception was held at Marj’s dome.

New Baby Grandchildren
On June 12, 1982, Nathan South was born to Randy and Karen. 
Matthew Crandall was born to Je% and Susan on January 16, 1983, on 

Dianna’s South’s birthday.
Barney Alan Lund was born July 3, 1983, to Gary and 

M’Jean Lund.
Amanda South was born on October 29, 1984 to Randy and 

Karen South.
Sean Forrest Crandall was born to Je% and Susan Crandall 

on March 16, 1985. 
Marj was on hand to welcome the new little grandchildren 

and delighted in holding and rocking each one. But when Molly 
Nanette Lund was born to Gary and M’Jean, Christmas Eve, 
1985, she was practically too weak to hold a newborn baby.

Temple Tuesdays
Marj had been called as a temple worker in the Idaho Falls 

Temple, a calling which she cherished. Marj was usually sell-
ing or working at the o"ce most days, but Tuesdays she would 
spend the entire day at the temple.

Late in 1985 she had developed a bad cough, and was un-
usually tired. But she soldiered on with her temple assignment, 
which was really quite strenuous. Tuesdays were very long days. 

Jeff & Susan Crandall
Matthew & Sean
Married April 9, 1982
Idaho Falls Temple

Elinor Note: 
Several years ago, many years af-

ter Marj had passed away, I got a 
telephone call from this fellow, said 
he was from California.  He said 
he was looking for Marj, and I told 
him she had passed away.  And any-
how, the reason he had called me, 
was Marj’s telephone number was 
passed over to a teacher that taught 
at the elementary. She told him to 
call me. 

He could speak perfect English.  
And he was living in California, and 
I think he said he was running a dry 
cleaning company or something, 
and he just went on and on.  And he 
said, “Wasn’t it just so funny when 
we came, and we couldn’t speak 
English, or anything.”And I don’t 
know which one he was.  But he 
just said how thankful they were for 
the fact that Marj sponsored them.  
And anyhow, it was just an incredi-
ble unselfish thing she did.   That is 
not easy to do, cause she wasn’t that 
young, you know. 
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Accident
Marj: Dec 18, 1985. I arose at the usual hour for a Tuesday, which was ap-

proximately 1:30 AM. I took my bath, #xed my hair and make up, ate a little, took 
my vitamins, and said my prayer. I le$ approximately 3:15 for the temple. I parked 
my car and walked up to the temple. It was slick. It wasn’t too cold. It was calm 
and beautiful. I was feeling great but I was a little concerned because I had hardly 
slept. I knew it was going to be a long day. 

Drove Into Snow Bank
At night I went out to my car feeling wide awake, but tired. It must’ve been 

10 o’clock; my duties had extended into the evening longer than usual. I became 
sleepy directly and struggled all the way, and I didn’t make it. I ran into a snow 
bank, just barely o% the road. !at awakened me! I &agged down a passing pick-
up. He took me to a phone. Randy and David came and pulled me back on the 
road and I came on home--1 mile from home, approximately. !e next day I was 
sick and even though the family urged me to see a doctor I didn’t. 

Prescription: Oxygen
Elinor: !e oxygen thing.—we were living here up on the butte when she 

was working for the boys, and she developed this really bad cough, and it went 
on and on and on, and it was cold—I remember it was cold. And her house was 
cold. And I came in. Quite o$en I came in a$er school and just checked on her 
on my way home. Sometimes I’d just stop in during the day when I went up to 
the house for lunch, or something. And she wasn’t anywhere in here, and I kinda 
called for her, and I heard a little voice in the back room, and I went back there 
in her bedroom, and she was in her bed, cause it was cold in here. She was in her 
bed, and she was bundled up. I think she might have even had her coat on under 
the covers, and she had a cap on her head. I mean, she was cold. 

It really frightened me, so, anyhow, I got a hold of somebody, and I think 
David and Barry or somebody took Marj to the doctor. And then she was gone 
for quite a while to the doctor. Anyhow, when she #nally came back, she was on 
oxygen. And she was on oxygen for I think the next 7 years. 

“Very Sick Lady”
Marj: !e next day Susan made an appointment with the only doctor I’ve 

seen in a long, long time. He was an ear, nose and throat specialist. He told me I 
was a very, very sick lady and asked permission to send me to Dr. Armour who 
is chest disease specialist. He also told me that I was a very, very sick lady and 
for the next #ve hours they were running tests of various kinds with various ma-
chines and they #nally told me the name of it is COPD. He sent me to the hospital 
for some “ Sophisticated blood tests” and told me I could go home as soon as we 
#lled the prescription he gave me, which was oxygen. 

Exposure to Foam
I was on oxygen while I was in the hospital. I have been ever since. I still don’t 

know what the results of those tests are. I don’t know if he does or not. I knew that 
my lungs were not as good as they used to be. I blamed the exposure to urethane 
foam. !e doctor said that isn’t so. I really believe that he is a very good doctor. 
I am still suspicious that urethane foam has had something to do with the lung 
problem. My whole family and I know that I have been really sick a few times 
because of exposure to foam. Moreover, Barry, Randy, and David have all been 
sick a few times due to exposure to foam. 

I persisted in questioning the doctor about this because I felt it was important 
to know. If they are candidates for this it would be well to reduce the risk to the 
minimum if that can be done. Immediate attention might postpone and possibly 
eliminate any attack. 

“Tip You Over”
I asked the doctor how it could happen so fast. He said it hadn’t happened so 
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fast. !e deterioration had been going on but it takes something like the &u to “tip 
you over.“ I didn’t know until then that I had the &u. He said “your pulse rate was 
190 when you came in.”

Never Smoked
He questioned me about my smoking. Four times I told him I didn’t and 

hadn’t ever smoked. Believe me, I am so glad that I never had smoked. I am very 
glad that I didn’t bring this on by that particular kind of activity. 

Waited  - Santa
Barry was so considerate when he took me to the doctor and waited all those 

hours, until a$er 5:30 and then he had to take me to the hospital and check me 
in. He was supposed to play Santa Claus. He #gured he’d missed it, but he made 
it by the skin of his teeth. I didn’t know about this until the last minute. !en he 
told me. 

Part of the Plan
He came to get me the next morning and talked about the purpose of life and 

that problems were part of the plan. Some people had more problems than others 
and etc. In his so$-spoken way I knew he was trying to lighten the blow. 

Christmas - Myrna Home
Christmas was a little blurry as it passed by. Myrna was home. It was so good 

to have her here. Sooooooo good! She was struggling with some problems of her 
own but she was really good to me. Everyone was. Everyone!  Myrna didn’t stay 
too long. I watched more television while she was here than I had watched for a 
year. I hated to see her go back.

Hot Fires - Hot Meals
David dropped in every day and spent some time. Susan came whenever she 

could. Her children were a little o% and on all winter. She couldn’t bring them 
with her. Susan and Judy and Elinor have done shopping for me. Barry built #res 
in the house every morning for a long time and when he stopped (He broke his 
leg playing basketball), Elinor built them from then on, right up until this week 
of April 2nd, she has dropped in to build the #res. She has carried in the wood. 

Karen has sent many a hot meal to me, and it has all been beautifully arranged 
on a plate with an interesting dessert to accompany the main dish. !ey have 
seemed so good when my appetite was lagging so. My instructions were to eat 
and eat and gain weight. It wasn’t easy. !ose delicious meals helped. 

Christmas Eve Baby
M’Jean was expecting a baby. I had told her I would be down to stay with them 

a while at that time. Her baby didn’t come until December 24. She came home 
that day. !at made a terri#c Christmas for her family. !e baby is a healthy little 
girl, M’Jean’s seventh child. 

Life Turn Around
!is event is a real turn around in my life. I love the river. I can’t think of a 

more beautiful spot to be if you have to be house-bound. 

Snake River
Flowing past Marj’s dome.
“I love the river. I can’t think 
of  a more beautiful spot to be 
if  you have to be housebound.” 
(Marj)
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NEW GOALS - JOYS
For several months Marj stayed pretty close to 

home. She tackled projects that had been on the back 
burner for a long time. She had copies of pictures made 
of Barney, her parents, and her grandparents, and got 
them into the hands of her children and siblings. She 
spent hour a$er hour, day a$er day sorting pictures, 
cards, and letters in the trunk and boxes Susan brought 
down from the attic.

Marj: Another goal I have had is to get better ac-
quainted with the scriptures. I have purchased one of 
the best bargains I ever did #nd—the whole standard 
works on tape, read by Michael Flynn. He has done such 
a superb performance in the reading. I love to listen to 
him. I’m going to be a lot better acquainted with the Old 
Testament by the end of this year than I have ever been 
before. !is is one of my joys!

“Another one of my joys is this word processor,” she wrote. “How I love this 
thing.” Marj typed letters sent by David to Susan and Randy on their missions and 
letters Randy had sent on his mission. She typed Barry’s history. She typed pa-
triarchal blessings of ancestors. She wrote up the story “Campmeat.” She began a 
history of Barney, which unfortunately got lost. She also started religiously keeping 
a journal. 

!en in April she declared “I’m going to start driving my car as soon as I get my 
snow tires replaced. !e battery is dead. !e car hasn’t been driven since that last 
day I went to the temple which was December 18th.”

 
Elinor: At #rst it was hard for her to go to church, because of the oxygen, 

—I mean, Marj was always very nice looking, and she didn’t want to wear that 
oxygen. She got to where she had to 
wear the oxygen all the time. But she 
would carry her little tank, and then-
--she wanted to drive by herself, but 
we didn’t like her to drive by herself, 
when she was on this oxygen, but she 
did, sometimes. 

Teaching Relief Society
She focused on teaching her Relief 

Society lessons, and her presentations 
were always excellent. Her weakened 
condition slowed her down a lot, and 
getting ready on time was a challenge.

Marj: May 25, 1986 Sun - I taught 
my Relief Society lesson today--no 
make up! Horrors. If I had realized 
that in church I would have collapsed. 
Oh, I hope I never do that again. 

Marj
Behind her is the 

lovely apricot tree she 
planted by throwing 
out a bunch of  pits.

Marj loved her view of
 the river in every season.
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O$en Marj arranged for a musical number in her lesson. Barry and Randy 
obliged when she asked them to sing solos, and they were very well received. She 
also loved it when she could get a male quartet to sing.

One morning when she went in to Relief Society and sat down, the sister next 
to her mentioned her lesson, which she thought was the following Sunday. “Luckily 
for me I was supposed to be able to choose my own subject and I chose very quick-
ly: Blessed are the pure in heart for they shall see God. No one knew that I was 
taken by surprise except Myrna.” 

Elinor: Marj used to teach the Relief Society lessons in the ward here. I 
think she taught them a lot before she went on her mission. It was when they used 
to have the di%erent lessons, like literature, and spiritual, whatever they called it. 
Anyhow, she was always just such a great teacher, and if you talk to any of the 
older members of the ward here, they all knew who Marj South was. And they 
had great respect for her.

Several other family members held teaching positions in the ward. And when 
they were out of town, they o$en subbed for each other. Marj frequently told her 
journal what an outstanding job David, Barry, Je%, or Randy had done. She would 
comment on how well Judy handled the music and about Elinor’s stake and ward 
Relief Society lessons.

Aug 10, 1986 Sun - Elinor taught the Mother Education lesson in RS. She 
looked pretty. She was sort of a picture in pink. She did a good job, too. 

Temple
Once she had wheels, Marj mustered strength to attend the temple again. 

Marj: April 26, 1986 - On this day I went to the temple--the last session 
which was Spanish. By the end of the session I was able to pick up some phrases 
in Spanish but only because I knew the ceremony so well. It was pretty special to 
climb the broad stairway again. It was a good feeling.

May 22, 1986 - I went to the temple and it snowed on me as I walked in. I 
didn’t panic when the wind began to blow me around today but I did have some 
ideas cross my mind. If I were in danger, I couldn’t run so what would be best? 
Would it be better to move as fast as I could with the tank or dump the tank and 
get out. 

Aug 1st, Fri -I didn’t get to the temple. I was honestly nervous about going. 
Aug 6th, Wed - I’m trying to get up enough steam to get to the temple tomor-

row. 
Sep 4, "u - I came home on the very last fumes of oxygen. 
Sep 25th, "ur - Temple--2 endowments. Choir practice. 

Week a$er week she attended the temple !ursdays, usually doing two endow-
ment sessions, then a$erwards faithfully attending ward choir practice. 

South’s Inc
Not much could compare with Marj’s interest in what was going on with her 

kids. She began having a hard time even keeping track of who was where, as David, 
Barry, Randy, and Je% were traveling around the country and the world selling 
and building domes. In her journal she noted when David was o% to Arizona, 



1320 Targhee Ties

Michigan, Algeria; when Barry was in Oklahoma, Yellowstone, Battle Mountain, 
Nevada, Norway, etc. 

Unable to spend her days at the o"ce of South’s Inc., Marj’s role had become 
pretty much limited to signing the checks brought up to her. 

Round Up
!en along came something exciting for Marj. Time had come for the “Round 

Up”—not a cattle drive, as she had experienced during the farm years, but the com-
pany newspaper.

On May 16, 1986, Marj noted: “David wants a monthly newspaper printed, 
edited in a similar way to the Ready-to-Pour newsletters, and I have the go ahead. I 
have a job!” Having felt out of the loop for #ve months, Marj was excited to be once 
again involved in the mainstream of the company. For two hours she lay awake. “I 
couldn’t help thinking about the up-coming newsletter. David told me that an o"ce 
paper is a ‘company organ.’ He wants it sort of integrated, etc.” 

Technical Challenges
!e Round Up was quite a project. In the ensuing months it called for working 

with various computers, computer programs, photo and printing companies, with 
equipment and procedures continually changing. As technical challenges loomed, 
David and Dave Jr. served as technical advisors, and Robin helped with the mail-
ings.

When the company acquired their laser printer, Marj wrote “!e Roundup looks 
great printed on the laser. I am pleased as I can be.” Ten days later she exclaimed, 
“Oh, catastrophe!! !e printer has stopped.” Technical delays were matched only by 
the challenge of tracking down the articles to be written by David, Barry, Randy, 
and Je%, usually swamped with little time to write. Marj worked almost daily on the 
Round Up, turning out a good paper month a$er month. “I am loving it,” she said. 

Company Motto
In June, Marj noted, “Investigated a sign for our new motto.” When the wooden 

plaque with the motto arrived at the o"ce, it was hard to read. A$er it was touched 
up by Susan, Marj was pleased. “It is thoroughly legible now and quite nice. It is 
old English print and it is “HE PROFITS MOST WHO SERVETH BEST.” It is the 
last line from a poem I learned in grade school entitled “Commerce,” written by 
Edward Everett. 

Randy and Karen to Emmett
When a big job was sold in Emmett, Idaho, Randy and Karen put their house 

on the market and prepared to move there. !at was hard for Marj. “I keep thinking 
about it. It will be lonely when they go. I will see no lights at night. I always miss 
their lights when they are gone.” She thought also about how much Elinor would 
miss Karen. She dutifully watered Randy’s lawn, as well as her own. 

Family Events - Grandchildren Performances
Even with her limitations with the oxygen, Marj had again been able to attend 

family outings, as well as the concerts, plays, pageants, musicals, and sports events 
her grandkids were involved in. She received a spectial invitation from Dave Jr. to 
hear his jazz band, which she did, and at the same time she heard Melinda’s choir. 
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Melinda also performed in high 
school musicals. 

Marj: I went to see Jason 
and Danny play an Idaho 
Falls team for champion 
game in the Church tour-
nament. !ey played hard. I 
liked watching them. I went 
straight down from the o"ce 
to Shelley and I was out of 
oxygen before I ever le$ the 
schoolhouse. I made it home 
all right. 

Marj had been present with 
Nanette when she was in the Miss America competition. Now she went to the pag-
eant in Idaho Falls, where Nan, “on her way out, played her saxophone one more 
time with the band. Charlene Wells was the MC. I was glad I went,” said Marj. 

Marvelous Myrna
Myrna was a huge part of facilitating Marj’s getting out of the house. When 

Myrna moved back from Boise, she rode with David. Two days later, May 23, 1986, 
her Steinway grand piano arrived. Not only did Myrna play her Steinway, but she 
spent untold hours teaching little #ngers to play it as well. 

Legal Work for the Company
Occasionally Myrna took o% with David to various parts of the country to do 

legal work for the company. But when it came close to festival time, Myrna could be 
found at the piano, with a kid and sometimes two kids on the piano bench, drilling 
and cheerleading for the upcoming performance. She had them give recitals at the 
dome, serving them ice cream and cake at the end. 

Taught - Entertained - Tended
She taught all of the South kids. She played with them, went on walks with 

them, tended the little ones, held them on her lap in church. “All the kids love 
Myrna,” said Marj. “She loves them.”

Talented Myrna
Marj: July 6, 1986 - Myrna saw Matt at his most exuberant self. She took 

pictures of them. She is a very good photographer and I think she gets very inter-
esting shots. Some of them make me envious and I wish that I had the artistry to 
recognize the potential of things that she photographs. 

Talented Susan
It reminds me of how I used to feel about Susan when she would buy materials 

for clothing. I would see what she bought and wonder what she could do with it. 
When it was #nished I’d #nd myself wishing--wishing that I had such a creative 
talent. 

Concertmaster 
Myrna played in the Idaho Falls Symphony, eventually becoming concertmas-

ter. She also played for various productions, including ballet, opera, even the mu-
sical “Wizard of Oz,” performed by Firth High School. Marj was thus enabled to 
attend many performances. 

South Family 
Jam session in 
Marj’s dome
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!e night Marj went to the Nutcracker, Myrna was playing in the orchestra pit. 
In getting to her seat, Marj had a workout equivalent to that of any dancer onstage.

Mt. Everest
Marj: When we arrived at the auditorium, we learned that the seats were 

#rst come #rst served and there were none le$ except way up in the crow’s nest. I 
stood looking up at it with that oxygen tank on my shoulder and told myself that 
is Mt. Everest. I made it. Slowly I ascended till I reached the summit. 

Fun with Myrna
Marj: Apr 6, 1987 Mon - !is winter has been fun. Having Myrna here has 

been wonderful for me. I have seen a lot more of everyone on the Butte because 
she has been here. I am just a lot better acquainted with all the kids because she 
has had them here for lessons, recitals, theory classes and watching TV. It has 
made a lot of di%erence. 

She, herself, is excellent company. I love to hear the music--she has music on 
all the time. She brings records home from the library and listens to them when 
she exercises. She whistles in the bathroom. She sings sometimes, also. We go to 
church together and to the concerts together. We went to a show and it’s the only 
show I’ve seen in years. We watch TV at home together sometimes. We have been 
invited to dinner together several times. We have collaborated, a little only, on 
the things we have done for the company--such as brochures, Roundup, etc. We 
eat together sometimes, cook--well I help a little sometimes. She is so fast I can’t 
keep up with her. We do dishes together sometimes. I’m going to miss her when 
she goes. I know that. 

Lund Family Visits
Myrna made occasional trips to Utah, and Marj occasionally went with her. 

!ey visited M’Jean’s family and got in on some of the activities and performances 
of the Lund family. Gary and M’Jean and their kids made it up to Idaho periodically 
and would get in on a wiener roast with the butte dwellers down by the river or a 
trip to the sand dunes or to Island Park for the annual Family Reunion.

Marj & Molly
Family Reunion at a 
favorite place on the 

Buffalo River.

Molly was born Christmas 
Eve, the week following 
Marj’s accident in 1985, 

Ever after Marj is seen in 
pictures with her small 

oxygen tank nearby.
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Joshua Crandall is Born
On April 14, 1987, Je% Crandall &ew to !ailand for a three-week summer 

camp. “Susan is so close to her delivery date,” wrote Marj. “!ere is very little chance 
he will make it back before the baby arrives.” Two weeks later she again noted, “It’s 
the 28th and Susan’s baby could come any day.”

On April 30, 1987, there was no one else around to help. Randy and Karen and 
family were living in Emmett. David was in Cedar Rapids. Barry was in Ruidosa on 
Rio Grande. Myrna was in charge at the o"ce. 

Marj: !ursday - Susan awakened about 2:00 A. M. and she called here 
approximately 6:30. Today is the day. Susan is trying to be so independent, but 
Myrna went over and brought the kids and their things over here and went back 
and took Susan to the hospital. 

!e day wore on. Finally the phone rang and Susan was on the line. It was 
about 2:15. Little Joshua Lee Crandall had checked in about 1:30 at 7 pounds 15 
ounces and 20 inches long. All went well. All is well. Myrna stayed with Susan 
through it all and photographed the baby alone a few times and then with Susan 
a few times. A$er Susan was settled down in her room, Myrna went to the o"ce 
to take care of things. !ere were checks to be signed and some phone calls to 
take care of.

We took the boys to the hospital. Matt loved every minute of it. He reminded 
me so much of Randy while we were there. He was abstractedly answering our 
question about how did he like the baby and won’t it be fun to have him home, 
etc. but all this time he was investigating levers that raised the bed and lowered it; 
called for the nurse; turn on TV and all the rest, etc. 

But Sean screamed. He wanted nobody but Myrna. He was afraid of the hos-
pital and Susan in her strange gown and surroundings. He didn’t want anything 
to do with the baby. “I want to go” was all he would say and he constantly leaned 
hard toward the exit. Myrna had to keep him in the hall. 

!e baby is nice--nice features and lots of long, dark hair, and very red as 
babies usually are. 

May 1st, Fri - Myrna spent some time at hospital and brought Susan and the 
baby home about 11:00 P. M. Susan slept on the couch, and the baby was on the 
little couch beside her. Matt slept with me, and Sean slept with Myrna. We got 
along #ne. 

Myrna: It was fun being the dad.

Symphony Soloist
Marj couldn’t say enough about Myrna, her thoughtfulness, and her abilities. 

Marj bragged to her journal when Myrna soloed with the symphony.

Marj: Feb 23, 1988 Tue - It is wonderful to have Myrna here. She has been 
wonderful and I consider it a blessing that she has chosen to spend some time 
here. It has meant ever so much to me. She has played in the symphony ever since 
she arrived here. 

Marj: April, 1988 - Myrna played the Liszt Concerto with the symphony on 
the special program in Idaho Falls on April 9th. Another person had been sched-
uled to play--for a year, but had to bow out because her Dr. ordered it. Myrna was 
talking to the conductor and he told her about it and mentioned that he didn’t 
know what to do about it. She told him she would play, and she did. 

She worked so hard to get the piece perfected. Her performance gave her a lot 
of satisfaction because she played so well. She bought a new dress for the occa-
sion. It was a burgundy &owing skirted shiny dress with lots of lace in the bodice, 
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and she rented a ru'ed slip to wear with it, and she exercised a lot and was in 
good shape and she looked great. !ey had quite a lot of publicity in the paper 
and some on TV. She appeared on TV. She was the last number on the program 
and she did a bang-up job. She was given three curtain calls. 

Only bad part was--I didn’t go. I was coughing hard and I was actually ner-
vous about going. David taped it on video so I have seen it and it was wonderful 
even on tape. She looked so pretty. Everyone else in the family went, for which I 
am glad, even Matthew. 

Health -Trial
It was such a disappointment for Marj not to be able to attend Myrna’s concert. 

Her declining health was an enormous trial. Ten months a$er she had been on 
oxygen, she wrote:

Marj: Oct 21, 1986 Tue - “Oxygen Day. Oxygen day is a mile post in time and 
marks o% the weeks as they spin by alarmingly fast with devastating result some-
times of making me re&ect on how little I have accomplished since last Oxygen 
Day.”

Marj tried so hard to become healthy and desperately wanted to get o% oxy-
gen. She did everything the doctors advised--took the pills they gave her, did the 
exercises, walked, used the sinus washes. Days when she breathed a little easier, 
she was encouraged. Other times she had discouraging chest pain, congestion, and 
infection.

She worked as hard as her health would allow. She served. Cheerfully. Faithfully. 
Valiantly. However, her health began to allow less activity. She regretted that in the 
entire year of 1987, she had been able to do only three temple endowments.

Marj: Jan. 4th, 1988 Mon - Barney’s birthday. I weighed 90 lbs. this morning 
on Myrna’s scale and I realize I must gain weight. I don’t feel good about how my 
back bone sticks out--it reminds me of Davey’s when they brought him home 
from Chicago. 

“When Myrna was a 
senior in high school, she 
played the Liszt with the 
Idaho Falls Symphony. I 
was in Connecticut and 

missed the performance. 
This time she was playing 

not as a student, but as a 
professional. Our family 

drove from Amalga, Utah, 
where we were living, to 

hear her stunning
 performance. Everyone 
was very proud of  her.” 

(M’Jean)

Music Note: 
Marj loved hearing 
Myrna play. After at-
tending a recital Myrna 
had presented in 1981, 
Marj wrote, “Oh it was 
so great to hear her 
play again.What play-
ing! It seems impossible 
that human hands can 
do what I saw hers do.”
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When Dr. Orchard encouraged her to get o% oxygen, she tried and found she 
simply could not. He said he thought she may be allergic to the plastic hose and 
canula and gave her capsules to counter the allergies. Medical Mart told her of a 
di%erent canula and a vinegar treatment for the plastic equipment to make it safe. 
!e canula was delivered, Judy brought down vinegar, and Myrna went to work 
soaking hoses in vinegar. “Later we tried tomato juice,” said Myrna.

Marj: Jan. 27th, 1988 Wed - I am excited with the hope I have that this is the 
solution to the problem and that I’ll get better now. I will not have this pain in the 
chest and back and my heart rate will become normal and I’ll be able to use the 
oxygen that I do breathe which will be di%erent. It won’t be polluted as it comes 
to me through this plastic tube. 

Marj had witnessed the improvement in the health of Melinda and Judy follow-
ing help they received from the Omni Clinic in Las Vegas. She decided to seek help 
and answers at the clinic.

May, 1988 I went to this Omni Clinic [Nevada] last week, May 17th to 21st for 
help, along with David, Judy and Jamie. I brought home lots of pills to take, drops 
to take and shots to take. I wasn’t feeling well at all while I was there but they have 
helped me and I do have hope of doing much better in the future. Food allergies 
are as much the cause of my problem as any other single thing possibly. 

Marj found help, relief, but there was no cure, no long 
term healing, and her lung capacity did not get better. !e 
use of oxygen was a permanent situation. Although Marj 
fought a tough battle, she continued to become weaker. 

Church Every Sunday - Testimony
Elinor: But she would go to church every single Sunday, 

and she would sit on the second row on the right hand side going 
in, in the middle, and every single fast and testimony day Marj 
would bear her testimony. !ey would just be a short, strong tes-
timony, but there she was, on her oxygen. She came to church all 
the time. So she was a great example to the people in the ward. 

Attended Jason’s Wedding - On Oxygen
And she was able to go to Jason and Jennifer’s wedding 

[March 21, 1992] when they got married in the Idaho Falls tem-
ple. She was on oxygen. To go up to the room, there were these 
stairs, so she needed some help getting up into the room, but she 
was there. And it was really hard for her to come, but she came. 
I think that was really special to him.

I can just remember that so much, because, like I say, for a lot 
of people, they might have just thought they couldn’t make it, but 
Marj was incredible that way. She just had a very strong will to 
do things that she wanted to.

Myrna and Vaughn Married
When Myrna married Vaughn North in the Salt Lake 

Temple, July 17, 2004, we like to think Marj was a quiet wit-
ness in that sealing room. 

Vaughn & Myrna North
Married July 17, 2004
Salt Lake Temple
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Running Out the Clock
Ever since Barney’s death, when Marj had thrust upon her a double 

load of parenting and providing, she had raced the clock.While she 
was serving her mission, her letters home re&ected a constant sense 

of urgency. She was always commenting on the shortness of the time. Back 
at home, it was the same, as she worked hard at so many things, serving, 
persevering, wanting her time to count. Illness and weakness had slowed her 
down, but never stopped her.

Myrna: About May 26th, 1993, Marj fell and broke her hip and was taken 
by ambulance to emergency. By the end of the day she was on a ventilator and 
soon a$er was intubated. We communicated by having her point to letters - or by 
writing, which was sometimes di"cult. She had hip surgery. Of course there was 
a good deal of pain and discomfort, but Marj did not complain. She did write in 
her notebook about being very hungry. !e relief doctor was not letting her eat. 
When her regular doctor came back, he told them to feed her. She progressed to 
the point she was o% the ventilator and she started physical therapy. It was so very 
hard for her at #rst. But she got stronger. At the same time she became confused 
and got to where she couldn’t make decisions. 

Sense of Victory
On June 14, she was accepted into the rehab program and was to be moved 

to the 6th &oor. I think she had a sense of victory. She was concerned that if she 
missed her walk, it would blow the whole deal. Angel and another nurse took her 
walking. She was weak and couldn’t walk well and had to rest. !en I discovered 
her oxygen was on 2. It had been on 3 previously. I turned it up to 3. She got her 
second wind and started back down the hall. She didn’t want to stop at the room, 
but didn’t protest when they guided her in. I le$ about 8:00 p.m. David le$ about 
10:00 p.m. 

About 2:00 a.m. the hospital called David and said they were putting Marj 
back on the ventilator. Shortly a$er, they said her heart had stopped and they 
were doing CPR. David and I conferred and David called and told them to stop. 
We met at the hospital. I had the sta% call Wood Funeral Home. David and I 
stayed up the rest of the night getting a picture and obituary for the paper so it 
could go in in the morning. In the morning we called Barry and M’Jean. I had 
called Susan right a$er it happened. Randy was staying at the house.

During the time Marj was in the hospital, Randy was moving his family 
from Texas. !ey arrived at Marj’s house and began looking for a house. 
David &ew from Texas. It seemed Marj had been waiting for him.

All the Family Visited
Myrna: Susan and Randy visited when they could. Barry had just arrived 

in Pennsylvania when this happened. He &ew right home and spent a lot of time 
with her. M’Jean came up twice [from Bountiful]. Once she brought her daugh-
ters to the hospital and they sang “Marjie” for Marj. David had been the last to 
come [from Texas]. He stayed almost the entire days Sunday and Monday with 
Marj. !at was very special. It was neat that everyone spent a signi#cant amount 
of time with her. 

One of the medical people said she had  been living with 1/10th of her lung 
capacity.
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Returning Home
When the sun went down again, on June 15, 1993, Mary Marjorie Knapp 

South had returned to her Heavenly Father.

Funeral 
Bishop Cziep: On behalf of the South Family I’d like to welcome you here to 

the services of Sister Marj South this a$ernoon. Our invocation will be given by 
Gary Lund, and then we will proceed as outlined in the services brochure.

Invocation
Gary Lund:  Our father in Heaven, as we gather together as friends and 

family, to celebrate the life of Marj South, we express unto thee our love and our 
gratitude for the opportunity we’ve had to associate together with Marj. We are 
grateful for thy Son, for His atonement, for the hope and comfort that it gives to 
us in knowing that we might we reunited with her. We are grateful for the knowl-
edge we have, of the blessing it is, to know that she has reunited with her husband 
and her family. And we look forward to the day when we might be with her again.

We express our gratitude unto !ee for all those who have made it possible for 
us to gather together and to associate with one another. We pray that !y spirit 
might be with us, that we might be edi#ed, that we might be comforted, that we 
might feel of !y peace. We pray that !ou wilt bless us that we might go on in 
our lives in a way that will be pleasing unto !ee, that we might all be bene#tted 
from the life of Marj. Please be with us now, watch over us and protect us, we pray, 
in the name of Jesus Christ. Amen

Life Sketch
Glenna Jones:  Brothers and Sisters, I hope you can hear me above the 

heart beat. It’s pretty loud. I want the family to know that I feel that it’s a real priv-
ilege to be asked to be a part of the service today. I’ve been asked to give Marj’s 
life sketch.

Mary Marjorie South was born February 14, 1917, daughter of Justin Willis 
Knapp and Mabel Fidelia Hale. She died at age 76 of respiratory failure at the 
Idaho Falls Hospital June 15, 1993. She is survived by her children, David Barney 
South, Philip Barry South, M’Jean South Lund, Myrna Lynn South, Susan South 
Crandall, Randy John South, 32 grandchildren, and 4 great-grandchildren. 
Brothers living are Alma Knapp of Idaho Falls, Bernard E. Knapp of Provo, Utah. 
A sister living is Anna Knapp Walker Yorgenson of Cascade, Idaho. A brother de-
ceased, Warren Knapp. Sisters deceased are Claudia Knapp Hess, !elma Knapp 
Snowball Johnson, Marie Elizabeth Knapp, and Justie Knapp.

Hibbard - Grandmother
Marj was how she was known; she always preferred to be called Marj, even by 

her children. Marj was born in Hibbard, Idaho, the #$h of nine children. Hibbard 
was named a$er her uncle, George Hibbard. All of her siblings were born in 
Hibbard except for Bernie. She lived there for her #rst twelve years. [sic—6 years]. 
One of her #rst loves was to ride in her grandmother’s Model-T coup. She was 
fascinated by the trinkets her grandmother had hanging in the window of the car, 
how they would swing and sway as the car moved. 

Island Park - Goshen - Ricks - Sugar City
!e family spent the next substantial period of time in Island Park, four years 
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[sic-1 ½ years] as her father worked for the Targhee Tie Company. !en she lived 
in Goshen, where she graduated  from Firth High School. And then she graduat-
ed from Ricks in 1936 with a teaching certi#cate. She taught the 1936-37 school 
year in Sugar City, second grade.

Married 1936 - Temple 1946
At the winter break, she and Barney traveled to Randolph, Utah, where they 

were married December 31, 1936. !is marriage was solemnized in the Idaho 
Falls temple on April 24, 1946. 

Marriage Secret - Supporting Family
She kept her marriage a secret for the balance of the school year or she would 

probably would have lost her job. !e depression was on, and the school policy 
was to not hire the wife of a man with a job. It was very important that she not 
lose her job, as she was helping support her immediate family weather the de-
pression.

Island Park - Cook for Crew - Tough Job
When the school year ended, Marj and Barney moved to Island Park, Idaho. 

Barney and his family owned and operated a sawmill at the Island Park Siding. 
Marj cooked for the mill crew. Now cooking for a mill crew was a tough job. 
!ere was no electricity; the water had to be carried by bucket from the well, and 
the stove needed a lot of wood that had to be carried. I identify with this, because 
I went through all these things. !e kitchen would become almost unbearable in 
the summertime.

Annual Moves
!e annual routine was to live in Island Park and run the sawmill in the sum-

mer and live and operate a small lumber yard in Idaho Falls in the winter.

WWII - Defense Plants
With the advent of World War II, Barney took his family in 1942 to Bakers#eld, 

California. He was ineligible for the army, and he felt he could do best by helping 
to build the defense plants needed to supply the war materials. He worked as a 
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carpenter on various plants. He moved Marj and the family with him from place 
to place. At the war’s end, they were in Susanville, California [sic-Island Park], 
and when the war ended, they returned to Idaho.

Bought Out Brothers
In 1946, Barney bought his brothers’ interest in the sawmill. He ran it in the 

summers. !e family lived in Idaho Falls in the winter where he had a small lum-
ber yard. Barney built the family a four-room log home in 1946, and later he built 
the larger home. Both homes were in the 900 block of Ada Avenue.

New Car
Upon return to Idaho, they drove a truck as a means of transportation, and 

then by 1948, the family could a%ord a car, a 1946 Chevy—a truck “with two 
rooms,” is what M’Jean dubbed it. 

Marj & Glenna - Fun Times
During this time is where Marj and I got to be good friends. Course they 

are our relatives, but we’d see them on and o%. But Gene and I moved to Island 
Park about 4,5,-6 years ago. And Barney was my uncle. And my husband and my 
father, Ren South, operated another sawmill at the same location in Island Park. 
And that’s where we really got to know one another. Our children were all small, 
and we had a lot of fun, #ne times together.

!e last few weeks Susan called to tell our family in Evanston that Marj was 
really bad, and since then I have re&ected a lot on the times that we spent up there 
together. 

Shopping - Single Man
!is is sort of an amusing incident that happened to Marj and I one day. I 

know we got all our kids together and took them—we went to Ashton, and I don’t 
know why—what for. But we had them all, and it was a commotion, I remember 
that. And we took a young man with us that worked for Barney and Marj, and he 
didn’t say much about it. He was really quite a gentleman. But when we got back 
to Island Park, he says, “You know, I’ve always thought that I would get married 
and have children some day. But this trip today has changed my mind.”  And we 
chuckled about that a lot.

Broke the Biting
And then Barney—he broke our little boy David—I need to tell you that we 

have a David and Barry in our family, too. And David was just a little boy about 
two, and he’d bite on occasion. Well, Myrna and Jeannie were three years older 
than he was, and Myrna used to like to carry him around. And she’d get him un-
der the arms, and he hated it. One day she got him under the arms with his face 
in, and he just bit her something #erce. I remember Barney got a$er him, and he 
came home, and that was the last of his biting experiences.

Good Years
But there are so many things that I think about, and they were good years, and 

I’m glad that we had that time together.
By the late forties, the depression lessoned, and life was getting better, but 

always a struggle. For Marj, life in Island Park was without running water, elec-
tricity, and many other creature comforts. Nevertheless, it was still a place of great 
joy for her. Wintertime was spent in the homes her husband built on Ada Avenue, 
and the kids’ schooling took precedence in the winter.

Barney’s Death
On February 21st, 1955, Marj’s husband, Barney, died of a heart attack in the 

Ashton hospital. He had an initial attack while on a trip with his sons David and 
Barry and two of the boys’ friends. !is trip was to Island Park to shovel the snow 
o% buildings at the millsite. And he had his heart attack then and the boys took 
him to the Ashton hospital, where he died the following morning. And things 
changed immediately. 
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Marj kept her family together. David was barely 16 and Randy was 5 months 
old, with the other four children in between. !ey ran the sawmill that summer 
and for four more summers before selling it. A$er the sale of the mill, Marj sold 
real estate far a few years. In addition, she went back to. teaching school. She also 
had to go to college as her earlier teaching required but two years of education 
and now she needed four years, or equivalent.

 Teaching &  Attending College
Marj would teach days as a provisional teacher and take night classes and 

summer classes until she graduated from ISU in 1968 [sic-1967]. Upon returning 
to teaching, she #rst taught at Riverside Elementary, and by 1964 [sic-1962] she 
decided she wanted her children to grow up out of the city.

 Farm
In 1964 [sic-1963], Marj purchased an 80-acre farm south of Idaho Falls at 

Taylor. David and his wife (Judy) and children and Marjorie and the other chil-
dren made it their home for the next several years. !ere they raised horses, cat-
tle, hay, grain AND ESPECIALLY KIDS. !e family had many fond memories of 
life on the farm. Living there allowed Marj to work at local schools and still have 
some of the life she had enjoyed earlier.

Superior Teacher 
In addition to teaching at Riverside, she taught at Teresa Bunker and Dora 

Erickson as well as to do substitute teaching at other schools. She also enjoyed 
teaching adult remedial reading and night classes. She was a superior teacher at 
teaching reading to those who needed help.

 Foam Business
In 1972, she joined her sons in business, known as Souths Inc. It was a compa-

ny to spray polyurethane foam for insulation. She was their star salesman. Marj 
traveled all over the valley meeting old friends and making new ones selling the 
insulation. !is freedom was very welcome. She was able to spend much time 
with her family, both at work and at home.

 Dome Home
In 1977, Marj moved to Menan, Idaho, into one of the monolithic homes her 

sons were pioneering. Her lovely home on the bank of the Snake River was always 
a source of joy and contentment to her. !e view from her window was constantly 
breathtaking. Scenes included the bald eagles and water birds in the winter and 
the life of nature in the summer and ALWAYS the ever-changing patterns of the 
river.

 Music
Marj loved music. She had a piano class on dummy pianos when she was six 

years old. !at was the only formal training she had other than singing in school 
glee-clubs, but she got to practice her grandmother’s piano occasionally and that 
was a treat to her.

Learned Violin, Piano
When she married Barney, he taught her a little more about music. He had 

taken a correspondence course in violin and taught himself to play one as well as 
to play a little on several instruments. Marj learned from him, even to play the 
violin some and the piano a little more. She would o$en go into the living room 
and start playing “Jeannine, My Queen, of Lilac Time.” She passed her talent on 
to her children and always encouraged them in their music.

 Finances Lean - Music Lessons
A$er Barney’s death the #nances were very lean, but Marj made sure that the 

kids kept on with their music lessons. She would o$en tell the girls she would do 
the dishes if they would go practice. She loved to hear a male quartet, and espe-
cially enjoyed hearing her sons sing.
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 No Thought of Remarrying
Marj didn’t even consider the thought of remarrying. She always maintained 

she was married for time and all eternity in the sacred temple. She felt that she 
would enjoy the next few years alone and rejoin her husband, which she has done. 
!eir joy must be indescribable.

 Lung Disease
About seven years ago Marj became a'icted with a lung disease which neces-

sitated fulltime use of oxygen. !is slowed her down, but did not stop her. She 
still did temple work, published the South Company newspaper, and she carried 
on with her church and family activities.

 Never Quit - Church Service - Missions
Gradually she became weaker and could do less and less, but she never quit. 

Her last church calling was to be a name extractor, and this she really enjoyed, 
spending about two hours daily doing this work. She was also responsible for the 
musical numbers to be performed in church. She never quit exhorting her family 
to do better and better. Marj supported #ve of her own children on missions, as 
well as helping others.

Marj’s Testimony
In conclusion, let me read to you something Marj wrote for all of us.

 
“Dear Friends, I KNOW this gospel is true; I KNOW Joseph Smith translated 

the account of it from the gold plates which was the will of God by the gi$ and 
power of God, for my sake and for your sake also, that each of us may know the 
plan of salvation.

 “I KNOW that by obedience to the principles of the gospel that you and I, and 
all those who obey and love the Lord, will be candidates to inherit a place in His 
celestial kingdom for those He loves.

 
“!e Apostle John said, ‘If any man will do His will, he shall know of the 

doctrine, whether it be of God or whether I speak of myself.’ (John7:17) !e Lord 
bless you in your endeavors in the name of Jesus Christ. Amen.”

When the sun went down 
on June 15, 1993, Mary 
Marjorie Knapp South 
had returned home to her 
Heavenly Father.
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A Spectacular Woman
Chapter 120

Mary Marjorie Knapp South, in her 76 years, with cheerful optimism, cre-
ativity, and industry, carved a slice of history to a%ect generations. 

David: Our mother Marjorie was a spectacular, well-organized woman. 

Barry: As I get older and look back at what she did, I appreciate her capabil-
ities more and more all the time.

M’Jean: Marj operated on faith and prayer. She lived by the counsel she fre-
quently imparted to her children, “Remember the words of the little song, ‘Have 
faith and leave your little life to Him.’” 

Myrna: It is pretty amazing considering that she was le$ to raise six children 
ranging from age 5 months to 16 years by herself, that we had such great oppor-
tunities and experiences. 

Susan: I’ve thought an awful lot about her and about her life and the con-
tributing factors to why she was the person she was.  A major factor would be 
her testimony of the gospel of Jesus Christ and her compliance with the laws of 
the Church of Jesus Christ of Latter-day Saints and embracing that faith. She had 
parents--had gospel teachings--in their home.

Randy: Marj and Barney exempli#ed the phrase “salt of the earth.” !ey 
worked hard, and were excellent examples of being good honorable builders of 
a righteous society. !ey loved and cared for their own six children and along 
the way helped a myriad of other relatives and friends with honorable work and 
employment.

Marj’s Hero
Marj attributed her practical education to the guy on the pedestal. When 

it came to practical, real-life skills and applications, she credited Barney 
with being her teacher. He taught her much, she said, about dealing with 

people—family, friends, strangers, and in business relationships.

She was a great example of endurance. She always had been. 
Actually she was just a great example.-Myrna

Marjorie South
From her vantage point 

on the butte, there is a 
good view of  the old 

railroad bridge which 
spanned the Snake 
River until it was 

dynamited in 1978.
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Barney encouraged Marj in being capable and strong, bold, decisive, 
and unafraid. For example, he wanted her to be able to drive any vehicle 
they acquired. He coached her on being a “smart driver.” She understood 
how the motor worked, and what went wrong when it didn’t work. She 
knew how the steam engine operated. She learned about business. 

On a logging day, Barney might be in the woods when a customer 
showed up with his truck at the sawmill to buy a load of lumber. Picking 
up a carpenter pencil and a sales book, out she would go to #gure the 
board feet and the #nal cost of the truckload. From Barney she learned 
to shoot, and she was a pretty good shot. He taught her to play the violin. 

She had many things to teach him, as well. But it was his training 
that helped give her fortitude to handle the a%airs of business a$er he 
was gone.

David: When Barney married Marj, she was very young, pretty, and well 
educated; she had a teacher’s degree. When they married, Marj inherited the 
job of cooking for the men on the mill crew, including his Father and her 
Father. Her life had not been easy, but cooking for hungry, hard working men 
with wood stove and well water were learning experiences.   

!ese, together with all that Barney shared with her of that same rugged 
individualism that he  knew so well, made it possible for her to carry on when 
he died. She was forced to practice what he taught her, and has done, I must 
say, very well at it. She’s been able to stand up to a lot of problems. 

Man of Vision - Woman of Vision
Marj truly had vision. Like Barney, she was courageous and progres-

sive. Marj had observed the way Barney, with ordinary means, accom-
plished extraordinary feats. Faced with a dilemma, she would o$en say, 
“What would Barney do?” Drawing on his wisdom in action she had so 
o$en seen, she would arrive at the answer. 

Missing Barney
She missed him. An occasional remark would let on how much he was in her 

thoughts.
Marj: My #ngernails are too long to make typing comfortable. Isn’t that sort 

of a paradox? I bit my nails to the quick until I was out of high school and then 
it was a struggle to try to have them grow enough so the base was any length 
and not just all whites. !en a$er Barney has been dead 14 years almost, I #nally 
begin to achieve #ngernails that I dare polish with something besides neutral or 
natural polish. I get lots of compliments on my nails. I wish I could have kept 
them a little better while Barney was around to see them.

Little Piece of Heaven
Myrna: She continued to run the sawmill a$er Barney died so we had the 

great privilege of living in our little piece of heaven in Island Park. !en she gave 
us the farm experience - running the farm machinery, building things, riding 
and raising horses. She helped us get to college and through college. She had it in 
her head that to become like Alexander the Great you had to have some freedom 
to try things and she allowed that - particularly noticeable with the boys in the 
family who tried many di%erent ventures. 

Marj in Island Park
“She was forced to practice 

what Barney taught her, 
and has done, I must say, 

very well at it. She’s been 
able to stand up to a lot of  

problems.” (David)
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Independent Marj
Marj grew up in the small town of Goshen, her family being, as Bernie 

said, “among the poorest of the poor in the ward.” At the beginning of the Great 
Depression, she was 12 years old. !rough her teenage years her family su%ered 
humiliating poverty.

M’Jean: We had heard the stories of the little kids thinning beets, their beds 
outside, with slightly better-o% kids looking down their noses. She had shown us 
the shacks in Goshen that her family had lived in. It was fun to get this commu-
nication from her:

“Getting Even”
Marj: Feb 13, 1966 - Tonight Sue and Randy played “Finlandia” at Goshen!!! 

And Sue played “Liebeslied” by Kreisler also. I’ve always wanted to “get even“ with 
Goshen. !e kids did very well and one Goshenite remembered the tumbling 
squad I had out there one summer.

Marj didn’t like being poor, but worse, she abhorred the idea of “feeling poor.”  
Remember how  she came close to missing an exam and thus graduation from 
Ricks because of lack of funds? Remember how she missed the prom because she 
would not wear the o%ered dress? And then there was the time the Elders Quorum 
had done work on the apartment house without her knowledge, because she would 
not have gone along with it had she known.

No Handouts
Marj was needing a new car at a time when she was keeping M’Jean on a mis-

sion, and she talked with the bank vice-president about a loan.

Marj: When I went to him to #nance the Volkswagen and told him all the 
#nancial data, he tried very hard to persuade me to turn you [M’Jean, on mission] 
over to an Elders Quorum to support and I refused &atly. He argued 
and said it bolsters the morale of the quorums and they perform 
better etc., etc., etc. for quite a while. !en when I told him I was a 
lot more interested in bolstering the morale of my own family, and 
being as how, no husband, I had to guard against my kids getting 
used to taking, etc. I wasn’t going to worry about Elders Quorum 
morale. I had enough problems of my own. He #nally said OK. How 
can I help but say yes to something like that and he gave me the 
loan. 

Marj’s kids learned frugality but never felt destitute. Marj 
worked and scrimped and took risks to give her kids every op-
portunity to make something of themselves, to strive, to work at 
something interesting, to excel at something, to do something. 

But money was always tight, and sometimes the kids would 
drive her crazy with their ambitions, and expensive chancy no-
tions. About one such she exclaimed:

Gasping for Air
Marj: And sometimes things that seem so hard to swing seem 

almost as though they have the e%ect of choking me. I feel as though 
I’m having to struggle to breathe. I am still gasping for air.

Marj
“I told the banker I had 
to guard against my kids 
getting used to taking. I 
wan’t going to worry about 
Elders Quorum morale. I 
had enough problems of  
my own. He finally said OK. 
How can I help but say yes 
to something like that and he 
gave me the loan.”
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With her family depending on her, and with so much riding on #nancial out-
comes, the strain on Marj was o$en intense. 

Marj: Feb 1, 1966 - I got a real scare. I received a letter from Social Security 
stating that I’d better come into the o"ce right away. I had not reported my in-
come from last year. So I went in and hashed it over and they took an application 
stating Myrna is still a fulltime student. Well anyway, as they told it to me, we’d 
have to hear from San Francisco before we’d know if my payments would de-
crease, or stay the same or stop altogether for a penalty. Anyway I guess I’ve wor-
ried a lot about it, because today when I found out that everything is ok, I felt like 
turning handsprings, and whistling, and singing, and all these things I cannot do. 

Dimes Jingling in My Pocket
Marj also liked feeling a little bit rich. Once she had her degree and no longer 

had to take college night classes, she sought to teach adult education night classes 
to make a little more money.

“My application was the #rst one #led, and I was told I had a good chance,” 
wrote Marj. “!en I’d be making $100 a month more. I am hoping for the job. I 
really want it so I can hear a couple of dimes jingling in my pocket occasionally and 
I can take my kids to a show once in a while.”

Nice Cars
Eventually some of the #nancial drain eased up. Her Volkswagon days behind 

her, driving her Mercury gave Marj a boost, and she developed quite a taste for 
nice cars. She later drove the Chevelle Malibu, followed by the Oldsmobile Cutlass 
Supreme, which she took on her mission. Her last car was the silver Honda Accord 
Hatchback.

Five New Homes
In all, Marj had 5 brand new homes built for her. Coming from 

a poverty situation, that’s not too bad!
October 12, 1943, Barney bought the property at 950 Ada and built 

the little 4-room log house. He later built the 3-level log home across the 
street at 955 Ada, on property he bought December 7, 1946. 

On the day Susan was born, September 7, 1952, the foundation was 
poured for the big log house Barney built in Island Park. As the home 
was built on forest land, Marj sold it a few years a$er the sawmill was 
sold, July 8, 1965, and it was moved to the Last Chance summer home 
area.

In 1964, Marj had her new house built on the farm which she ac-
quired in October, 1963. 

In 1977, she had her sons build her the dome home by the Snake 
River on the butte, which she acquired December 7, 1964.

Homemaking Skills - Barbering
Marj appreciated each home. “She was a rather good cook and 

seamstress and house-keeper,” noted Myrna. Marj always said she 
was not a “fancy cook,” but the meals she served were tasty and 
healthful. On the home front, as well as everywhere else, all was 
done with practicality and common sense. She touted her set of 

Marj
“I am hoping for the job. 
I really want it so I can 
hear a couple of  dimes 

jingling in my pocket 
occasionally and I can 

take my kids to a show 
once in a while.”
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Wearever kettles she loved, which allowed for waterless cooking of vegetables, sav-
ing the vitamins otherwise drained out in boiling water. !ere was a modest quan-
tity of sugar on the table. Cakes, if they were iced at all, received a very thin layer 
of frosting and were sometimes simply smothered with mashed banana. However, 
there was no sparing of sugar when it came to everyone’s favorite, Marj’s wonderful 
lemon meringue pies. 

A bench on the back porch of every house became the barber shop, as Marj cut 
hair: Barney’s hair, her brothers’ hair, Grandpa’s hair, the boys’ hair, the girls’ hair. 
She would have her scissors, comb, and hand clippers (no electricity usually), and 
everyone who sat on that barber bench got a great clip.

“Train Up a Child...”
Barney and Marj taught and guided their children by example, common sense, 

and great wisdom.
Kids - Policies

Marj did not put up with kids’ squabbling over an item. If they couldn’t take 
turns, the object was taken from both, to be restored only upon willingness to share 
and on penalty of its being taken away again if #ghting resumed.

Family First
Marj was careful not to allow a friend or playmate to come between two of her 

kids. !e South kids understood that an invited friend was welcome only until the 
point that one South brother or sister (likely the younger one) became excluded 
from an activity. If the threesome wasn’t working out, it was time for the friend to 
go home. Teach them they MUST get along with each other.  !ey should get along 
with the neighbors also, but this is secondary in importance.

Blaming
Barney and Marj taught their children to take responsibility for their own ac-

tions. It started at an early age. When children are small and hurt themselves on 
an object, like a chair, it’s not the chair’s fault. Marj emphasized one should not 
sympathize in this manner, “!e mean old chair.” Kids should not grow up blaming 
inanimate objects—or other people for their hurts.

Sometimes Marj and everyone else would experience equipment malfunction, 
getting hopelessly stuck in the mud, plans gone awry, etc. In frustrating, fouled up 
situations, o$en Marj would say, “I keep looking around for someone to blame.” In 
wry fashion she pointed to the fact that there was no one to blame, just a need to 
dig in and #x the problem.

Honesty
Regarding honesty, there was to be no lying, no stealing, no excuses. When a 

situation arose—stealing of candy bars, dimes, baby clothes, .22 shells--the guilty 
party was made to reap the consequences of his/her actions and hopefully learn a 
lifelong lesson.

Learning from Bad Examples
M’Jean: Marj sometimes used negative examples of others’ behavior as 

teaching tools. She would point out to her kids the potential dangers of certain 
actions and the disastrous results. 

Miji Note: 
Marj did not nec-essarily name names in sad situations where there was divorce and other unhappy outcomes. In compiling this family history, it has been interesting to happen on the ac-tual circumstances she would refer to.
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Respect
In some cases we would know who she was referring to, like the very nice, 

upstanding, law abiding neighbor couple who would call their kids’ school 
teacher “an old bag” in front of the kids. Other authority #gures, church and 
civic, were openly criticized as well. 

!is was a serious mistake, Marj would say, as the kids in the family, 
hearing such things from the mouths of their parents, followed suit, speak-
ing the same way. Such disrespect breeds contempt, for teachers, leaders, 
police, the law. Two young men in that family died while still teenagers as a 
result of lawbreaking.

 Loyalty to Spouse
Don’t run home to Mama. A wife, when any little thing goes wrong, or 

she misses her mother, or for a little vacation, don’t go o% for days at a time 
and leave your husband to come home to an empty house. A man doesn’t 
want to come home to an empty house. He doesn’t want to #x his own dinner 
and spend the evening alone. He would rather eat out, and he would rather 
not eat out alone. So he might invite someone like Marj, pretty young widow, 
to a harmless lunch or dinner. She knew; she had turned down several such 
invitations.

 Danger of the traveling salesman. Same with a man staying night a$er 
night in a hotel. He doesn’t want to stay alone. 

Don’t Do it!
Loyalty to a husband does not mean taking a drink with him. What a sad 

story when the wife also became an alcoholic.

The Joy of Work
One of the most valuable lessons the South kids learned was how 

to work. !ey learned to work from parents who taught them and worked beside 
them. David and Barry were very young when Barney started taking them with 
him to the woods to do the logging. !ey learned to handle the horses, drive the 
trucks, to load the logs, to fell the trees. At the sawmill they likewise gradually 
learned every aspect of the operation. 

Marj involved M’Jean and Myrna in all the household chores, starting with 
getting wood from the woodpile, drawing water from the well, doing dishes with 
water heated on the stove, doing the wash outside with water heated on the stove, 
doing the ironing with irons heated on the stove, baking bread and cooking dinner 
on that old woodstove. 

Parents like Barney and Marj strive to instill in their family not just the habit of 
work but the value of work, intentional work.

Marj: Apr 29, 1963- !ere comes a time when we have to develop the drive 
to make us work for certain things because it is what we want. !at is what all the 
chatter is about, “To thine own self be true.”

It is a sign of maturity when we begin pushing and driving ourselves toward 
our own goals, and not just try to excel because we want to impress someone else. 
!at is false security. If that someone lets you down—Wham! You see, you have 
to build on your own foundation.

Not only did Barney and Marj teach their kids to work, they taught them to like 
to work, to tackle every task with a good deal of cheer and good-natured optimism.

Marj
“There comes a time when 

we have to develop the 
drive to make us work for 

certain things because it is 
what we want. That is what 

all the 
chatter is about, ‘To thine 

own self  be true.’”
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Be of Good Cheer 
A hallmark of Marj’s character was her cheerfulness and posi-

tive attitude. It would be hard to picture Marj as anything but cheer-
ful when there was work to be done. Her kids remember how she 
would o$en break out in song:

“!e new mown hay, with all its fragrance, in the #elds I used to roam.
When I dream about the moonlight on the Wabash
And I long for my Indiana home.”

Or sometimes it was: 

“Riding Down the Canyon, watch the sun go down....”

She just never appeared to get down, or be glum, no matter the 
circumstances. In the middle of a disaster, her kids could count on 
her saying brightly, “Cheer up, the worst is yet to come!”Her posi-
tive outlook was inspiring, contagious.

M’Jean: I returned home on a college break one time when she was teaching 
school in daytime, teaching adult classes nights, working on sales, ful#lling her 
church calling, and tending the livestock. She wasn’t getting much sleep. When 
she rattled o% her schedule, it made my head swim. I expressed concern that 
burning the candle at both ends like that could shorten her life. 

She said if she were to take o% a little time at the end of life by spending more 
now, it’s a good trade.

One Day At A Time
But it wasn’t always easy for Marj to be positive. She had to work at it during 

tough times. 

Marj: May 8, 1963 - No day has more than 24 hours, no matter how rough it 
gets, it is only so long. So live them one at a time. !is is a good trick when you 
have learned to do it. I had to. You can. Make the best of it. 

Marj: May 15, 1966 -A little thought I have to live by when I feel somewhat 
desperate. “To live only one day at a time – only one.“ !ink none of tomorrow, 
only today, because today is only so long. And I know I can get through it. If I 
don’t worry about other days. Sometimes this is the only thing that will work for 
me. And the bed, wondrous bed, and sleep at the end of the day. Sometimes this 
idea eludes me, and I can get into a spirit of actually being low, until I recapture 
it and put it to work again. 

Getting out of Debt
Hard work did not always spell #nancial success for Marj, as she faced the re-

sponsibility of providing a$er Barney was gone. When she was drowning in South 
Lumber Company debt resulting from a collapsed real estate deal, she taught a 
lesson from her own experience, by words and example. “If you are making pay-
ments,” she said, “even small ones, your creditors know you are not trying to get out 
of paying them. !ey will work with you.”

Marj never stopped teaching life lessons, desiring her family to learn wisdom 
not only from experience, but also from experiences of others. 

Marj
“I guess I’ve worried a lot 
about it, because today when 
I found out that everything is 
ok, I felt like turning 
handsprings, and whistling, 
and singing, and all these 
things I cannot do.” 
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Tenacity
Marj’s “sticktuitiveness” was un-

paralleled. In the early days of the 
farm, before Marj had concrete head 
gates installed, the irrigation ditches 
were dammed up with canvas dams, 
wedged across the ditch with a lot of 
dirt shoveled along its edges to prevent 
a leak. Once water started pushing 
through your dam, try as you might, it 
was nigh on to impossible to plug up 
the hole. You would have to go to the 
main head gate, shut o% the water, and 

wait until the ditch ran dry enough to start over installing the canvas dam. 

M’Jean: I have memories of doing the irrigating with various combinations 
of Marj, Myrna, Susan, and Randy. One day there were several of us out there 
with shovels, trying to “save” one of those dams which had sprung a leak. It 
looked hopeful when we would get the water stopped from coming through in 
one place, and then suddenly a little trickle would start washing the dirt out in an-
other spot. !en it started to rain, and everything was against us. It rained harder, 
and all the kids said this is miserable and it’s hopeless, let’s go in the house. But 
not Marj. She stayed out there, wearing her black rain hat, wielding that shovel, 
refusing to give up. 

Traitors - Martyr
!at ditch was not in the back forty but close enough to where we could see 

her through the glass of the back door. By turn, the kids in the nice dry house, 
feeling a little like traitors, would look out the back door, note that Marj was still 
out there shoveling mud, and mutter, “the martyr.”  Eventually, she returned to 
the house to wait out the rain. I suppose it was not nice of the kids to tease her 
about it. !inking back on that memory, I’m sure she knew it was a lost cause, but 
it may have been therapeutic, somehow. 

Enduring the Cold
M’Jean: When I was teaching school in Salt Lake, I o$en drove home to the 

farm for the weekend and would stop in Pocatello to see Susan, as she was attend-
ing ISU. One time, when it was especially cold, I came out of her apartment, and 
my fair-weather Toyota, “Sascha,” would not start.  Some of Susan’s college friends 
volunteered to help me start my car. Marj was there also. !e guys li$ed the hood 
and tried to #nd the problem. Someone would be in and out of the driver’s seat, 
trying to get it to turn over. !ey worked valiantly for a very, very long time, try-
ing everything they could think of under the sun to get the car to start. 

It was so cold. I was freezing, and I #nally got inside the car in the back seat to 
warm up, while they were all out there working away. And where was Marj? She 
stayed right out there that whole time, not succumbing to the freezing tempera-
ture, as I had, but giving  moral support to those guys as long as they were willing 
to try to start MY car! Eventually, we called David, who came to the rescue. 

Marj wrote of an instance when her endurance was severely challenged.
Marj: Nov 11, 1974 - I was out in Terreton trying to collect $10,588.40 from 

Oldhams. !e sun went down and the sunset was wild and I loved it, but all of 
a sudden I noticed my one ear was aching, it was so cold. So I started to think, 

Marj
 (pushing the truck)

“Cheer up.
 The worst is 
yet to come!”
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why is one ear so cold while the other is not so bad. !en I pulled hair down over 
the other ear. All this waiting while I watched and shivered while Mr. Oldham 
chatted on and on about the spuds he’s digging and putting into cellar tonight 
by means of conveyors that extend at least 250 feet from truck to potato pile in 
cellar. !ey are #nishing up tonight. He explained much to me about spuds and 
had I not been so cold and struggling manfully to keep my teeth from chattering 
audibly (of course, all that squeaky machinery helps to camou&age the chattering 
of teeth), I would have relished hearing all that. I was tempted to pitch in to help 
in order to get warm but I didn’t have any gloves and I was afraid my hands would 
get so cold I wouldn’t last long enough to get me warm. All I really wanted was 
his $10,588.40. 

A$er I had watched and listened while he #nished unloading two trucks and 
then cleaned up the dirt piles with scoop shovel and picked up the stray pota-
toes etc., he said “Well, you came out to get some money.” And I said (risking 
unclenching my teeth for a brief sentence), “You are right, I did come out to get 
some money.“ Anyway, I didn’t get the money but I did get his word that he’d get 
it to us within a day or two. 

I turned the heater up full blast when I headed for home and how good it felt. 
I still have sort of a chilly feeling.

The Teacher

Frequently Marj would say what an excellent teacher Barney was. Anyone will-
ing to learn, he was willing to teach. But she was no less gi$ed at teaching. Not 
just school subjects but about life.

With her 2-year college diploma, at age 19, Marj’s formal teaching career began 
in Sugar City. She did a superior job of teaching reading, and her own kids bene#t-
ted from her skills. Each could read &uently before entering school.  

Irony
When Marj began again to teach full time in 1964, the rules had changed. You 

were supposed to have a Bachelor’s Degree. She didn’t; therefore, she was not paid 
on the same scale as those who did. All the time Marj had a substandard salary, to 
go along with her substandard certi#cate, she was teaching wonderfully well. 

Marj: Jan 8, 1966 Sat - I am still enjoying school. I like the kids, and some of 
the so-called “unteachables” are learning to read and that is quite a thrill, really. 
One little guy read a page out of the social studies book the other day he couldn’t 
have begun to read at the beginning of the year. And my wild ones are taming 
down, and my poor sports are beginning to own up to their own misdeeds, and 
the cheaters are proud that I now trust them with mild money or correcting their 
own papers, and they are learning to laugh at themselves and their own mistakes. 

I hear them debate quite a bit about which they like the best, reading, math, or 
spelling, all of which I have taught di%erently than they have ever studied before. 
All of it, I teach on an individualized basis.

!e “School System” did not check to see how e%ective her teaching was, if 
the kids were learning, or if they were not, if they were behaving, or if they were 
not. !e irony was that in order to be paid commensurate with her worth, she did 
not have to be a better teacher; she had to spend time taking bowling, linguistics, 
advanced literature, math, etc., working towards a degree. Constantly taking night 
classes became her lot for quite a long while.
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College Courses
!e one saving grace was that each time she had three night classes, 

one of them would turn out to be easy, and one would be interesting. 
!e literature classes, in which she studied the works of great British and 
American writers, were challenging courses, but she considered them to 
be worthwhile and enjoyed them immensely. And in her last summer ses-
sion, she worked in a golf class and golfed without paying green fees!

No one heard many complaints from Marj about having to go to 
school. She accepted the challenge, muscled through, marched to the 
strains of Elgar’s “Land of Hope and Glory” at graduation, and was pretty 
pleased to receive her diploma.

Fed Up with Administration Policies
Her complaints were about policies of the administration. 

“!is year Petersen (principal) has set up the most ridiculous schedule I have 
ever heard of.”

“Our special school is a &op.”
“Faculty meeting tonight (and they are so stupid)”
“Have to attend compulsory meeting a$er school because we are pilot school. 

!ursdays 3:30-5:00. It’s awful. Don’t get district credit even.”
“Our new special program is a “dud” because our counselor is a “complete 

dud.” 
“I’m glad I like the kids!! I really feel that though I am the strictest one of the 

upper grade teachers, I get along with all the kids better than any of the others.”

Teaching Art & Music
Marj patterned her art instruction a$er her college art course. “I’m getting 

some real good stu%,” she said. “And they like it and teachers are starting to come 
in to look, and kids in the other rooms are coming in to look. !ey say they wish 
they could do things like that.” Following the art contest, she reported, “First prize 
in Riverside went to one of my kids which I’m teaching art. Believe it?”

Marj: Mr. Strong chickened out as a music instructor, so Mr. Peterson wants 
me to teach them music once a week. I asked him if I could do anything I liked, 
and he hesitated a long time and mentioned that the district had an outline I was 
to follow, but #nally said OK, anything you want. So I immediately picked up a 
little operetta, “Hansel and Gretel.” !e kids loved it, and the performance was a 
smash hit. 

 Feb 20, 1967 - !is teaching art and music is kind of exciting. I like it. Funny 
thing, I feel I’d like to teach art. Now I think, I’d like to teach music. !en I think, 
I like teaching spelling. I like teaching math. And language, and of course I really 
like teaching reading. I don’t care that I am not teaching science, nor do I feel sad 
that I’m not teaching social studies.

Warm Water, Senator, and A Flag 
Marj made an impact on the school in other ways as well. Assigned as PTA 

secretary, in the o"cers’ meetings she pushed for improvements to boost morale.
Marj: Sep 8, 1967 - I am plugging for a few things our school needs--warm 

water to wash our hands instead of ice cold, a &ag on the grounds etc. A campaign 
to build up the prestige of the good old Riverside so the kids won’t feel so picked 
on. I did a lot of thinking on this while I was driving back-and-forth to school 
this summer. A$er approximately 80 broken windows in our building last spring 
while school is in session, something needs to be done. 

Oct 31, 1967 - It’s fun to know this was my brainstorm: Senator Church comes 

Marj
“I’m glad I like the kids!! 
I really feel that though 

I am the strictest one of  
the upper grade teachers, 

I get along with all the 
kids better than any of  

the others.”
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to Riverside for an assembly Wednesday morning at 9:00 AM. We received a &ag 
that has &own on the USS Forestall to be &own on the mast at Riverside. !ere 
have been several big pictures and splashes of Riverside in the newspaper. 

Teaching Adult Non-readers
Marj was an e%ective teacher of her adult students, as well as kids. A$er the #rst 

class she wrote, “My adult evening classes include at least three who cannot read 
even three-letter words. One month later she noted,“!e non-readers at school are 
reading. Simple stu% like: ‘pack the stu% in the box and dump it.’ !at’s pretty good 
when they were starting from scratch.”

When the stake launched a reading program to tutor children lagging in school, 
Marj was asked to head the program.

Education - Music
Getting a sound education was important to Marj. She was very supportive 

of her kids in their scholastic studies and extra-curricular endeavors all 
through school. !ere was major sacri#ce on her part to help them with 

college expense, even while working towards her own degree--and which she was 
the #rst to receive. (She had to be a tri&e proud of that!)

Music was important to Marj. Quite an understatement. Words like support, 
encourage, cheer on, shot in the arm, buttress, shore up, reinforce, underpin, 
follow-through paint some of the picture. Words like sacri#ce and scrape the 
bottom of the barrel come closest. Marj determined to provide the best mu-
sical instruction and experiences for her family she could a%ord. She thrilled 
at the musical talents, accomplishments, and enjoyment of her family and 
the service they rendered through their music. 

Marj: Sep 9, 1963 - I am parked in front of Mrs. Rosenburg’s [SLC] waiting 
for Myrna to come out. She played at the fair this morning and did a bang-up job.

Jan 14, 1964 Tues - !e auditions are two weeks away. Myrna hopes to play an 
entire concerto, not just one movement. 

Feb 25, 1964 Sat - We have to hurry home [a$er Sue and Randy #rst violin 
lesson with Mrs. Katseanas] so Myrna can go to the Piano Exchange to have her 
small recital for her students who are playing in the festival next Saturday.

Feb 1964  - Myrna won the #rst bout of auditions yesterday, #nals Sun. 
Mar 10, 1964 Tues - Myrna is swamped as usual. She auditioned at Caldwell, 

a week ago. Saturday David took her down to BYU to audition (results yet un-
known). She got 2nd in Caldwell. Myrna plays with the symphony on 21st and 
22nd of March. Her Liszt Concerto.

Apr 26, 1964 Sun - Tonight is commencement. Myrna got  $150.00 scholar-
ship from BYU. She is in top 10 %--purple tassel

Sep 9, 1963 - Susan played in junior youth symphony in Salt Lake one and a 
half hour—said no problem keeping up—on her birthday.

Jan 15, 1964 - Sue played Hungarian Dance #5 for me this morning, and it 
really was a thrill for me. 

Randy calls me in every time he comes to a shi$ to watch him “shi$.” He 
thinks that’s so much fun. He plods along—no #re—but pretty steady, and the 
improvement is gradual but it’s real. 

Concert Series - Music Appreciation
Enhancing her own music education, as well as that of the kids, she enjoyed 

the visiting artists on the Community Concert series and o$en supplied critiques. 

Marj
“I picked up a little 
operetta, ‘Hansel and 
Gretel.’ The kids loved 
it, and the performance 
was a smash hit.”
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Occasionally they provided a pleasant atmosphere for a nap. “!e community 
symphony concert Saturday was good. I enjoyed it. Slept through one whole 

number, though.”
Her own exposure to great music came primarily through the years of at-

tending countless performances of her kids and the thousands of hours of 
practice, all of which she enjoyed immensely. To M’Jean she wrote, “!anks 
to you and Myrna and the “little kids” I’ve had a long old course in music 
appreciation.”

Opera was a stretch. “I better study opera some day. I know almost noth-
ing about them,” Marj admitted. “I like Madame Butter&y.” Myrna had a pho-
nograph recording of Puccini’s “Tosca,” which she enjoyed playing while they 

were doing dishes or sewing, etc. “Myrna says we have witnessed three deaths 
tonight in Tosca,” wrote Marj. “I was quite unaware. One advantage of being 

uncultured.”

Wit, Expressions, Grammar
Marj was clever with words and pretty well known for her quick wit. She had a 

few jokes she liked to tell, and quite a number of expressions she would use. [Several 
are quoted in chapter headings.] Some were fairly common, some came from great 
literature, and occasionally she would quote from a favorite movie, “A$er all, to-
morrow is another day!” from GONE WITH THE WIND. She frequently quoted 
Barney. “As Barney would say, ‘Hell is full of poor excuses.’”  

One time she had played matchmaker, introducing two singles who later mar-
ried. !e following year, telling the news of their baby’s arrival, she wrote, “So here 
I am, almost like a stork, you might say, and I haven’t been over to see the baby yet.” 
[Note: She did buy the baby a pretty, curved-handled baby spoon.]

Marj loved the literature and poetry of great English writers. She loved English, 
and she was a stickler for correct grammar. If you were family, or lived with family, 

or were close friends of the family, you quali#ed for friendly correction 
of your grammatical errors.

Observant
Marj was observant of everything, particularly people. She would 

notice their build, features, dress. M’Jean answered the door when a 
man stood on the doorstep, asked for directions, didn’t even come in 
the house, and a$er he le$, Marj commented, “Didn’t he have pretty 
eyes?” “Eyes? Did he have eyes?”

It was fun to read in her letters the vivid descriptions of the weath-
er, the so$ rain, howling winds, the colors of the sky, etc. 

She especially paid attention to the weather as it would a%ect the 
farmers. “!is wet spring is going to make it hard for the farmers to get 
their crops in,” she would say. Or she would speak of the dryness, or 
the cold, or heat. She was keenly aware of the agrarian community we 
were a part of, and she was sympathetic to the plight of farmers. In her 
journal she wrote, “Every time I hear of another farmer who has had 
to quit farming it seems like time for a funeral. It’s just about that sad.”

Marj
“Myrna says we have 

witnessed three deaths 
tonight in Tosca. I 
was quite unaware. 
One advantage of  
being uncultured.”

Marj
Notice the fingernails!
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Adventurous - Patriotic
Marj: Nov 9, 1973 - Today I went into Arbon Valley to measure a Behlen 

building. I’d never been there before. It was worth going there just to see the 
valley. I love to go new places. Quite a lot of the time I try not to backtrack on my 
way home, just to cover new territory. Arbon Valley is beyond a strip of Caribou 
National Forest from Pocatello—up up up a winding road, then down a winding 
road. !e soil in the #elds in that valley seemed black.

Marj had an adventurous spirit. She enjoyed her trip with Myrna to Mexico 
and Guatemala when South’s Inc. sent them on a “discovery expedition,” but she 
always said she wanted to “see America #rst.” 

Marj loved America. She told of patriotic stirrings from primary days, when 
she was the Japanese girl in the presentation representing nationalities around the 
world. !e song sung by the little girl representing America was the one she liked 
and remembered all her life: “America, I Love !ee.” 

M’Jean: I was probably a pre-teen when I heard of people living on the dole, 
and I must have complained to Marj about government handouts to people I as-
sumed must be shi$less and undeserving. I’ve always remembered her response. 
“I’m glad I live in a country that takes care of its poor people.”

In a letter to her kids, dated January 1, 1974, six days a$er Church President 
Harold B. Lee died, she typed the synopsis of the talk he had given at the Ricks 
College Homecoming. It was a talk which gave her great hope and comfort, and 
she referred to it again and again. President Lee talked not only of the destiny of the 
church but of America:

President Harold B. Lee:
The United States is the greatest country in the world, a country that will stand un-

til Christ comes to reign. This country is the cradle of humanity and will be the New 
Jerusalem where the Savior will come to His temple. 

Man may fail in this country. Earthquakes may come; seas may heave themselves 
beyond their bounds; there may be a great drought and disaster and hardship, but this 
nation, founded as it was on a foundation of principle laid down by men whom God 
raised up, will never fail. 

We should not be so concerned about finding out what’s wrong with America, but 
what is right about America. 

I have faith in America. You and I must have faith in America if we understand the 
gospel of Jesus Christ. The Lord’s work of latter days centers in the geographical area 
of the United States. This is His base of operations for the latter days. 

To the New Jerusalem, here in America, will the Savior come to rule and reign for 
1000 years. And in that time, according to President Brigham Young, the flag of the 
United States will proudly flutter unsullied on the flagstaff of liberty and equal rights 
without a spot to sully it’s fair surface; the glorious flag our fathers bequeathed to us 
will then be unfurled to the breeze by those who have the power to hoist it aloft and 
defend its sanctity.

“Ye Are the Light of the World,” Writings of Harold B. Lee
Salt Lake City: Deseret Book Co. [1974], 350-351
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Serving in the Church
In each ward Marj attended she was looked to as a spiritual pillar, as 

she faithfully ful#lled many callings. But in earlier days, she wanted 
just to take a back seat. Only in primary did she feel at home. 

M’Jean: It was pretty fun for us young kids when Marj was called to be 
a Relief Society teacher. !is was not so very long a$er Barney died. She had 
taught us that we do not say no to an assignment. We had all given talks (!e 
South kids were known for giving outstanding, letter perfect two-and-a-half 
minute talks) and had met other assignments.

!e deal was, you are asked to do something in the church, you do it.
But here was something di%erent. 
!is was totally out of her comfort zone. Teaching Relief Society! She had 

never spoken very warmly of Relief Society. Back in those days you “joined” 
Relief Society, paid your dues, and it seemed to her that Relief Society focused 
on quilting and the like, and she did not have much interest.

Scared
She was in such a quandary. For one thing, she knew her kids would never 

let her get away with turning down the calling. She had taught primary for 
years, but the idea of standing in front of a group of ladies, most of them much 
older and more experienced, scared her to death. 

It was with plenty of trepidation that she accepted. She was to give the les-
sons on home health. Of course she did an outstanding job. She was pleased 
with the response she got to her innovative ways of putting her lessons over. 

Next she taught the !eology lessons. A sister remarked, “I sure love to hear 
your mother give the !eology lesson.”

Marj became comfortable teaching Relief Society, and when anticipating leav-
ing the 18th ward to move to the farm, she wrote, Sep 22, 1963: “I am really sad at 
the prospects of having to give up my Relief Society teaching. I hate it in fact.”

For the rest of her life, Marj received callings to teach Relief Society. Some 
other callings were primary teacher, mutual teacher, drama director, and music 
chairman. Visiting Teaching was an assignment Marj took seriously. Her diligent, 
consistent e%orts to make contact with less active members contributed, in more 
than one case, in the reactivation of an entire family.

Mission - Temple Worker
Marj was a very diligent, conscientious missionary. She loved her mission and 

accomplished much. Marj loved the temple. She loved serving in the Idaho Falls 
Temple. Her father, as Work Director, had played an important role in its construc-
tion. Her mother also had participated, and a$er its dedication, they served as long 
as their health would allow.

When Marj served as a temple worker in the Idaho Falls Temple, she would get 
up at 1:30 a.m. in order to get ready and make the drive from Menan to arrive for 
her early assignment. She did this faithfully for several years until the icy evening, 
December 18, 1985, when she fell asleep driving home and her car skidded into 
a snow bank. She became frosted before getting help and getting home, and she 
wound up having to be on oxygen, which was her lot for the rest of her life. 

Marj
“For many years Marj 

taught Relief  Society, but 
when she was younger, 

her first calling scared her 
to death. She knew her 

kids would never let her 
get away with turning it 

down.” (M’Jean)

“I think I actually made 
that gray suit she used 

to wear,” (Myrna)
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Family Relations
Honor Thy Father and Thy Mother

For many years Barney had provided employment for Marj’s father, Justin 
Knapp, at the sawmill. A$er Barney’s death, Grandpa continued working at the 
mill for Marj until he was nearly 75, when she sold the mill. For the next few years 
both parents became more and more housebound.

Although the farm was not many miles out of town, it must have seemed far 
away to Marj’s parents, and it was hard for them to see her move. Even at her busi-
est, Marj found time to go in and trim their hair and do some housecleaning. “!ey 
are so glad for a visit from anyone,” she wrote. 

M’Jean: While on my mission, I learned about the surprise 80th birthday 
party planned by Marj and her siblings at Al’s house, for Grandpa, Justin Willis 
Knapp, born October 5, 1886. He and his sisters sang, and he played his harmon-
ica, and it was a very enjoyable evening. 

Marj: A$er his birthday party I was cutting his hair one day and he 
started to cry and said I’m over 80 and I’ll never see another birthday, 
and I #gured he’d lost a goal now of reaching 80 and hence the tears. So 
I decided another goal had to be established, so I said “Wait a minute, 
you’ve got to see another birthday. You’ve got to be here when M’Jean 
gets home.” 

!e year following, when asked what he wanted for Christmas, he 
replied, “Only my granddaughter home again.”

“He seems to have adopted that goal,” wrote Marj. “Now I’ve got to 
#nd a new one for him.”

Marj, Grandma Mabel, 
Grandpa Justin, Thel (front)
Ann, Al, Bernie, Warren, 
Claudia (back)
Marj had a good relationship 
with all her family. Her father, 3 
brothers, and 3 brothers-in-law 
all worked for Barney and Marj 
at the sawmill off  and on over a 
period of  26 years.

Grandpa & Grandma 
Knapp
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Mabel Hale Knapp, Marj’s mother, loved music, books, 
and doing genealogy. Figuring that her mother, in her hard 
life, had been cheated out of cultural opportunities she would 
have enjoyed, Marj determined to make it up to her a little. 
She would buy season tickets to the Community Concert 
series. Besides the Idaho Falls Symphony, concerts featured 
big name artists and o$en a well-known ballet troupe. She 
would take her young musician children to the concerts, 
and in addition, there was always a ticket for Grandma.

Marj’s mother had never learned to drive, and as her 
father became limited in his driving, she would see to it that 

her mother had transportation to the genealogical library, either driving her or 
paying her taxi fare.

Grandma was also honored at a big birthday party, held on the farm, a few 
months a$er her March 20th birthday. She was 78.

Marj: Her party is scheduled for June 4, 1967. !at isn’t her birthday, of 
course, but it is a day in summer when we can celebrate her birthday outside and 
have all the grand and great grandkids here. !at’s our aim. It will be at our place. 
Mother will get as much fun out of the kids as anyone. 

Friends
Marj made friends everywhere she went—in school, doing business, and in 

every ward she attended. As a widow, she did not accept many invitations to social 
events with friends who were married. She did not like feeling like a #$h wheel. 

When it came to socializing, her circle was very small. Dorothy Kerr was a wid-
ow who had never had children. Marj and Dorothy enjoyed each other’s company. 
Dorothy had much more free time than Marj did, but occasionally coaxed her to go 
to the church singles dances. “I #nd that I still like to dance,” Marj said. But added 
that there wasn’t anyone interesting to dance with. !ey went gol#ng now and then 

and occasionally made trips to Island Park, where 
Dorothy had a cabin. On a summer’s end excursion, 
just before the entrapment of another school year, 
Marj had an especially good time with both Dorothy 
and longtime Island Park friend Elizabeth Pond.

When it came to courting, Marj simply did not.

Kids - Best Friends
Her best friends were her kids. !eir mutual 

love and respect was demonstrated in actions, as 
well as words.

While Myrna was serving her mission in Italy, 
just before Christmas, 1970, she wrote: “Did you 
stop to think recently how great our family is. !at 
to be able to communicate with other members of 
the family. It’s not always that way.”

Marj & Grandpa Knapp
80th Birthday Party

“He seems to have adopted 
that goal (‘My granddaughter 

home again.’)
 Now I have to find a 

new one for him.

Marj & Dorothy Kerr
At the Salt Lake Airport

December, 1965
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Kids Looking Out for Each Other
Marj treasured the sweet relationships in the family. Nothing pleased her more 

than to see how her kids cared for each other and looked out for one another.
Not long a$er Barney died there was a Daddy-Daughter Dinner at the church 

for primary girls and their dads. Maybe they were bribed, but David and Barry 
accompanied M’Jean and Myrna. !ey continued to do so every year. Twelve-year 
old Susan wrote, “David took me to the Daddy-Daughter Dinner. He has taken me 
every year since I was a Gaynote.”

!ere is not much to compare with the way Myrna, even while in high school, 
taught Susan and Randy for months at a time, then accompanied them for dozens 
of performances.

Myrna: Sep 13, 1966 - Sue, Randy, and I played “I Walked Today Where Jesus 
Walked” in Goshen, 15th Ward, and stake 70’s meeting. People think we are great. 
I hear comments like “Oh your little brother is so cute. He stole the show. Or “Oh 
the little girl has so much talent.” Gee, I am honored that they include me. 

Marj: Nov 1965 - I have David helping me with my math today. Bless him! 

He’s so sweet sometimes. He’s really good with the kids.
David has taken Randy [11 years old] with him on two successive Saturdays. 

Last week #shing in Island Park. !is week up above Palisades on a trail ride with 
Al, Doug, and Allen. Today a$er classes in Sunday School Randy rushed into the 
chapel and over to sit by David. 

When Randy was 13, Barry took him to Island Park, and under his wing. Randy 
worked in the woods for Barry for three summers, learning the same things Barry 
learned when he was a kid working with Barney.

In so many instances the kids helped each other with business ventures, build-
ing homes, living arrangements, music endeavors, sewing, and scores of other 
things. !e kids worked together, played together, and Marj loved it.

David, Barry, Marj, 
Myrna, M’Jean, 
Randy, Susan
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Susan & Randy
As the youngest children in the family, Susan and 

Randy remember Marj only a$er she was widowed. As 
their older brothers and sisters le$ for college, mission, 
work, marriage, the number in the household narrowed to 
three, then two.

Maintaining Civility
Susan: I was recalling today some things that I thought 

were admirable about Marj and that I’ve tried to imitate and 
I’ve tried to teach my children. And she’s been the pillar—or 

the really good example in this: To most people, most times, Marj was always 
civil. I was around her a 
lot while I was growing 
up, and there were many 
times when somebody 
would be trying to sell 
her something or talk 
her out of something 
or talk her into some-
thing—sometimes, you 
know what it’s like—
someone is twisting on 
you to do something—
and you try to weigh, 
and sometimes, when 

you say “no” to 
them, they just 
won’t take no for 
an answer. So they 
just keep work-
ing at you, and so 
pretty soon, some-
times they’re the 
one that gets—they 
get ornery and mad or you get ornery or mad. 

But to the frustration of others, she would o$en reply, “No, thank you.” 
And then on the next attempt, she would say, “No” politely, at the repeated 
requests until the person, the petitioner would give up—abandon the ap-
proach. Sometimes they’d be really frustrated, but she always remained civ-
il. And I always felt like it was a really good example, and I’ve tried to teach 
my children that there really is no instance when you cannot remain civil. 

Marj Critiques
She would, I think, try to teach us by o%ering critiques on things that we 

saw together and that we shared together. Honestly, many a Sabbath we’d be 
coming home from the meetings, and she would make comments regard-
ing the manner of the delivery of the presentation of, you know, people that 
spoke in church, or performing musical numbers, or taught lessons—or, 
you know, made any kind of presentation. And I think it was in an attempt 
to teach us what could have been better. And she also was very observant of 
people’s physical appearance. And maybe what they could have—how they 
could have looked better or chosen to do things better. 

Susan & Marj

Susan, Myrna, Randy, Marj

Marj & Randy
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Physical Appearance – Tailored Look
Susan: She was pretty particular about her own physical appearance, and I 

remember it was always wonderful that I could feel pretty proud, happy, about 
my mother’s appearance. Because she took good care of herself. She always made 
an e%ort to look good. 

She had a sort of a choice of dress—she didn’t wear frilly, lacy things. She re-
ferred to her choice of her apparel as a more tailored look. And most of the time 
that’s what it was. And I was always grateful that she cared about her appearance. 
And she set a really good example for me. 

Different Relationship
Randy: It was an opportunity for me to have a relationship with Marj that I 

think was somewhat di%erent than it was for some of the rest of my brothers and 
sisters, because I was the youngest.  And what that meant was the last couple of 
years we were together it was just me and her.  

Sunday Dinners – Ice Cream
She and I did a lot of fun things together.  One was a Sunday dinner that was 

very peculiar, in that we would remember on Saturday to get a half gallon of 
ice cream, and Sunday a$er church we would take that half gallon of ice cream 
and unwrap it, cut in two and then share that, and that was our Sunday dinners.  
(Laughs)  I even don’t know if my brothers and sisters know about that, but that 
was a tradition that Marj and I had together for, for a long time. 

Watched Old Movies
We watched a lot of movies together. She really liked old movies. And she 

knew the old movies, and we would drag out old movies that she was familiar 
with, and she would tell me the storyline, and it made it a whole lot more in-
teresting for me. We read some books together. Of course, she was a reading 
teacher, and she knew a lot about books that were really special, and we read 
books together. 

Traveling – Golf Ball
We did a lot of traveling together. !ere were a lot of times that we would 

just travel around, and take drives, go look at things, and go visit relatives. One 
thing that Marj and I did, too, was tease each other about driving.  Marj was an 
excellent driver, and she had a pretty sporty car. It was a Chevelle Malibu, and of 
course I always wanted to drive, and she didn’t have any trouble with me driving, 
but she wanted me to be a good driver. 

She did some gol#ng, and one of the things she did, is, she kept a golf ball on 
top of the dashboard.  And we would tease each other about driving so that you 
wouldn’t roll that golf ball back and forth across the dashboard.  !e dashboard 
was designed such that the golf ball would stay on the dashboard, but it would, 
could, roll all the way from le$ to all the way to the right.  And it a was goal that 
we had that we would drive so that golf ball would never move from one side of 
the car to the other.  And if you got violent at all, or not even violent—if you got 
too rigorous in your turning, then the golf ball would roll across the dashboard, 
and then we’d have fun teasing each other about we were driving too rough.  

Gospel Discussions
We did some fun things together, but the one I think I would like to focus 

on, the one I think my kids and grandkids would appreciate some day, is the fact 
that Marj and I had some wonderful discussions those last two years about the 
gospel. When I got home from my mission, we had quite a bit of time together. 
We talked a lot about church doctrine that you just normally don’t talk about in 
Sunday School, because it’s a little more that just the basic doctrines. And we had 
some really neat study times where we studied the basics of the gospel, but we 
also talked about the really important things about the gospel that are in depth. 
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Wonderful Daughters-in-Law
Judy was a seamstress, and she was fast. She sewed for 

everyone, making clothes for concerts, school, missions, and 
weddings. Later on it was Elinor and Karen who looked a$er 
Marj when she was sick and frail, bringing her meals, beauti-
ful and delicious enough to tempt the poorest appetite.

Judy Bates South
Judy: David’s mom taught me how to bake, she taught me 

how to can.  She was a guiding light. I can’t talk about her without 
tears. I was at Relief Society one day, and they were studying the 
Book of Ruth, and I realized on that day that I loved my mother-

in-law the way Ruth did, and I have ever been so grateful for her.  

“You Are a Sister”
Many years a$erwards I went down one day to visit her, and she was ill. And 

we were sitting at the kitchen table, and I said, “Marj, I love you as much as I love 
my own mother.” And she said to me, “Judy, you are a sister.” And I couldn’t think 
of anything I’d rather be than to be thought of an equal to David’s mother.  

Marvelous
She is a marvelous person, raised a marvelous family. She, in spite of enduring 

so many things—illness, and at times, poverty, and being a widow early in her 
life, set an example for me of testimony and prayer and endurance. She said she’d 
rather wear out than rust out. And she showed us the way to do that. Never to give 
up serving the Lord. Always to follow what is right.  Always to be where you’re 
supposed to be. Always to serve the very best of your abilities. She was so proud 
of her family, and she had a right to be. 

I know without a doubt that David was extremely blessed to have a dad like 
Barney, and to have a mother named Marj, and I am always grateful to Father in 
Heaven that David has been a guiding light to me. He learned to be steadfast at 
his mother’s feet. He learned to work at his dad’s. He learned to have a testimony 
and to speak honestly, and I love him and his family with all my heart.

Karen Dickson South
Karen: I remember Marj to be very committed to the gospel. She would bear 

her testimony, it seemed like, every fast Sunday. And she just read her scriptures a 
lot. And she never, it just seemed to me that she never faltered. She 
was very strong in the gospel. 

She would get together with our children. She was always 
teaching them something, and I appreciated that about Marj. She 
always continued, it seemed like, to learn.  She read a lot, and I 
really admired her for that.  

Love Between Marj and Barney
One thing I didn’t know a lot about, but I really I sensed that 

there was a really deep love between Marj and Barney. She never 
remarried, and so I knew that she just never found anybody that 
she loved as much as Barney, and I sure thought that was pretty 
cool. When he passed away, she had so many children, and some 
women maybe would have remarried, but Marj didn’t, and so I 
really admire her for that. !at must have been really hard for her. 

And she was a hard worker, and very dedicated.

Neighbor - Mother-in-Law
Mostly I remember her as a neighbor. We lived just up from 

Elinor & Judy
With their “babes in the 

woods” on one of  the many 
family outings to Island Park

SOUTH WOMEN:
Elinor, dianna, Karen, 

Marj, M’Jean, Susan
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her, the next house up the butte, and when she went on her mission, Gary and 
M’Jean lived in her house, of course, and then she moved back in when she got 
home, and so we were neighbors for quite a few years with Marj, and she just was 
always there. We could go down and visit with her, and the kids would go down 
and visit with her. 

I just really appreciated her as a mother-in-law.  She would o%er to help in any 
way, and I appreciated that about her.

Camping - Slept on Ground
On, it seemed like more that one occasion, we would, we all went camping.  

And Marj slept right on the ground in a sleeping bag, and I thought, Wow, that’s 
pretty cool that she would sleep right on the ground. But she wasn’t afraid to get 
her hands dirty and go out and go camping with us and I really appreciated that 
about her. As I said before, she was a hard worker, and very dedicated.  

Examples  of the Gospel
I’m very, very grateful for her example.  She raised Randy, my husband, and 

I’m very grateful for the way that she raised him.  It was very evident to me that 
the gospel meant a great deal to Marj, and she passed that on to her children.  She 
passed it on to Randy; we’re passing it on to our children. And I’m just really very 
grateful for people like Marj and their examples of the gospel, because it helps me 
keep going, and it helps me realize how important the gospel is in my life.  We 
want to follow Marj’s example and raise our children in the gospel and teach them 
to have, you know, strong testimonies and teach them about the importance of 
the family in the gospel. 

Family - Music - Legacy
Family meant a great deal to Marj.  She passed on some things that meant a lot 

to Barney to her children—like music—meant a lot to Barney, and Marj passed 
that on to her children, and we’re passing that on to ours, also.

So I’m just really grateful for the legacy that she has le$, and that Barney—I 
didn’t know Barney—but Barney must have been a wonderful person, and I ap-
preciate the legacy that they passed on, because it gives me a reason to keep going 
and to pass those same things on to my children.

Elinor Moss South
Elinor: When I #rst met Marj, I thought she was so cute, cause I always 

thought Marj was so cute. She was cute. Anyhow, she was really nice to me, and 
I remember her commenting—I lay down on the &oor by her #replace. I was 
stretched out there talking to her, and she said, “I can’t believe how long you are,” 
because I was quite a bit taller than Marj. I have long legs, anyhow. I can just 
remember that comment. 

Teachers
Barry and I got married November 18th, 1967, and stayed in Utah a little 

while, then in 1968 moved to Idaho, into a little white farm house next to where 
Marj and Susan and Randy and Myrna were living. So I got to know her really 
well, and I always thought Marj had so much energy. She was teaching school, 
and I had a lot in common with her because I got a job teaching in Idaho Falls--
the third grade. And so we would share teaching experiences a lot.

Music
I remember the music going on all of the time, all of the time, and they were 

there with the violins a-playing and the pianos a-playing. It was very lovely. She 
was very, very dedicated to get her children to do what she did, and I thought that 
was pretty neat. 

Marj was a very, very strong personality, as I perceived her, but it was a good 
personality. She was a good example, and yet she could have a lot of fun, too.
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Marj  and the Kids 
And then when the little kids came along, it was just fun, because Marj loved 

little babies, and when Jason came along, omigosh, it was so much fun to watch 
her with Jason. She was just really cute with him, and she really babied him. 

Sacrificing - Strait
Marj was just a very sacri#cing person. She didn’t care so much for “what’s it 

going to do for me”; she was always looking out for the others. She did without, 
and she wore it out, and she was very thri$y, as you would call it. Before she 
was on oxygen, she would just go--Marj could go without food, water, anything, 
longer than any person I have ever, ever met–maybe, except for Barry. Plus she 
would just—I mean, she was very strait in her knowledge of the gospel. She fol-
lowed the commandments to the “T,” and she was a real good example that way. 

And she was a real good example to our kids. She moved up here two or three 
years, maybe, before we moved up here, and so then we were up there on top of 
the butte, and she was down here on the base of the butte, and we just got to know 
her really well, and the kids did, too. 

Never Called Her ”Grandma
!ey’d never call her “Grandma.”  And I remember, Diana, in particular, once 

came home from Kindergarten, and said, “!ey told us at school, cause we’re hav-
ing a little operatic play in #rst grade, and they want us to invite our Grandma.”  
And she said to me, cause Ethyl Hayes was my foster mother, and they called her 
“Grandma.”  And she said, “Do you think Grandma could come up from Utah to 
my play?”  And I said, “Yeah, but what about Marj?” And she said, “But they said 
my GRANDMA” And I said, “Marj IS your grandma.”  And so she goes, “She IS?” 
And I said, “Yes, she is.” 

Instructing - Poems - Dramatic Readings
Anyhow, she was good to the kids, and whenever they would come, she was 

always instructing, instructing. I mean, she taught them a lot of things, and 
Rachel and Dianna she taught a lot of really cute poems. And Rachel took some 
drama classes and that over at the high school. She’d come down, and Marj would 
help —the “One-Legged Goose”  or something Marj helped her work on.

And then Rod used to get o% here when I was teaching school over at Midway 
Elementary doing speech. He used to get o% here quite o$en on the bus and come 
in and go out and water her trees, and so he would wait here for me, so all of our 
kids got to know Marj pretty well, just because we’ve been around her so much. 
And I think they all have fond memories of her. I think they all remember her real 
well, even Rod remembers her real well. 

Remarkable Lady - Top of the List
And so, I just think she’s a legend for what she did and accomplished, and 

when you think about the fact about how young she was when she became a wid-
ow, and raised the six kids and went back to school to #nish.  And then, worked 
for all the years she did plus sold real estate and just kept things together on the 
farm and everything out there. I mean, she was 38 –38 years old! And it wasn’t 
that old. It just wasn’t that old. So she was one remarkable lady. Just a really good 
example. I wish all of the grandkids would learn from her great example. 

!ey should know what a fantastic grandma they had. And especially the ones 
that didn’t get to know her, because she was incredible. 

So that’s the one thing we all ought to try to achieve is to leave a legend of 
striving for greatness, which is what she did. Because she was one devoted—I 
can’t—I just can’t even tell you how devoted I thought she was. 

Even to this day, people talk about someone who is stalwart and just a strong, 
strong, person, strong in the gospel, strong in her beliefs, and Marj’s name comes 
to the top of the list. 
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Jeff 
Crandall

Jeff: Marj 
taught me a 
lot about sac-
ri#ce, dedica-
tion to prin-
ciple and hard 
work.  I ap-
preciated the 
time that she 
put aside her 
peace of mind 
and comfort 
as Susan and 
I early on in 
our marriage, 
camped in her 
“space.”   I was 
convinced that she was convinced that anyone could do anything with enough 
faith, prayer and hard work. 

Marj was not boastful but she earned the right to boast of her independent 
spirit and approach to life and the fact that she raised a good family.

I wager she is still passing out counsel and guidance and giving liberal doses 
of assurance and encouragement.  I look forward to taking my dose when I arrive 
on the other side.  Hopefully, the right side.

Gary Lund
M’Jean: What did you think about Marj when you #rst met her?
Gary: Well, she was pretty quiet, so I #gured she was sizing me up. She didn’t 

say much, but she watched intently. She impressed me, 
well, I don’t know if it was then or not, but I came to 
think of her as one of the most “horse sensible” people I 
ever met, not only practical, but realistic.

Dignified - Reserved
But she had the same bright blue eyes, which in-

trigued me with you—beautiful eyes. She had a kind of 
a –At that time it was a little hoarse, but it was so$, she 
had a smooth voice that impressed me as kind of dig-
ni#ed. But, uh, I was sizing her up, too, thinking there’s 
M’Jean in the future, and I was favorably impressed with 
that. !ere were a lot of people in your family that liked 
to talk. She was a little more reserved. She didn’t say 
much, but what she said was worth hearing.

She was cute, and she took care of herself. I always 
liked the way she styled her hair. I came away very fa-
vorably impressed with Marj. 

I came to appreciate Marj a lot more for things I 
found out about her, because she never volunteered 
much. She never spoke about herself very o$en. And 
she never complained about anything. But she was 
#ercely protective of her family, that’s for sure.

Dan & Jason South
Jeff Crandall, 
Barry South, Marj South,
Susan Crandall, Baby 
Matthew
Myrna south (center)
Randy South & Joshua 
South, Rachel south 
“Play ball!”

Marj South
Gary Lund
“Sailing”
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Observant
Gary: But she was always observant. She knew what was going on all the 

time. She paid attention and was very observant about details. When she spoke, 
you know she was thinking about what she said, because she said things that 
were on beyond the immediacy of the conversation. She was always thinking of 
everybody too, like if someone was sitting o% somewhere on their own, she’d pay 
attention to them, but not to the neglect of the adults, because that’s where her 
primary interest was. She wanted to know what was going on in the middle of 
the conversation. She wasn’t interested in the peripheral stu%, the little chit-chat 
on the side with pleasantries and stu%. If there was something that was being 
discussed, she was there. If there was something of importance, she was there. 
She paid attention.

She had her own mind, and when it was set, it was set. If she ever jutted her 
chin, you knew there was no way you were going to change her mind.

Quiet Laugh - Eyes Sparkled
I loved when she laughed her quiet laugh, cause her eyes would sparkle. It 

wasn’t a quick grin, but it spread clear across her face. 

Pretty Mother
M’Jean: When I was supposed to get a picture of my mother to place inside 

a Mother’s Day card I made at school in 4th grade, she got a picture out of the 
trunk for me. It was one where she’s in the polka-dotted dress—elegant picture. I 
was very proud that my mother was so pretty.

Family Home Evening - Music
MYRNA:  !ings about Marj—she had family home evening when she could.  

She read us the Bible stories, and she always made sure we had family prayer in 
the morning.  She taught us how to read, got us involved in music - with the best 
teachers available. So many times she would say, “You practice and I’ll do the 
dishes.” When we had to give a talk she would have us practice it multiple times.

Missions – Ours - Hers
She made sure that we all went on missions. Except for David, the oldest, got 

married the day he was old enough to go on a mission. And then when we were 
all out of the nest, she #nally went on a mission to Michigan. And that’s a little 
bit of a hard thing. I’m sure she had a good experience. She loved her mission 
president, who was President Baird. 

At the conclusion of her mission, I went 
to pick her up. I &ew out there. She had her 
car. And we drove home together.

Great Example
She went on oxygen because her lungs 

didn’t function well enough. Everything 
became harder, but she continued to work 
and take care of all of her responsibilities. It 
got to where it took quite awhile to get ready 
for church - tie a shoe and then rest a bit, 
but she would get ready and she would go. 
A$er she died the doctor said she only had 
a small percentage of her lung capacity - I 
can’t remember what that percentage was, 
but it was less than I could have imagined. 

She was a great example of endurance. 
She always had been. Actually she was just 

a great example.

Marj &   Myrna
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Letters from Marj to Missionary Grandsons: 

“Have faith in Him who guards the sparrow’s fall.”

Marjorie to  Elder Jason South, October 24, 1989

A True Story
It was a Friday and I traded my blue Oldsmobile in on the silver Honda that day. 

Myrna, living in Boise, had been given the key to her bosses’ big condo in Ketchum. 
She was told she could use it to entertain her family on that 4th of July weekend. 
Only Jeff and Susan and I could go.

As I came onto the butte, I met Elinor at the mailboxes and she looked my Honda 
over and said she thought my new silver car was pretty. We talked for two minutes 
maybe, and I came to the house to get ready. Myrna had given me directions and 
the phone number. It was dark before I got away and midnight before reaching the 
Ketchum exit. I became hopelessly lost. I finally decided to go back to the main road 
and start over. I succeeded in getting lost a second time. My greatest concern was 
that I knew Myrna would be worried about me and I was worried about keeping her 
up. It was getting onto about 1:30 AM. I drove over to Sun Valley to find a phone, 
which wasn’t too easy at that time of night, dialed the condo number, and got the 
recording that this phone was temporarily disconnected. 

I realized that I was now turned around. I didn’t know whether I was to go ahead 
or back to get to the Ketchum exit. On my right was forest and on my left was the 
town, Sun Valley. To continue on was to travel the highway into the forest, but I 
didn’t know if I was going the right direction or not. 

So guess what I did. I prayed.
I stopped and pulled off to the side of the road and looked across the highway over 

at a big service station with much area of blacktop, lots of gas pumps, and an island 
with diesel pumps for trucks. There was only one car over there, but I couldn’t dis-
tinguish what it was because it was on the other side of the pumps. I was trying to 
see if there were a person there near the car but I couldn’t. 

Then I heard a voice, speaking on the pay phone. I waited another few seconds 
and then decided to shift into gear and head out on the highway and see if I could see 
the Ketchum sign someplace within a few miles. 

About that instant I heard someone say in an excited tone of voice, “Silver!“ Then 
just as I was about to go I heard Myrna calling, “Marj, Marj!“ I recognized her voice, 
and she hung up and started running toward me. It was about 2:00 AM. Guess what! 
Earlier when I hadn’t arrived, Myrna drove to town to call Elinor. Elinor was the 
only person who could have told her about the new car and that it was silver and, of 
course, she was looking for the blue Olds. Elinor told her on the phone that it was a 
silver Honda. Myrna looked up and there across the blacktop, on the other side of 
the highway, was a silver Honda. 

Jason, I was not in any kind of trouble. I wasn’t hungry or cold or in any danger, 
but you don’t have to be, for the Lord to answer your prayers. I was so full of joy 
that He had heard my prayer and answered it, I just felt like singing and singing and 
singing. There have been many other times when He has given me an answer to my 
prayers. But this one showed me how intricate details were laid out in advance so 
it could come to pass. I am sure some would say that it just happened. I know that 
isn’t so.

All you have to worry about is that you are sincerely prayerful and obedient and 
let Him worry about the rest. Have faith in him who guards the sparrow’s fall.

Love, Marj

To Dan South---Saturday 
before Christmas, 1991

Dear Dan, Elder South,
You say you’ve learned a 

lot. I’ve learned a few things 
the last  few months, too. I’ve 
learned that the Holy Ghost 
is real. Practically all my life 
I’ve thought of Him only in an  
academic way. I  studied the 
Holy Ghost and what were His 
functions and took it for grant-
ed that because I was a member 
of the  church, I had the Holy 
Ghost with me - the right to the 
Gift of the Holy Ghost.  

But I’ve learned that having 
the right to the Holy Ghost 
doesn’t mean that you are going 
to have the Holy Ghost. Many 
times I’ve heard people say 
they were guided by the Holy 
Ghost or they felt Him close or 
His presence or something like 
that, and I was envious of them. 
I’ve come to know that you can’t 
take it for  granted and I’ve read 
lines from the scriptures that 
say such as, “He that hungereth 
and thirsteth after righteous-
ness shall be filled with the Holy 
Ghost,” so it still seems that we 
have to live righteously and that 
makes sense. 

Surely the Holy Ghost would 
not be a constant companion for 
an individual whose heart is full 
of contention or who harbored 
thoughts of evil.

Love, Mar j
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Prayer & Gratitude
Marj recognized the hand of the Lord in small 

matters as well as large ones. In her journal 
she recounted incidents where problematic 

situations she seemed powerless to resolve, especially 
a$er she became so sick and was housebound, seemed 
to resolve themselves. 

She fasted frequently. It seemed as though she fast-
ed every Sunday. “Marj, it’s not fast Sunday,” she would 
be reminded. No matter. She fasted. It almost made 
everyone else feel guilty for eating. Even when she was 
on oxygen, Marj observed the fast, as spelled out in the 

Old Testament:

Marj: July 6, 1986 - I ate. I was hungry and “my sun down to sun down” 
was over. 

Marj was grateful for her blessings. One day each of her six 
children received a copy of this letter expressing her gratitude:

Dear David, Barry, M’Jean, Myrna, Susan, Randy, 

An o% the cu% note: 
It sort of gives me a funny feeling about not knowing where I will 

be on Christmas. 

Times when I am very tired and about to crawl into my bed I sort 
of say to Heavenly Father, “I am so glad for this bed. !ank You.“ 

I am also thankful that my pillow is not a stone.“

!ere is a picture vivid in my memory in a #lmstrip about saints 
being driven from their homes in a snow storm. !e mobbers who 
attacked an old man in his cabin were about to drive him out and 
he asked them if he could take his warm coat. !ey snatched his 
warm coat and said #ercely, “You don’t have a warm coat, old man. 
Get out.“ !e old man went out into the storm and huddled behind 
a rock for the night. !is picture &ashes back in my memory and 
I sort of say, “!anks that I am indoors tonight and not out in the 
stormy night in the cold bitter wind.”

Sometimes when I am about to eat and I am thinking about a 
blessing on my food I sort of say I do thank thee for my food. I am 
struck with the wonder of having lived all these years and I have 
never really been hungry, nor have I had to watch my children su%er 
from hunger. !is is truly fantastic when there is so much hunger in 
the world. How come I have escaped? How dreadful it would be to 
watch your children su%er from extreme and dread hunger.

I have thanked my Father in Heaven many, many times in the 

THANKSGIVING                  November 28, 1985. 
Dear Mar j, 
There is so much I am thankful for. I am thankful 

for you. I have been thinking lately about how 
fortunate I am to be in such good health. You did 
all you could to safeguard our health as we were 
growing up, and you still try. What a blessing that 
is for a person who is so frequently in my present 
condition and have so many little people depend-
ing on my stamina. 

I am grateful for Bach, Beethoven, Brahms, 
etc., but I never would have been able to have 
enjoyed their great music as being such an 
important part of my life were it not for your 
tremendous efforts to allow for that opportuni-
ty. Thank you for your sacrifice and your vision. 
And now you are helping my kids, which I surely 
appreciate. I just hope that their involvement in 
music and practicing and performing together 
will be a meaningful enough part of their lives to 
leave less space for the many meaningless things 
lurking about them. 

For solid moral teachings, church activity, my 
mission, sensible values, practical fundamentals, a 
childhood of sweet memories, family relationships 
worthy of patterning a family after, and of course 
countless other, not the least of which is your no-
ble example of love, strength, and being valiant, I 
am grateful to you and love you. 

Love, M’Jean

Marj & M’Jean
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past for protecting us through hundreds of close 
calls and through a signi#cant number of acci-
dents and yet we have never been in intensive 
care, or had crushed bones, or any paralysis, 
etc. At last another great and important bless-
ing we (di%erent ones of us) have received is 
that in addition to the safety he has given us 
he has blessed us that in those close calls and 
accidents we have not hurt anyone else. What 
a blessing!

!e blessings that He has given to me are 
immeasurable and countless! In addition to 
this the beauty that surrounds us—the rivers, 
trees, &owers, rocks and of course people make 
up the most beautiful part of the scenery.

!en I think of the many blessings I ask of 
Him. I think of the little that He asked of me to 
help Him #ll His assignment: “!is is my work 
and my glory to bring to pass the immortality 
and eternal life of man.” Surely I am to do all I 
can to prove my gratitude.

Hey, Aroar Har,

Love, Marj

 

“Grace”
The picture that hung over Marj’s dining table.

Photograph by Eric Enstrom
 Colorized in oils by hand by his daughter, Rhoda Nyberg

Marjorie South & her Family
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Jeanette Lund, Dianna south, Rosalie & Tessy Lund, Myrna South, Jon Lund, Rod South, Molly, Barney, Lexye Lund, 
Marj south

Enjoying The Island Park Flat when the sea of  blue Camas Lilies are in bloom.
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Memos  &  Memories        
of Marj

Chapter 121

Marj loved her grandchildren, and they loved her. She was friend, teacher, 
and frequent babysitter. !e oldest had a close relationship with Marj. 
!e middle ones have few memories of her, and some were born a$er she 

passed away. !ey all revere the name of Marj.

Jenny South Semenza
Nov 5, 2020 - Marj took me to all the plays and concerts when we were living in Taylor. I went 

to every concert and every play. I would watch until I fell asleep. I have the programs for all those 
things. I got to go to the concerts when Susan was playing. She took me to the musical Randy was 
in in high school. I watched the whole thing. I was fascinated.

She Took Me Places
The real memory was going places with her. Maybe my other siblings did too. She was fun to 

travel with. She would tell stories and ask questions. She took me to Ketchum. I was the only one 
who went. She had to do something for the business. I don’t know if she wanted the company, 
talked Mom into letting me go, or if Mom was just glad to get one kid out of the house. 

I was a little kid and I was her traveling companion. It was just me that time. We bought pres-
ents for my siblings. It may have been on that trip that I learned about Hemmingway, because he 
used to live in Ketchum. 

We sure did a lot of things, the benefit of being one of the two oldest of the grandchildren.

Jenny

Nanette South Clark
Feb 24, 2020 - I know I met my grandmother, Marj, before 1970, but my earliest memories of her 

are from that time. My dad, David, loaded my sisters, Robin and Jenny, into a moving van—along 
with me, and drove us from Chicago to the Jameston-Taylor area just outside of Idaho Falls to 
live with his mother, Marj. My mother, Judy, was pregnant, so she and my brother, Dave, flew 
to Idaho. 

Marj welcomed us into her home. I remember being a little afraid of it at first. She kept the lights 
dim and the wind whistled and moaned around the corners of her house. It was still the fanciest 
place I’d ever seen with its sea foam green shag carpeting and the stone wall [floor] in the foyer. 
Some of the stones sparkled when light shone on them through the open door. I was sure they 
were diamonds.

Miniature Stove
She had a child’s size cast-iron wood stove with a child-sized teapot and other cooking uten-

sils. I thought it was the most magical play kitchen in the world. I still remember how the hinges 
squeaked when I opened the door to stoke my imaginary fire.

Acquaintance: “Why do you call your mother Marj?”
South kid: “Cuz that’s her name.”
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Marj’s son, Randy, still lived at home. His bedroom door was at the end of 
a dark hall and had a stop sign mounted on it along with the words, Randy 
John of South… in case we were confused about whose room it was. Marj’s 
daughter, Susan, also lived there. Her window was one of the loudest moan-
ing windows in the house. 

Rice for Dinner
My parents shared a room next to Susan’s. Across the hall was Marj’s 

room. Marj bravely shared her room with Robin, Jenny and me. When we 
first arrived, Marj had us all sleeping in the same bed together. That quickly 
came to a halt when she realized I still had accidents at night. I soon found 
myself on a little mattress on the floor at the foot of the bed, while Marj, 

Robin and Jenny slept in the big bed.
Melinda was born while we lived with Marj. Mom put her bassinet at the end of the hall be-

tween Marj’s room and her room.
Many nights Marj made dinner. Rice was the usual fare… rice with butter and salt and pepper, 

or rice with milk, cinnamon and sugar. One night Randy came home and started rough-housing 
with Robin and Jenny. I sat at the table trying to eat my rice as fast as I could, but decided it 
wasn’t fast enough. There was a danger the playing would be over before I finished. I took my 
bowl, dumped the rice in the sink and raced out into the living room to play. Marj discovered my 
misdeed and gave me the worst punishment I could ever have had. I had to stop playing with 
Randy and go to bed. I never did it again. 

Sometimes Marj would take me with her to the drugstore and we would share a treat. She al-
ways bought honey candies that came in a foil rectangle. We never ate them at home, only when 
we were out running errands. Marj also loved Tang. I think Tang was touted as a good source of 
vitamin C in those days. The television bragged that astronauts drank it in space. I just knew that 
I was glad whenever she mixed some up for us at dinner.

English Lessons, Poetry & Reading
I don’t remember knowing where Marj went all the time, but I do remember picking her up at 

O.E. Bell Jr. High in Idaho Falls with my mother once. Mom told me, as I watched Marj walk 
to the car, that Marj was an English teacher. Marj’s English teaching didn’t stop at the end of 
her school day. She allowed no improper English to be spoken in her house. If she did detect an 
English infraction, she gently corrected us—sometimes with an accompanying lesson. I think she 
gave me the lie/lay/laid/lain lesson well into my twenties.

I’m pretty sure most of Marj’s grandchildren memorized “I’m Nobody! Who are you?” by 
Emily Dickinson. Robin, Jenny and I would have races to see who could say it the fastest, after 
she taught us. English was such a passion of hers. Marj taught many illiterate adults how to read. 
I remember that during my twenties, while we attended church together in Menan, Marj taught 
Relief Society. She always had us stand and do many choral readings during her lessons. She 
told me it was because so many of the adults in our ward had trouble reading. She said the choral 
readings would help them improve. 

New House - Sailboat
My dad built us a house just down the road from Marj’s house in the Jameson-Taylor area. We 

moved there sometime between 1971 and 1973. Melinda was born in 1970 while we were living 
with Marj. Rebecca was born in 1973, while we were living in the new house. 

One of my memories from the early 1970s was an ill-fated sailboat outing. Marj’s brother, 
Bernie, was visiting, so Dad took Marj, Bernie, Robin, Jenny and me out on Palisades reservoir 
in his sailboat. While we were out on the lake, someone we knew pulled up alongside us in a motor 
boat and convinced Dad to jump ship. Dad gave Bernie and Marj some brief sailing instructions 
along with assurance that they couldn’t tip it over because of the size of the keel. He then hopped 
in the other boat and sped away.

Well, the wind came up. Bernie and Marj scrambled around trying all sorts of things, but soon 
the wind was rocking the boat wildly and pushing us toward shore. Marj told us to get in the cab-
in. Bernie claimed he could fix the problem. He adjusted something and that was it. The boat lay 
completely on its side. Marj  flew down into the cabin where she wrapped her arms around me. 
The wind ended up pushing us all the way to shore where we waited in the thick reeds for Dad to 

Jenny & Marj

Nanette
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come rescue us. Marj stayed with me the entire time.
Exploring the Butte

We went to the butte to explore. I don’t remember how we ended up in Barry’s Jeep, but Dad 
was driving. Marj, maybe Myrna and I were riding along. Dad drove us up the butte and then 
decided to come down the east side. There wasn’t a road down at the time and the terrain was 
steep and rocky. Marj yelled at Dad that he was going to roll that vehicle all the way to the river. 
Anyone who knows my dad knows that was almost like issuing a challenge. He just drove in a 
steeper place and told her to settle down. She yelled some more and demanded to be let out. He 
stopped and as she was exiting, she held her hand out to me and said, “C’mon, Nanny.” Of course, 
I wasn’t allowed to get out, but I will never forget the look on her face as she shut the door. I wasn’t 
old enough to be scared of my dad’s driving, but I knew she was and that she wanted to save me. 
All’s well that ends well, I suppose. She (and Myrna?) hiked off the butte and we drove. Nobody 
got hurt. Phew.

Violin Lessons - Moccasins
While we were living with Marj, I began violin lessons in Pocatello with Susan’s teacher. Robin 

and Jenny also took lessons and frequently, Susan or Marj would drive us. One lesson, I don’t 
remember why, I was the only one who went. Marj drove and told me a story the entire way. 

Marj loved moccasins. She firmly believed they were the superior at-home shoe. She even 
bought me a pair of little fringed leather moccasins from Fort Hall while we lived with her. I think 
hers had beautiful beadwork.

Biting Fingernails
Marj hated how much I bit my fingernails. She even bought me a fancy fingernail file. I remem-

ber her showing me how the file was coated with diamond dust. I promised to use it whenever I 
had the urge to bite my fingernails. I wish it would have worked. I. Can’t. Stop. 

Marj taught me many things, including how many toilet paper squares to use and how to fold 
them. One of my favorite things she taught me was how to make a paper boat. We were sitting 
together in a stake conference. Nobody was with us, I don’t know why. We were in a large wood-
en tabernacle—I’m thinking it had to have been the Shelley tabernacle before it burned down in 
1976. I know LeGrande Richards spoke there in the early 1970s. It might have been that time. 
Anyway, I was trying to be quiet and still. Marj tapped me and whispered, “Do you want to learn 
how to make a paper boat?” 

I was so surprised. Crackling paper was strictly forbidden in my family and would earn you a 
flick on the head from the long arm of the parents. Of course, I said yes. She proceeded to show 
me how to fold and crease the paper accompanied by whispered instruction. I kept looking around 
to see if we would get in trouble, but everyone seemed to be ignoring us. She unfolded her boat 
and urged me to try. I would make a fold and she would either correct my mistake or help me with 
it. We worked on that boat until I could fold one by myself with no help.

After the boat folding, she rummaged around in her purse and pulled out a tin of Sen-Sens. She 
offered me one with the explanation, “People who smoked used to use these to cover up the smell 
on their breath.”I can say I was nervous then! Crackling paper AND eating a breath freshener for 
smokers! I ate it and hated it, but I was so proud Marj and I had made boats and were eating in 
church that I took a second one when she offered it.

Driving to Portland
Another landmark moment for us in the 1970s was when Susan put in her mission papers. 

Susan’s mission flew by and Marj decided to drive to Portland and pick her up. Robin, Jenny, 
Dave and I smashed into a car for a road trip with Marj. Marj told stories, asked us questions and 
led the merriest trip to Portland. When we got there, I remember she took us to a coffee shop. I 
knew it was a coffee shop because it said so. I was horrified. Surely no good could come of going 
inside a place where they specifically sold coffee! I whispered something about it to Robin as we 
trailed behind Marj. Robin told me to get over it. The coffee shop was just a cafe and it was fine. 
I remember thinking Robin was deluded because it was dark and spooky inside the coffee shop. 
Dave, however, was super excited to eat. Of course, we were very happy to see Susan and we all 
made it safely home. 

Nanette
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by the river. I shot a BB straight up. A little later, Dad stepped 
out on the deck of Marj’s house and yelled at me to come up. 
I’d hit the window with the BB, creating a round crack that 
would eventually destroy that window. Always felt bad about 
that. Marj kept it for years. Didn’t seem to mind it.

When the bus brought us home, it’d drop us off by the mail-
boxes. If it was warm, we’d just walk home. If it was cold, we’d 
go to Marj’s house and visit until someone came and got us. I 
remember 208-754-4117.

In the 80s, I helped Marj publish the Roundup. I knew com-
puters. She knew how to write the newsletter. We used an 
Atari ST computer with one of the earliest desktop publishing 
software available. I’d have to carry the whole computer to a 
store in Idaho Falls to print it on their laser printer ($10,000 
machine at the time). Marj took our work to the print shop. 
The guy told her that it’s okay for us to use a computer, but it’s 
not something that they’ll ever use in their print shop.

Sometimes she’d make “dinner” which mostly consisted of 
plain corn chips and mild cheddar cheese. Her celiac forced 
her into a very restricted diet.

I remember going to her home, often, with everyone. I 
thought it was normal for families to sing choir music in four-
part harmony. Or we would have mini concerts complete with 
Susan as the one-eyed, one-horned, giant purple people eater.

I remember visiting Marj a few times before she passed. Her 
funeral showed me that real riches are not money, but the fam-
ily you leave behind.

I also learned that Rosalie could make her violin cry.
I loved Marj and everything about her.

Dave

Marj’s Journal
May 7th--Wednesday, 1986

 It’s Dave’s birthday. He is eighteen.
 I remember that kid well when they moved back to Taylor 

about sixteen years ago. He was cute. I loved having that 
little guy around. 

I watched him one day while he struggled to keep a 
tire pump upright and put a pipe extension over the 
hose, which had been broken and was only half its 
normal length, so he could pump and get blasts of 
air in his own face. 

Everything would go wrong that could go 
wrong--the pump would slip, the pipe would fall 
etc. He’d have to line the pump up again and hold 

it with his leg while he put the pipe over the hose 
and then hold these in place while he raised the 

plunger, over his head, and bring it down again. 
Once in a while he would get that blast of air in his 

face and he would look up toward the sky and smile, rel-
ishing the sensation of that puff of air in his face and possibly the 
success, too. Then something would slip and he’d have to start all 
over. He was absorbed in his occupation, and he never one time 
noticed me. I watched and watched. 

Dave South Jr.
Feb 24, 2020 - My earliest memory of Marj is exploring 

her home in Taylor. I was extremely young. I remember 
the flagstone in the house — I think there was a flagstone 
fireplace — and the “giant” black boulders outside. Nan 
and I loved to play on the boulders. They were as big as 
anything I’ve ever seen. Probably at least 3-feet tall. At 
least, they were taller than me.

I remember colorful lights, like the ones in the house on 
the butte by the fireplace.

We used to float down the “crick” to a place near her 
house before the highway. In winter, we’d sometimes 
cross over the frozen “crick” and walk to Marj’s house 
past a barbed-wire fence that sometimes caught my coat. 
We also used to slide down the “big” hill across the crick 
if we were daredevils. It was way scarier than the hill in 
the horse corral. It had a jump into the crick.

When I was in first grade, it was my turn to be the 
student of the day. They had pictures of my sisters on a 
skyscraper! What was that all about? We never had sky-
scrapers in Idaho. “You were born in Chicago!” “I was 
what?”

She showed me a picture of Grandmother Bates and 
asked who that was. I said, “Grandmother.” She showed 
me a picture of Marj. Who is that? “Marj.” “No, she’s your 
grandmother, too.” “WHAT? I have two grandmothers!” 
That was QUITE the day for a six-year-old.

I remember the dome on the butte very well. We used 
to play upstairs in the loft. That loft inspired me to build 
one in my home in Providence. My children live up there.

Somehow, one day, I had a BB gun and walked down 
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MELINDA SOUTH
Feb 20, 2020 - I had the lucky opportu-

nity to live with Marj twice. Once in 1989 
when I was at Ricks College and after my 
mission from January 1993 to her death 
in June. 

I was needing a vacation from my 
housing situation and Marj and Myrna 
offered me a place. I slept on the green 
couch for a couple of months and delight-
ed to see the sunrise over the Snake River 
every morning. Marj helped me get an A 
on my final essays in English class. She 
would frequently bake potatoes for us for 
when I would get back in the evening and 
we would eat them with Cool Cucumber 
Salad Dressing. We would also make cole 
slaw with bananas.

After my mission I lived with Marj 
and Myrna, ostensibly to help Marj. I 
wasn’t much help, but they were won-
derful. Marj at the end of her life had 
three things she really wished she had 
done: studied Isaiah, done family histo-
ry work, and read the Harvard Classics. 
So she started studying Isaiah. She also 
started in on the Harvard Classics. She 

was called to do extractions for 

the new computer-based family 
history work. She and I would sit 

for an hour or two deciphering old fam-
ily group sheets from the Manti Temple 
with magnifying glasses. Nan and her 
three children lived just over the butte in 
Cliffdome and they would come and visit 
us shut-ins. Barry and Elinor would often 
stop by, and Rodney after school. 

We had so much snow that year and 
we didn’t have a car, relying on Myrna 
for everything. Marj woke up one morn-
ing to a surprise — there was a pile of 
moose manure outside her bedroom win-
dow. She said it felt like Island Park all 
over again. The moose and her calf stayed 
with us most of the day and then crossed 
the bridge to feed on the other side of the 
river.

Marj would tell me stories. Once when 
she was about 9 years old [sic-7 yrs old] 
she was going to school. There was a 
train starting to move on the tracks, very 
slowly. If she waited for the train then she 
would be late for school. So she quickly 
darted under a moving boxcar and out 
the other side. She said she never told her 
mother.

Melinda

Family Home Evening in the loft

Michael, Rod, Jamie, Melinda Matthew, Jeff, Marj

Marj’s Journal
Jun 3, 1986 Tue - I 

went to Derek’s and 
Michael’s graduation 
from kindergarten in 
the evening. 
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Jason South
 Feb 27, 2020 - I might #rst note that Marj #ts in a special place 

in my heart. !ere are few who we truly love in this life at the 
highest level a human does or can. Marj was such a person to me. 
In return, if loving me was a sport she was a gold medal world 
champion. I knew that whatever I did she would be there to love 
me. She would have a word of advice to be sure, basically about 
every thing from my hair cut, to my behavior in all things. We 
spent a lot of time together. As an adult, spending time with me in 
my youth, other than my Mom and Dad, I spent more time with 
her than anyone. 

As much as I know she loved me, funny thing was, she hardly 
ever said I love you, and she was not a hugger. But in her own way 
she let me know how much she cared for me. 

 Perfection
I know that nobody is perfect. But I think Marj was as close to it 

as most people will ever get.
 Hair Cuts

In the late seventies I became aware of my hair. Beautiful blonde 
hair. I wanted it to look like BO Duke, or Magnum PI. Mostly BO 
Duke. Marj was not fond of BO Duke’s hair. Marj cut my hair. She 
was Judge, Jury, and Executioner. My stylistic wishes fell on the 
deaf ears of Marj and my Parents. Many a time I sat in her kitchen, 
or our kitchen, on a stool getting a hair cut (or in the dome home 
in the laundry room) with tears rolling down my cheeks mixing 
with the plentiful amounts of hair she shaved o% my head with 
an old pair of Oster clippers. Oh, how I hated those clippers. Marj 
must have trained giving Army hair cuts in a former life. She did a 
great job if you were wanting to enlist.

 Vegetable beef soup  (Jason cont’)

Marj babysat Dan and I a lot. In fact, I can only remember 
one other person babysitting us. Most people have forgotten 
what a picky eater I was because today I will eat about any-
thing. Back then, basically I ate no veggies. And no to lots of 
other things. Especially onions. Marj and I had many epic 
battles over eating dinner. She was determined to make me 
less picky. Lectures on starving children in China and the 
rest of the world always ensued at dinner as I struggled to 
eat my food. One evening she was watching myself and sib-
lings and ask what we would like for dinner. In the cabinet I 
could see Campbells Bean of Bacon Soup. I loved that stu%. 
I would eat it, like my DAD, any way you wanted to serve it. 
Cold, in the can. With bread. With cheese sandwiches, my 
favorite. Any way she asked and so I thought that was what’s 
for dinner!!  Upon hearing dinner served, to my dismay I 
found a bowl of brown stu% with vegetables in it. Vegetable 
beef soup. No way was I going to venture eating that. A dis-
agreement ensued. I decided I would rather play than eat, 
but Marj had other ideas. I had to stay seated at the table and 
listen to a lecture on the current dire situation of starvation 
in other countries. !e rest of my siblings were excused!!! I 
can still picture my tears splashing into the dark abyss of the 
vegetable beef stew. !at night Marj tested my muster, her 
steel against mine. She never lost her cool. She stayed at the 
table with me all night until my parents came home. I never 
touched the soup. At one point a$er a long story about split 
pea soup and my Dad and David she had me smiling and I 
think she felt she had gained some ground. Sadly, when the 

South, Lund, Crandall Happy Faces
At Marj’s Dome
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subject turned to the vegetable soup it all came crashing 
into a wall. I never ate my soup that day. Marj always knew 
me to be a very picky eater. She never witnessed my palette 
expansion. I hope today she looks down and smiles when I 
eagerly eat my vegetable beef soup. 

 Arm Wrestling
In my youth I became enamored with arm wrestling. At a 

school activity I did well in an arm-wrestling competition. 
Consequently, I came home and started to ask everyone I 
knew to arm wrestle. I was young enough that all the older 
men in my life could easily beat me. But I soon learned I 
had some success beating persons of the opposite sex who 
were older than me (to remain nameless). As every one 
knows, Marj was not a big person. In my quest to conquer 
all peoples I felt I could beat, I challenged Marj to a match. 
I remember thinking how easy it would be because she was 
so small. I soon found out that even though she was small 
she was very strong. In our match that lasted maybe a min-
ute or so she steadily wore me down and beat me. A glutton 
for punishment I o%ered the other arm and she beat me 
again. I was humiliated. Of course my siblings emboldened 
by the loss shouted it to the world. No doubt, because being 
older they had no chance to beat me, and I let them know 
about it. I was soon to #nd out in another feat of strength 
just how strong Marj was. 

 Stringing a Bow
As not everyone is aware, I will give some background in 

Archery regarding a recurve bow. A recurve bow must be 
strung before it is used. It is stored in an un-strung state. 
Just before you use it you install the string. When #nished 
you uninstall the string and store the bow. Depending on 
the strength of the bow it can be quite di"cult to install 
the string. 

My Dad had a recurve bow that was quite strong. As a 
youth I became very interested in Archery. I was given a 
recurve bow for my Birthday and I loved it. It was only a 30 
lb bow. I could easily string the bow and use it. But it was 
not very powerful. My Dad’s bow was a 65 lb bow and it 
was very powerful. I loved to use it but I could not string it. 
I was very interested in getting a compound bow. A com-
pound bow uses pullies and cams for a mechanical advan-
tage. It is a very e"cient weapon. 

My dad knew how much I wanted a compound bow and 
o%ered a challenge to me. When I became strong enough to 
string his recurve bow, he would buy me a compound bow. 

!e challenge was on. I spent many hours trying to string 
that darn bow. !is went on for several months. My brother 
Dan tried as well. It became a super challenge to us. 

One day Marj was at our house observing the commo-
tion of us trying to string the bow. A$er watching for a 
moment, she said let me show you how to do it. Snatching 
the bow and string she hooked the base of the bow under 
the calf of her leg and leveraged the bow along her body 
pressing the tip down and slipped the string in place, easily 
stringing the bow. She also easily unstrung the bow, an ef-
fort even harder than installing the string. It was too much. 
I burst into tears. First the arm wrestle and then this. I was 
taller, I weighed more. How could this be?  Concealing my 

tears as much as possible I could not take any more advice. I 
did not want to string the bow any more that day. I think Marj 
knew how sad I was and she never made me feel bad about it 
a$er that. I soon accomplished the feat of stringing the bow, 
received my compound bow and Marj was one of the #rst to 
congratulate me. 

More to come: !e Bus Stop, Pepsi Free
Buying my First House, Aluminum Cups
Raining Frogs, !e Temple, My Wedding Day

Jason

Marj’s Journal
Dec 19, 1973 - Danny has such soft teeth that they wore 

down to nothing and were so tender he wouldn’t eat with 
them but would shove everything he had to bite around in 
the back to bite. He had his front upper 5 teeth capped with 
silver. Root canals, no less. Barry took him to the dentist to 
get the job done and he said the little kid was really good and 
just took it with only a little crying. His personality is getting 
cuter all the time. The baby is really cute. She’s getting an 
appetite at last and beginning to fill out. 

I was tending the kids one day and Jason wanted me to 
help him write a letter to Santa, so we wrote and I had him 
tell me what to say. It went much like this: Dear Santa, please 
bring me a big tractor with two dumpers. (He means a back 
hoe and bucket.) I asked him what shall we tell him to bring 
to Danny and the answer was: Bring Danny a little tractor 
with two little dumpers.I prodded him about Rachel and he 
said, Bring Rachel a dolly. Then I asked him about his father 
and mother, and he said, They like clothes. Bring Mommy a 
dress and some perfume. She likes perfume.

Nanette’s letter to Santa was in the Shelley Pioneer. We ha-

ven’t seen it. 

Jason & Marj
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DAN SOUTH 
 Feb 24, 2020 - I have many impressions of Marj, and 

many memories. One of my favorite memories of her is 
when I was around 9-10 years old, and she was babysitting 
our family. She told me of a story about a hunter in Africa 
who became treed by a water buffalo, on a hunt that went 
bad. I remember sitting on our living room floor for a long 
time asking questions, and listening enthralled as she told 
the story. She was a great storyteller.

One of my favorite memories is of her small silhouette 
framed in the window of her front yard. She was semi con-
fined to the house with her oxygen, but was always want-
ing to be involved in all activities that took place outside 
her house. One time in the winter Jason and I were riding 
some very old beat up snowmobiles in the field above her 
house. One of the machines became stuck in the snow and 
a wrestling match between the two of us ensued. As fortune 
would have it I managed to get Jason in a head lock on his 
back in the snow (thank goodness for wrestling practice). I 
began force feeding Jason 17 years worth of pent up wrath 
in the form of snow, because of all the injustices a smaller 
younger brother has to endure from a larger sibling. As I 
was enjoying my years of revenge, Marj (who as usual was 
watching from her window) began yelling at us, demanding 
to know what was going on. 

Because of the large amount of snow that Jason was con-
suming, he was not able to respond with intelligible words. 
I took the opportunity to respond to Marj in a pleading 
voice, petitioning for help, and tell Marj that Jason was in 
fact white washing me with snow. I told her that I needed 

protection from him as I continued to heap snow on his face 
by the kilo. (At the distance to our location she could not 
tell us apart.)  Marj became very animated and told Jason 
that she wished she could be the referee and help even the 
playing field between the two of us. She shouted her dis-
approval in Jason and in his behavior, and told him to let 
me go immediately. When I was certain I had incapacitated 
Jason to the point he could not exact any retribution on 
me, I quickly made my way to Marj to tell her of all the 
injustices Jason had just inflicted upon me. After Jason 
made his way out of the snow pit I had placed him in, he 
joined me in the discussion with Marj. 

He told a much different, but accurate version of what 
had transpired. I suspect that since Jason was several inch-
es taller than me, and at least 30 pounds heavier, Marj was 
disinclined to believe his version of events. It even made 
her overlook the snow rash on his face that usually accom-
panies all good white washings. She gave Jason a verbal 
berating about loving your brother, and his lack of kind-
ness, and even went so far as to tell him how she would love 
to show him a thing or two if she were able to do so. (I am 
laughing so hard as I type this it is hard to finish.)

My ultimate memories of my grandmother are of her 
character and of the testimony that she gave nearly every 
month of the Savior and of His restored gospel. She was 
and is a rock, immovable in her convictions, with a streak 
of steel a mile wide in her back bone. She was immovable in 
her convictions and testimony, and that has left an indelible 
impression on me.

Daniel South
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DIANNA SOUTH POSTON
Feb 17, 2020 - I remember watering the 

trees in Marj’s yard and her standing at the 
door while we were doing it. 

She was always happy to have a visit when 
we came over. 

I remember she had immaculate finger-
nails. She told me a story once about how she 
learned to not bite them but I don’t remember 
all the details. I think she learned to not bite 
them and then when she went to a scary mov-
ie she bit them all off, after that she learned 
to wear gloves?

I used to help her fill her small oxygen 
tank. She used to always get after me if I 
wasn’t wearing socks in the winter...

Once we were supposed to pick her up for 
church and she forgot it was daylight savings 
time and didn’t think we were coming. 

I remember all the family gatherings at 
her house where we would sing and play the 
white elephant game. 

Dianna

Rebecca South
Feb 24, 2020 - I remember say-

ing to my mother, “I know who 
YOUR mother is, but where is 
Dad’s mom?” I fully expected her 
to be dead because dad was so old. 
When she told me it was Marj I 
was flattened. How could this be? 
Grandmothers were supposed 
to be round and soft and so so so 
sweet.

In August 1992, she let me mar-
ry Shaun Mitchell on her front 
lawn. She was so sweet to me. 

After Shaun and I were mar-
ried, Marj and I talked on the 
phone about once a week for many 
weeks—maybe through the end 
of the year. She gave me so much 
marital advice and told me about 
her marriage to Barney. She sure 
loved him. She died the next sum-
mer. I will always hold those mem-
ories of her in 1991 and 1992 close 
to my heart. 

Rebecca

Jessica South Goodwin
Nov 5, 2020 - As a child, I considered Mar j to be the 

nice old lady at the bottom of the butte.  I was shocked 
to find out she was my grandmother. 

In 5th grade I wrote a speech for a contest at school.  
Mom took me to Mar j’s house to practice my diction 
and delivery.  Mar j had me do it over and over and 
over again.  I came second to Diana, who I believe also 
practiced with Mar j.

I loved participating in the family talent shows at 
Mar j’s house.  In my mind’s eye, I can see her delighted 
face as we performed our parts.

I spent most of my time at her house running around 
with the cousins.  I can tell you about her house, her 
yard and the river.  I loved playing in the loft and look-
ing over at Mar j, my mom and the aunts gabbing at the 
kitchen table.

Jessica

Dianna South, Rosalie & Tessy Lund, Rebecca, 
Rachel, Jessica, Melinda south
Michael South (keeping his distance)

From the roof  hangs the old dinner bell.
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Rachel South Thompson
Feb 24, 2020 - I have so many memories of Marj that it is hard to choose what I’d like to write 

about her. I always felt like she was a quiet force in my life and yet in my early years I never 
really knew what exact relation she was to me. When I was about 9 years old, Rebecca told me 
a dear “secret” that would forever change how I viewed Marj; she announced that Marj was our 
Grandmother. I suppose deep down inside I may have suspected this relation because she was so 
respected by my dad but since nobody referred to her as Mom or Grandma, I at such a young age 
couldn’t connect the dots and to me she was possibly another Aunt. 

Many of my memories regarding Marj have to do with her quiet mannerisms such as: her quiet 
voice as she talked with me, patiently teaching me a recited poem about a bluebird, the way she 
looked at me when she listened to my stories after school, how she’d sit and listen to my piano 
playing, and especially her bright blue eyes. I could always sense her feelings and emotions in 
those eyes. 

Once my Dad and I were visiting with her (about what, I don’t remember), but she silently 
grabbed my Dad and pulled him into her office and pointed to a date circled on her calendar 
pinned to the wall. I looked up into her eyes as she looked at my dad. It was my parents’ anniver-
sary date she was reminding him. I’m not sure why but to this day every year when it’s my parents’ 
anniversary I am reminded of that moment and the intensity of her eyes on that day as she pointed 
to the circled date. 

  When Marj became more frail, Dad would have us kids go and check on her more often and 
many times right before bedtime. One of these nights I went into her bedroom and I assumed she 
was asleep so I tried to creep past her to turn out a light. She had a winters cap on her head (which 
I thought was odd but later learned she did this often on cold winters night to retain her own heat) 
and she was bundled up under the covers in bed. Marj really wasn’t asleep. She opened her big 
blue eyes and took my hand. Her eyes said everything to me, thank you.

Marj was the best storyteller. When I was in high school, she supported me in all my activities 
and always wanted me to “practice” in front of her with whatever I was involved in, meaning 
singing, piano or monologues. It was for the monologue that she always gave her quiet but firm 
criticism and suggestions for improvements. I can remember sitting down with her going through 
some suggested monologues for a school competition. She at some point stood up from the table 
and started reciting the most animated monologue from memory, boy can I remember how excited 
she was, her bright blue eyes danced like crazy. She was on oxygen, she was so small and seemed 

so frail and yet she filled that space with so much wonder and amuse-
ment! Everything about her became animated, her eyes, her hands and 
how she shook them in the air, and her facial expressions took on a new 
life as she immersed herself into characters. She taught me that mono-
logue word for word and every detailed action. I can still recite the piece 
and it brings me back to standing in her kitchen reciting it with her. I 
don’t remember the title of the monologue, but it was about a little black 
girl and her master “John.” I even won second place in state with that 
monologue! [One-Legged Goose]

As I’ve gotten older my respect and my love has grown for Marj and 
I often refer to her now as my Grandmother. She taught me so many 
things and she helped my love for the Savior grow through her testi-
mony that she often vocally bore to me. Still to this day I can remember 
her partaking of the Sacrament on Sundays, by pinching off the tiniest 
crumb of bread with her perfectly manicured nails. That meant a lot to 
me watching her faithfully doing that knowing she had Celiac. I’m for-
ever thankful I got to spend so much time with her. Three of her favorite 
things are now my favorite things. She taught me to love my Savior, my 
family, and music. 

Rachel

Dianna, Rebecca 
(front)

Rosalie, Jessica, 
Rachel, Tessy (back)
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Rosalie Lund Macmillan
My Grandmother Marj
Nov 7, 2020 - When I think of my grandmother Marj, 

the first thing I think of is how classy she was. I never 
saw her without perfectly coiffed hair, nice clothes, make-
up, and painted nails. I even remember the color of the 
nails. And she wore nice long coats. Always dressed up 
and classy, even when she was frail and pulling along her 
oxygen tank. The only exception was the last time I saw 
her, when she was in the hospital. It was the first time I 
had ever seen any gray in her hair EVER, and I remem-
ber being sort of surprised by that. I could never picture 
Marj with gray hair. 

When I was college age, I had a black leather jacket 
that I practically lived in, and I cut my hair to the length of 
a bob, and sometimes curled it under. I remember hearing 
from relatives whenever I had my hair like that and my 
leather jacket on that I looked just like Marj. To me, that 
was a huge compliment!!! She was so classy. 

My earliest memory of Marj was when I was really quite 
little and was sitting on the bed in her room. I’m not sure why, but for some reason I had slept in 
her room with her that night, and in the morning I was staring at the photo of Barney that she 
had in the corner of the room (well, not really a CORNER in a round room of a dome, but on the 
desk). I had never seen a picture of him before, and I remember thinking he looked SO handsome 
with his hat tilted like that and that big grin. That morning she was filing my fingernails, I believe, 
and trying to convince me not to bite them any more. She told me she used to bite HER nails, and 
I couldn’t even believe it! I eventually did kick the habit, Marj! It just took a REALLY long time. 

Whenever I picture my grandmother Marj, I see her sitting in her dome house, in a chair right 
on the border between the kitchen and the living room. It was the best vantage point. She could 
see whoever was coming and going, sit and chat with whoever sat at the kitchen table, and watch 
whatever shenanigans were happening in the living room. Whether it was a bunch of cousins 
and aunts and uncles playing “goosh” (or that bopping on the head with a rolled-up newspaper 
game), or uncles throwing pillows at the feet of little cousins trying to get across the room without 
tripping up, or whether it was cousins, aunts and/or uncles gathered around the piano to sing, 
there was Marj, always watching and observing and enjoying from her chair by the kitchen table. 
Whenever I was playing my violin in the living room (maybe because Myrna convinced me to try 
to sightread Franck Sonata with her, or because my mom wanted us kids to practice for some mu-
sical number somewhere), it was never more than a minute or two before I could count on seeing 
Marj push her oxygen tank to the chair at the other end of the room to sit and listen. Always the 
sole, observant audience member. Every. Single. Time.

Maybe that’s why I cried at her funeral. There is only one time in my life I have ever cried 
WHILE playing the violin, and that was while playing with my family “The Lord’s Prayer” at 
Marj’s funeral. I think I was just half expecting to see Marj walk in the back of the room, wheeling 
in her oxygen tank, and settling in the chair, just like she always did when she heard music starting 
up. I would not be one bit surprised if she really had done just that!!! Only FINALLY without 
the oxygen tank!!!!!

I really look forward to seeing this classy lady with those kind, intense, sparkly blue eyes again. 
Love you, Marj. Thanks for always being there.

Rosalie

Tessy, Dianna, Rosalie, 
Lexye, Jeanette

Marj’s Journal
On her 6th birth-

day I called and sang 
“Happy Birthday” 
to Rosalie. She said, 
“May I ask who is 
calling?” (Marj, Aug 
26, 1981)
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Dear Marj,
I just want to tell you about 

what is going on up here. 
School is out and so is ballet.
The last day of ballet was a per-
forments of Cyicle of Ryems 
and The Little Prince. That 
day I broke my arm by sliding 
down a steep slick floor. After 
the performents I did that but 
etherwise the day wold be rely 
fun but sence I broke my arm 
I get to take a vacashen from 
violin and I get to only do bow 
games. How is it going up in 
Idaho?

Tessy - 1986

Twain Harte
July 8, 1990
Dear Marj and Myrna,
Well, we’re in California. 

We like our house a lot be-
sides the fact that it is most-
ly pea green, orange, and 
brown. How are you doing? 
I am really sorry that you’re 
sick, Myrna. I hope you get 
better soon. Thank you for 
letting us stay at your house 
when we came up. We really 
had a fun time. Hopefully we 
can come up again. 

Love,
 Tessy Lund

Dear Tessya,
Am I the only one who calls 

you Tessya? I hope you don’t 
mind I can’t help it. It is such a 
beautiful name. 

You spent your money for bal-
let shoes. What color are your 
ballet shoes? Was it great fun to 
dance in the dance review? 

Does Susan come to see you 
often?  Have you been down in 
the store where she works? 

So you play your violin every 
day! That’s great.

M’Jean says she is not prac-
ticing. Get her to play for you a 
few minutes every day. Wouldn’t 
it be bad if M’Jean forgot how 
to play the piano?

Do you kids know that she is 
one of the best piano players in 
the country. Don't let her forget.

Love, Marj

(Translation)
Dear Marj,

I think I can go to your 
house. Thank you for the 

birthday card and
 money. I spent my money 
for ballet shoes. I play my 

violin every day.
Love Tessy

(May 21, 1981 - age 4)

Rachel, Rosalie, Tessy, Dianna (front)
Melinda, Marj

(Jun 23, 1982 - Age 5)
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Lexye Lund Thiele
Nov 7, 2020 - When I was very young, perhaps 5 or 6 

years old, I sat with Marj at her kitchen table with some 
paper and a red crayon. I was practicing drawing the 
number 6, and Marj was very patiently helping me to 
perfect this important task. :) At least it seemed import-
ant at the time, because as I drew it over and over, Marj 
would evaluate my work, gently make a suggestion to 
help me improve, and then ask me to do it again. She 
was very kind and positive, and it was evident to me 
that I was just as important to her as this little exercise. 
She was taking the opportunity to show me that she 
cared about me.

Lexye

Josh Crandall

JOSHUA CRANDALL
Feb 17, 2020 - I 

don’t think I knew 
that Mar j’s birthday 
was Valentines Day. 
I wish I had a memory 
to recount, but I was 
pretty young when she 
passed. I remember 
that she was nice and 
I remember her smile. I 
remember a time when 
she drove my siblings 
and me to church. I re-
member her loading her 
oxygen system into the 
car, hitting the garage 
door button and us 
rollin’ out. 

Josh
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ANDREW SOUTH
Feb 17, 2020 - I have only a few distinct memories of Marj. But here is one that I 

truly cherish.
I came over to her house and saw Marj leaning against her kitchen island. I do not 

remember the reason for the visit, but she looked at me in a quite serious manner 
and the following (loose) dialogue took place:

MARJ:  “Andrew, I would like you to do something for me. 
ANDREW:  “Okay”
MARJ: “Myrna has baked a spice cake for me, but it is too spicy and I can’t eat 

it. I do not want hurt her feelings. I can’t throw it in the garbage can because she 
might see it. I need you to take it outside and dispose of it for me.”

ANDREW:  “I can do that, do you have a shovel?”
I don’t remember the specific words, but I remember that she made me feel I had 

her trust and confidence. That trust, coupled with the love I had for Marj instilled 
by the example of my parents and all our extended family, produced in me some 
serious resolve!

Marj directed me to the garage, where I rooted around till I found a shovel. 
Emboldened by the trust she placed in me to accomplish such an important task 
(the assumed importance in a young man’s mind), I hiked out across the butte and 
found a suitable spot where I could dig a rather deep hole. There I interred the 
spice cake, never to be found by Mryna and thus preserving her feelings and Marj’s 
relationship and trust!

My interpretation of that “important” assignment brings a smile each time I think 
of the story. But the feelings of love and confidence from Marj are as deep and gen-
uine 30 years later. I look forward to getting to know Marj better in the next life. 

Andrew

Derek South
August 31, 1992 - Dear Marj and 

Myrna, I would like to thank you 
both for letting my family and I come 
and visit you. It was a lot of fun run-
ning 50 laps around your house. I 
hope that Rod gets to feeling better 
with his leg. Is he going to school? I 
am in the seventh grade this year. I 
have seven classes and several differ-
ent teachers. I am in band this year 
and I am playing the trumpet. My 
dad‘s gone to California and he got 
me a trumpet at a pawnshop. He’s go-
ing to bring it home when he comes. I 
want him to send it, because he won’t 
be home for at least two weeks. I hope 
that Marj gets to feeling a little better. 
Well I’m running out of things to say 
so bye-bye!!! 

Love, Derek South

Dear Jon,
I wish you had been here 

last week. Two grown moose 
and a yearling spent a day 
and a half with us. They 
came in the night and I spot-
ted a pile of their droppings 
in the morning. 

Marj

Jon Lund
Dear Marj and Myrna, 
Thank you for the money 

you sent us. We’re having 
a good time here and I re-
ally like Junior High. I’m 
on another soccer team and 
we’ve lost one game and tied 
the other. I’m playing in the 
Utah Youth Symphony [cel-
lo] and in band (for school). 
The cornet is fun to play. I 
am one of the two troop bu-
glers (for scouts). In scouts I 
have to get three more badg-
es and I’ll have my Eagle!

Sincerely, 
Jon Lund

Sean Crandall
Oct 20, 2020 I re-

member her oxygen 
tank and her big old 
smile. I’m sure she 
went through some 
tough times but she 
bore it with a smile.

Sean

Andrew & Jon

Marj’s Journal
Barry and Elinor had gone 

to I F to the hospital. I went up 
to Barry’s and stayed all night. 
Morning came, no word from 
Barry. We were all up. The 
kids were looking at cartoons 
and we had a family prayer. 
Jason asked it. We ate. Barry 
called home a little later and 
told us they had a boy and 
all was well. Later he told us 
that Elinor’s labor had ceased 
last night. At 8:00 am she was 
quite blue and discouraged but 
after a while the labor began 
again, and she had her baby 
fairly soon after that. Later in 
the day Jason mentioned that 
we had the family prayer about 
the time her labor began again. 
And so it was. (July 11, 1981)
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ROD SOUTH
Feb 17, 2020 - I don’t have a lot of 

memories of Marj, but a few. I would 
get off the bus after school at the bridge 
and walk to her house. She would al-
ways have a job for me, most of the time 
it was watering the trees in her yard.

I have a very distinct memory of 
Marj and Susan standing in her kitch-
en. She was trying to do the dishes and 
Susan was trying to get her to stop. 
(I’m assuming because Susan was of-
fering to do it instead). I recall both of 
them reaching for a pot and each trying 
to pull it from the other. The pot settled 
back to the countertop and both sets of 
hands grasped the edge of the counter 
and deep breathing ensued!

I remember one Sunday we were 
going to pick Marj up for church. It 
was the same day the time changed for 
daylight savings. Marj had forgotten 
about daylight savings and was a little 
frustrated because she thought we for-
got to pick her up. When we got there, 
she had been reading the Ensign and 
declared that the Ensign was going to 
be her church for the day. I do recall 
she ended up coming with us to church.

I have other memories of her with her 
oxygen, attending church, sitting in her 
living room and visiting together and 
receiving the news of her passing. If I 
recall correctly, we were gathered at 
her house and were told in the morning 
that she had died.

Rod

Nathan, Rod, Josh, Jon, Andrew, Derek

Josh South
Nov 8,2020 -  I 

don’t remember much 
about her, but she 
would have us kids 
come in to her office 
at home one at a time 
to talk.  I don’t remem-
ber about what, but 
it stuck with me that 
she took interest in me 
and it was important 
to her.  I think I was 
a little scared of her 
because she had the 
oxygen set up.

Josh

Rachel
Lexye
Dianna
Tessy
Rosalie
Jessica
Jeanette
Rebecca 
(center)
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BARNEY LUND
Feb 14, 2020 -When I think about Marj, I feel a tinge of guilt. 

Why? When I was a little kid, I wasn’t totally afraid of Marj, 
but I wasn’t super comfortable with her either, mainly because 
of how she looked with the oxygen hoses. I never knew her 
without them. That said, I really loved Marj.

Although Marj’s wasn’t the exciting house to stay at in 
Menan, it was certainly a comforting place to be. Marj was 
seemingly always sitting down at the kitchen table while ev-
eryone else whirred about the kitchen and front room. I can’t 
actually picture her walking; that’s how permanent the image 
is in my mind of her sitting there at the north side of that table. 
She always seemed to be in position to see me breaking the 
rules—usually involving the staircase.

As I think back about my childhood memories there, I’m 
realizing how I saw everything from a child’s point of view. 
Climbing up the bottom of the stairs had been outlawed, al-
though it was the most fun thing you could come up with in-
doors at any house. Kid-me thought it was kind of lame that 
someone thought that we were going to hurt the stairs some-
how. Adult-me understands that it was for our own safety.

I remember the day I gained the most respect for Marj. 
Susan, I believe, had us try to breathe through a straw for a 
minute or two, then imagine what it would be like to do that all 
day every day. I couldn’t believe how difficult and awkward it 
was. I felt a huge amount of sympathy for Marj’s plight from 
then on.

When Marj fell and broke her hip, I remember our family 
prayed for her recovery. When things got worse in the hospital, 
my dad gave us kids a little talk. Instead of praying for her re-
covery, Dad suggested that we pray that the Lord’s will would 
be done. That idea has had much staying power in my life, and 
it has had a tremendous impact on me ever since.

The year Marj passed away, I turned ten years old, and it 
dawned on me how little I knew her. I saw pictures of her at her 
funeral that blew me away. Here in this picture, she was young 
and pretty. There in that one, she was old…and still pretty. 
Again, I never knew her without the scary oxygen tubes, and I 
envied my older brothers and sisters who had. She was happy 
and vibrant, and I had just never seen past the tubes.

Marj’s legacy has grown in my mind as I have grown up and 
heard more about her and our family’s history. She was incred-
ible and courageous! Also, the quality of her descendants has 
impressed me the more I have gotten to know my aunts, uncles, 
and cousins. I think I always knew that Marj’s full name was 
Mary Marjorie Knapp South, but it didn’t dawn on me until 
after I was either engaged or even married that here I was, 
named Barney, marrying the girl of my dreams, Mary. I was 
super proud that I could be part of Barney and Mary, part two.

Barney Lund

NATHAN SOUTH
Nov 4, 2020 The number 

one thing I remember about 
Marj is her firm handshake. 
As frail as she appeared to 
be, I remember whenever I 
shook her hand, she had a 
firm handshake. 

I was really young and 
don’t remember a lot. I 
don’t remember her talking 
a lot, but when she did say 
something, she kinda com-
manded respect. The room 
was quiet when she talked.

I don’t know why but 
we called her Grandma 
Marj or Marj but never 
Grandma.

Nate

Marj’s Journal 
Sunday, Jun 13, 1986 - Karen 

sent Nathan back down with 
the ketsup. I heard him crying 
in great pain or anguish, or 
both, out here on the concrete 
strip and hurried out. Ketsup 
was everywhere. I had some 
difficulty trying to find if he 
had, or had not, been cut. He 
hadn’t. Myrna hurried out 
also and when she arrived 
she took his hand and led him 
indoors. He was still crying 
as hard as ever. He was say-
ing something I couldn’t un-
derstand. Myrna washed his 
dirty little face and hands and 
brushed off some of the dirt 
and finally it was possible to 
know what he was repeating 
over and over. “I’m sorry. I’m 
sorry. I’m sorry.” Poor little 
kid. 

Nate & Barney
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Mercedes Thompson
 Oct 7, 2020 - I feel like there have 

been so many tender mercies for me on 
my mission. One of these major tender 
mercies is Mar jorie. She reminds me 
so much of my Great Grandmother 
Mar jorie. I never got to meet her but 
I would always hear of her spunk and 
charisma! I keep a photo of her with me 
at all times because she has been there 
guiding and directing my life. My friend 
Mar jorie strangely looks soooo much 
like my great grandmother and has her 
spunk and love for the gospel. I know I 
was supposed to meet her!

Mercedes

MOLLY LUND CASH
Feb 17, 2020 - I don’t remember a lot about 

Marj, but I do remember she was always eating rice. 
Her oxygen tank made me nervous - I was always 
afraid I would accidentally step on the tube. 

Once when she visited us I was walking to the car 
with Marj and it was pretty windy. I couldn’t have 
been older than seven, but she told me to hold onto 
her so she wouldn’t blow away! I didn’t understand 
much about her when she was alive, so a lot of my 
“memories” of Marj are really from stories about her. 
I do recall taking pictures with her outside her house 
once with our whole family. I don’t know if she said 
it out loud or if I could just see it in her eyes, but I 
remember having the sense that she was really proud 
of all of us. 

Molly

Amanda South Hall
Nov 5, 2020 - I remember the white moccasins Marj 

used to wear around like house slippers. I remember her 
voice. And the metal cups we used to drink out of.  They 
were all different vibrant colors. I remember her house, the 
upstairs all open and the couch, red or burgundy or some-
thing along the curved wall. There was a plastic toy about the 
size of a cookie sheet. It had handles on top you could turn 
and it would turn all these gears. I was only 8 when she died, 
and we had just moved back from Texas. Mostly I remember 
her voice.

Amanda

Marj’s Journal

July 17, 1987 - Amanda comes down once 
in a while. I watch her eyes because it is so 
fascinating to see them taking everything in 
at a glance. She picks up an article and exam-
ines it rather thoroughly and then she puts it 
carefully back in the same position as it was 
and in the same place. 

Jeanette, Molly, Lexye
Amanda (about to fall off)

Amanda & Molly

Photo of  Marj 
which Mercedes 
keeps with her
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Legacy
Chapter 122 

Did you stop to think recently how great our family is. That to be able to 
communicate with other members of the family. It’s not always that way.-Myrna

Priceless is the legacy handed down from our pioneer forbears: the value of 
work, the love of music, the power of faith. !ere is a grand connection be-
tween those noble ancestors who helped build temples and tabernacles and 

descendents who dot the earth with domes. Great-great-great grandchildren of 
pioneers who felled timber, built log homes, and tilled the soil, now continue to 
build and create and contribute with new innovations. How grateful we can be for 
parents who taught us to work. 

Ren South: Our Father in Heaven has never promised us security without 
work or has he promised us that the way to salvation is less work and more play. 
It is my belief that a good working relationship with our Father in Heaven is our 
only chance for salvation.

Dan South: All the brothers—Dad (Ren), Charlie, and Barney, they were 
all workers—they just had a special talent for whatever they done. Grandpa 
(Samuel) South was a master carpenter, and he just had so many natural traits 
that way, and I think that’s been passed down in our families, because you know, 
those traits show up in people down the line a long ways.  I’m proud of our heri-
tage, and I think all of the kids and grandkids should be proud of what the South 
heritage means to us, because it’s of a strong family unity of people that are honest 
and want to serve our Heavenly Father. 

David:  Well, let me talk about Barney.  Barney died when I turned 16, so that 
means I never really got to know him as an adult would know an adult. He taught 
me a huge amount about living and life, and he made me learn how to do things. 
I could run a chainsaw at 16; I could #eldstrip one; I knew how to #x a truck tire; 
I knew how to do just a huge amount of stu%. I’ve always been fascinated by the 
things that he did. He was able to build his own little empire, in not many years.  

Barry: All the time that we were growing up, David and I went with Dad al-
most everywhere he went. M’Jean and Myrna were helpers of their mother more 
than helpers of their dad. But David and I were with Dad almost continuously 
throughout the days when he would go in the woods to cut timber and log. He 
would take us with him. One thing that impressed me about Dad was that he was 
so great at #xing things, under any circumstance—just anything that’d go wrong, 
he had enough ingenuity to put it back together and keep it going. Dad was great 

The South family was 
well known in the area 
for their musical abili-
ties. The entire family 

collaborated in present-
ing three memorable 

concerts, two in Idaho 
Falls at the Paramount 
Theatre on Broadway 

and one at Ricks College. 
Practically every 

descendent of  Barney 
and Marjorie South 

participated.

South Family 
Reunion 

What is left of  the old 
sawdust pile which used 

to tower over many of  
the trees.
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to work with.  He didn’t—there wasn’t lots of conversation, but just--- do what he 
was doing, and he was always there to teach you.

Randy: It has always been my deep-felt conviction that one of the most im-
portant traits you can teach and pass on to your children is working hard with 
e"ciency. It is so important to get something accomplished while working. In ad-
dition, it is important to re&ect on the accomplishment. You see it is not enough 
just to work without accomplishment. Putting the time and e%ort into something 
that shows no value seems futile.

Barney never had a chance to serve a mission. Under dire circumstances, Sam 
had moved the family to that remote canyon in Island Park when Barney was 18. 
He told Marj he regretted having never had the opportunity to go on a mission. He 
had no chance to go to college or even graduate from high school. “And yet,” said 
David, “Barney became very well self-educated. He had a way of really studying. He 
studied nuclear physics, for instance.” !e result of the harsh life they experienced 
was, in David’s words, “a tough-minded self-reliance and rugged individualism,” 
which Barney shared with the others in the family. 

From the time his father lost the use of his arm in 1926, Barney carried much of 
the load of the family on his back. !ey were barely maintaining a livelihood when 
the e%ects of the Great Depression enveloped the country. During depression times 
he and Marj were married, and he carried her family as well. 

!e depression was followed by World War II, and Barney was involved in de-
fense projects throughout much of the war, which ended in 1945. 

David: And he died nine years later, and he built a pretty darn good-sized 
construction business, sawmill, and the kind of things most people wouldn’t be 
able to put together. 

Now for Marj—Marj was a very gentle woman. A$er Barney died, Marj tack-
led just about any task that she felt she could handle. She did a major part of the 
lumber selling and even helped move the wood. !at was a tough time; every-
body had to pitch in to get the work done.

Barry: Marj was--as I get older and look back at what she did—I appreciate 
her capabilities more and more all the time. When you consider that she was 
quite a young person when Dad died—she was younger than 40 years old—very 
attractive lady. And her main concern a$er he died, was to do the very best job 
that she could do at raising six kids. Dad had always hired other people to work 
for us. But Marj knew that all of a sudden the main breadwinner was gone, and 
she had to really be careful with money. 

I think Marj was strong enough in the gospel, that she just simply drew a line 
in the sand and said, we’re not going to cross that line. And that line was, we go 
to church, we have family prayer, we pay our tithing, we do everything the Lord 
has told us to do. As I say, she dedicated herself to raising the family the way they 
should be raised, and she did a fantastic job of it.

Music
From great-great grandfathers who carved their own violins, and great-great 

grandmothers who were sought-a$er vocal soloists, has come a rich musical 
heritage cherished and carried forward in many forms in the family today.

Barney and Marj cultivated those musical traditions, providing opportunities 
for the art of music to &ower in their family, and all have been blessed by the gi$ of 
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music. Dedicated and talented instrumental-
ists and singers, immersed in the demanding, 
sophisticated world of great music, continue 
to perform, teach, inspire, and serve, touch-
ing hearts and lives of countless others.

Legacy of Faith
In 1820, when Joseph Smith went into 

what has come to be known as the Sacred 
Grove to pray to seek the truth, there were 

South and Knapp ancestors in England, being 
prepared to receive the truths revealed to the 
young prophet. !rough trials and tribula-
tions, our faithful forbears accepted the gospel and were bought by the hand of the 
Lord to Zion. What a blessing for all of us today!

Years ago, both Barney’s and Marj’s fathers represented the Savior as they 
served fulltime missions. Many family members since have served, some multiple 
times, and some currently are serving missions. !e faith and testimonies of this 
family burn brightly.

Samuel South: June 1896, I was called by divine authority to go on a mis-
sion to the Southern States of America. I rejoiced exceedingly in being called to 
such a great and glorious calling — that of preaching the Gospel of Jesus Christ 
and being endowed by the power on High to baptize new converts for the remis-
sion of their sins and give or confer upon them the Holy Ghost. It is the most 
glorious blessing that can be given to man. Jesus Christ said: “!is is my work and 
my glory to bring to pass the Eternal Life and Immortality of man.”

Justin Knapp: It took me some time to overcome fear and dread of meeting 
people, but through constant tracting and holding meetings, I learned the joy of 
missionary work. Most of our meetings were held on the street. We slept in a box 
car one night, and once in a barn. While attending a cottage meeting I was asked 
to talk on Revelation. I talked 45 minutes and enjoyed the Spirit of the Lord. At 
the close of the meeting, this Mr. Stewart came and shook hands with me and said 
he had heard the thing he had been seeking and he was convinced and converted 
and wanted to be baptized. I was grateful for this experience for I had always 
prayed that I might do some good and teach others what we enjoyed. 

In 1924, Justin Knapp, in a letter to his wife, Mabel, rea"rmed his ded-
ication  to live gospel principles, “enjoying the blessings of the gospel and 
our family if we but keep the commandments of the Lord. May we ever pray 
for these blessings and live for them.”

Weak and feeble in voice, but strong in spirit, Marj’s mother, Mabel, 
spoke to her posterity on tape three months before she passed away. 

Mabel: Mar 17, 1969 - And so now, to all of you way out there, through the 
years, I tell you, that I know the gospel is true, and I hope that you’ll all learn and 
be faithful and true to the teachings of the gospel that you may be counted among 
the treasured ones of our Father in Heaven and do the things that are pleasing in 

Joseph Smith
Painting by cousin 
Sharleen Hess Kelsey

Family Singalong
“I thought it was normal 
for families to sing choir 
music in four part 
harmony.” (Dave South)
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His sight all of your lives and teach your children that we may be forever family 
in the kingdom of our Father in Heaven. For now I say goodbye. (During the last 
paragraph, especially, Mabel paused frequently and sometimes was gasping for 
breath.)

From the Field:
Susan: Feb 6, 1975 - You had better be taking or making some opportunities 

to do missionary work. It’s a lifelong responsibility, and you elected to take it on, 
along with all of the rest of us before any of us hit this planet!! Besides, it’s a kick!! 
We’re teaching some #red up people here now, and it’s so #ne, because we’ll be 
eternal friends and acquaintances (more essentially, brothers and sisters) - jes’ 
like ye old familia, eh?!

Daily Witness
M’Jean: Nov 13, 2020 - When I #rst arrived in Austria, I was counting the 

days when I could go home, and since it was a 27-month mission, that was a lot 
of days. It was very hard. A$er about 3 months, I became comfortable with the 
language and customs, but it was o$en still hard. We spent most of our time tract-
ing, door to door, in all weather. At times it was downright miserable. I remember 
many times remarking to companions, who agreed, that we would not do this for 
money, no matter how much it paid! It was only because of the testimony and 
love of the gospel and the desire to share it that would motivate us to knock on 
doors, o$en slammed in our faces, day a$er day. 

Yet, what stands out to me is that every single day, whether it was a large or 
small thing, something would witness to me that God lives, loves us, sent His Son 
to atone for our sins, and that the gospel had been restored through the proph-
et Joseph Smith. Sometimes a verse of scripture, sometimes the joy of hearing 
someone’s #rst attempt to pray, sometimes simply a tiny particle of God’s cre-
ation. By the end of every day, no matter what kind of day it was, something 
would bear that witness.  

And so it still is for me, my testimony founded on a million jillion things, most 
of them forgotten, a testimony still nourished with constant feeding. And the 
testimony “food” gets better and better all the time.

Leaving for Italian Mission
Myrna: My 19, 2011 - On Monday, Vaughn and I leave for Italy for a mission. 

I went on a mission to Italy in 1969, so it’s been, I think about over 40 years. We’re 
going to be in Sicily, on the island. Now that they’re building a temple in Rome, 
I expect to see a lot of missionary work success in Sicily. And we’re so excited.

We took some neighbors to “Music and the Spoken Word” two weeks ago and 
then went over to the visitors’ center. !e tour guide started talking about the 
restoration of the gospel. And the Australians weren’t too impressed and didn’t 
really want to hear that message.

It’s made me think an awful lot since about what a blessing it is to have been 
raised in the church and to have all the blessings of the gospel.  It would just take 
too long to explain to them what they are missing. If you COULD explain it—if 
they COULD see it--if they COULD understand it, then they would say, “Oh, 
okay, I can see that this is worth—this is that pearl of great price that’s worth 
searching for.”  

And so I feel very blessed that I didn’t have to search for it. In a way, I guess 
we all search. We search to make the gospel more important in our lives. But we 
do have a great blessing in having this way of life that was sort of given to us, for 
those of us who were born in the church.

So, someday—I don’t know who will ever listen to this message, but I want 
you to know that the gospel is the greatest blessing that you will ever have in your 
life. And you ought to live it as well as you can. And that will bring happiness in 
this life and blessings we’re promised that we can’t even imagine in the next life.  

So, I’m excited to be taking o% on this mission. Hope we can do some real 
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good there. And I surely enjoy my family here. I’m going to miss my family. It’s 
nice now that we have email and other ways to keep in touch.  

!anks for being who you are and doing what you do. And I’m signing out.

Randy: 2020 - My testimony [is] that God lives, that Jesus Christ is the Savior 
of all the world, and that we owe everything to !em, even our very lives, experi-
ences, and so forth. !e Savior Jesus Christ gave us the ultimate gi$, the “atone-
ment.” And what follows as the night to day is that “to the degree” that we give our 
will to the Father and His Son, Jesus Christ, we are blessed.

David: Feb 25, 2010 - As I get older, I get more teary. I have a hard time. 
!ere’s no doubt at all that God lives and that He runs things. All of our families 
intertwine—back and forth, #ght, struggle, whatever, but those that’ll stay true to 
their faith, stay true to the gospel principles, have an in#nitely easier plan. I mean, 
they can have huge physical problems, huge mortgages and all kinds of problems, 
but if they’ll stay true to their faith, this earth is going to be a cream pu% com-
pared to those that don’t. It’s really sad that so many people sell their birthright 
for the mess of pottage.

Barry: Jun 25, 2010 - I’m grateful for the gospel. It’s a wonderful plan. It’s a 
program where, if we can do what we’re told to do in the gospel, we will become 
the type of people that will be able to return to our Heavenly Father with our fam-
ilies and live together and continue to progress. And that’s the way it ought to be.

Marj: Apr 29, 1963 - I still teach !ology, and Guides, and I never miss 
Sunday School or Sacrament meeting. I have a stronger testimony of the divinity 
of the church than I have ever had, and a love of the gospel I’ve never had before. 

Sep 9, 1963 - Knowledge of and a testimony of the truthfulness of the gospel is 
not enough. We also need a love for the gospel. !at love is the motivating force.

Marj’s written Testimony read at her funeral: “Dear Friends, I KNOW this 
gospel is true; I KNOW Joseph Smith translated the account of it from the gold 
plates which was the will of God by the gi$ and power of God, for my sake and 
for your sake also, that each of us may know the plan of salvation. I KNOW that 
by obedience to the principles of the gospel that you and I, and all those who obey 
and love the Lord, will be candidates to inherit a place in His celestial kingdom for 
those He loves. !e Apostle John said, ‘If any man will do His will, he shall know 
of the doctrine, whether it be of God or whether I speak of myself.’ (John7:17) !e 
Lord bless you in your endeavors in the name of Jesus Christ. Amen.”

Perhaps family members never heard Barney bear a formal testimony, but in 
his handwriting, in his little blue notebook, he wrote the following:

Barney: Spirituality is that liveline [sic] of spirit that intensi#es appreciation 
of the beautiful, deepens loyalty to truth and kindles love for the good; it puts the 
heart in harmony with moral forces of the world; promotes delight in the realiza-
tion of high ideals; and quickens in the heart the joyous glory of being in actual 
partnership with God in the puri#cation and ennoblement of mankind.

Our Family legacy - in two statements by Susan:

Susan: Nov 11, 1973 - We’ve got a pretty cool family, don’tcha think?
Susan: Apr 8, 1974 -We’re blessed with one another.
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Epilogue

Just kidding. No lo$y or grand epilogue. Just some parting shots.
For a little “taste” of  the Targhee Forest, here’s a bit of fun:

Barry, Elinor, Susan, M’Jean, and Myrna were driving around up in Island Park 
in the area of the old sawmill--a favorite pastime--and  had a tape recorder running:

Moose Chasing
Barry:  When Ellie and I were young, newly married, I bought a new--I 

think it was ’56 or ’57 Chevrolet pickup—really a classy, classy black pickup.  It 
was one of those that had a 3-speed transmission on the steering column.  And 
we were out here one day kinda on a –might have been on a Sunday—we were 
just kinda looking around, enjoying the day. And we spotted a bull moose out 
here, and we thought, ah, let’s have a little fun with that moose.

Susan:  Who’s we?
Barry:  Ellie and I.
Susan:  Yeah, that’s what I thought.
Barry:  So we started herding that moose, and when he saw what we were 

doing, he made a beeline for the trees.  I can’t remember which way he was going, 
but you can see how &at it is out here and dry..

Susan:  And you landed in a hole.
Barry:  Huh?
Susan:  And you landed in a hole.
Barry:  No.
Elinor:  We chased the moose.
Barry:  We kept cutting that moose o%, and he kept running.  He’d run, 

we’d cut him o%, he’d turn direction and run more.  And we ran him for quite a 
while until his tongue was hanging out.  His ol’ tongue was hanging out of his 
mouth six, eight inches.  And #nally he stopped.  !ere’s the antelope up there.  
He stopped, and he was just panting there, and we pulled up reasonably close to 
him.  We was trying to get him to move again, and he refused to move.

Susan:  Mashed him.

Chapter 123

We should not play too much with fire or we may get bit and burnt.-Barney
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Barry:  So I thought, well I wonder what he’ll do if I just keep pressing him.  
So I pulled right directly toward him more and more, and I got up probably about 
as far as from here to that chute right there.

M’Jean:  With Elinor screaming the whole time.
Elinor:  Yes.
Barry:  (laughs) Probably so.  !at ol’ moose was just glaring at us—and 

looking at us.  His feet were spread apart.  His horns were---(laughs)—swinging 
his head.  I was just hollering at him, revving the motor and honking.  Finally he 
dropped his horns, and here he came.

Elinor:  He charged us.
Barry:  He charged.  And the reverse on that 3-speed pickup was really a fast 

reverse.  I had it in reverse, and I let the clutch out, and I backed up, and he kept 
coming.  And we were backing up, and he was chasing us, now.  We were backing 
up, and he was coming at us.  And #nally, I could outrun him in reverse.  But he 
chased us for probably two or three hundred feet.

Elinor:  He was mad.  I remember it totally.  He was mad.
Barry:  So a$er he gave up, we started hazing him again—hazing him around 

the—
Elinor:  !e we is he.
Susan:  !at’s what I thought—used loosely.
M’Jean: (tape static).. by Elinor, of course.  (Everyone laughs) 
Barry:  !e next time or two I think I did that same thing, and then he came 

close enough to the front that I thought, that’s kinda risky.  So the next time he 
stopped, I pulled o% ninety degrees to him.  So when he charged again, I could 
take o% forward and turn away from him, and I could outrun him pretty easily.  
And then one time I did that, and my coordination was o% a little bit.  And he 
came right up—I could have reached out and grabbed his horn, right here.

Susan:  But we didn’t.
Barry:  He could have hit the pickup if he had chosen to, but he chose not 

to.  He li$ed his head and avoided hitting the pickup.  And he actually—either 
he bumped me or I bumped him—I got a little dent in the fender of the pickup.

But he was still an upset moose, but he was tired.  And then he got to where he 
would haze a little.  We were backing o% quite a bit.  And we came from right over 
here, just on this side of—this was a corral then.  And I told Ellie, get out there 
and open the gate, and we’ll corral him.

(hysterical laughing)
Elinor:  I didn’t.
Susan:  I knew she wouldn’t
Barry:  You open the gate and stand there and 

make a lot of noise
Susan:  Here, moosie, moosie
Barry:  and when he comes by, he’ll go in the cor-

ral, and I’ll chase him around.  She wouldn’t do it.
Elinor:  Can you imagine?
M’Jean:  Yeah, I can.  You didn’t o%er to do that 

while she chased him.
Barry:  She wasn’t that good of driver.
All the girls:    Oooohh—laughing

(Tape Break)

Barry & Elinor South

With this pair there is 
never a dull moment!
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A Birthday Poem
February 20, 2015 - Happy Birthday! – Happy Anniversary!

To my big brother, David
Always big to me, !ough yourself just a tyke,
Giving a push in the swing, A hitch on your tryke,
Holding my hand, trekking to the Big Tree, Or out to the mill,
To the train, to the stockyards, which were farther still.

I watched you and Barry deliver wood to the back door,
Up the tree ladder and over the roof, so not to drop bark on the &oor.
“Midget” you called me, of course, in fun,
Nobody else did, you’re the only one.

My “date” at the daddy daughter dinner, You escorted me there,
Along with Myrna and Barry, We had brothers who care.
You looked out for our family, With plenty of advice,
And passed it along, always quite nice.

Musical guy, choir o"cer too,
Sang solos and duos and quartets not a few,
Some came to the house; 
Myrna and I felt honored to accompany you.
In Finian’s Rainbow I thought you were #ne
As Og the Leprechaun, giving every gal a line.
You broke your arm cranking an old truck
To haul our new kerosene refrigerator; !at was really bad luck.

When church o"cers came to our humble abode
And called you to serve in the new Sunday School,
Without hesitation you said you would,
Superintendentcy; We thought you were cool.
Myrna and I played the piano and led the songs
In the little old schoolhouse; Folks came in throngs.

You married your sweetheart, you lived upstairs 
In the dear old apartment house, making repairs.
!en you lived in the “bug house” with its dust and mice,
Judy we got to know and to love, she was so nice.
She learned the ways of the woods, washing outdoors,
A sawmiller’s wife has many rough chores,
Wood from the woodpile, Water from the well,
She took to it #ne; she was just swell.

Real estate, Lawndale, South Hiway and more
Myrna and I helped, painting shelves at that store,
Feeling woozy from paint fumes, driving home in the car
Wondering if that’s how alcoholics have minds all ajar,
!at car had no reverse and one sticky choke
Getting it to run was really no joke.

Your children came along, and then o% to the farm,
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Learning to plow and to irrigate with shovel and canvas dam
We all lived in the small white house for a time,
!e night the six siblings hayed by moonlight is a favorite memory of mine.
!e horses were great, but a challenge, I suppose,
I remember the day you punched one in the nose.
You had a favorite—a Tennessee Walker name “Star,”
It gave you a smooth ride, the best riding horse by far.
We had some little calves, Remember “Cochichuate?” 
I was fond of him somehow.
It was hard feeding calves milk with a bucket, 
So we got one ornery cow.

Bernie got married, and at his reception, 
!e country folks had a dance to show appreciation
Judy was tied up in “Annie Get Your Gun,”
My brother David danced with me that evening just for fun.
Said he, “I guess I can dance with my sister
While my wife is kissing another Mister.”

Chicago came looking for a talented guy,
We all wished you well and said our Goodbye.
When it came Christmas the whole family visited and was merry,
It was fun, but the ride in the car was snowy and scary.

On a trip back to Zion came your family none too soon, 
Returning through Island Park, you watched #rst men on the moon.
It was at Barry’s trailer house on the TV. 
You had to be leaving, and you invited me.
“How long to get ready?” was my query. 
“Not much—#$een minutes—you need to hurry.”
So to Chicago you took me along,
With your sweet family, singing a song,
It was fearfully hot that July 21st day,
When we came to road construction that halted our way,
!e &ag girl was out there baking in the heat
You bought an ice cream bar and brought it back, a welcome treat.

In that posh Wilmette neighborhood one humble house stood,
!e home of David and Judy and their tiny brood.
I searched and hunted and landed some work
At the German Consulate General, speaking German was a real perk.
During lunch every day I walked down to the lake.
It was a good job for me, a blessing, a lucky break.
We commuted to work together, you and I, on the train,
With David Kennedy’s son-in-law driving us to the station and back again,
In David Kennedy’s Mercedes we rode all in style, 
I was sorry you guys had to wait for me once in a while.

!en Myrna came visiting, and we went to Nauvoo,
Not much to see there then; we went on to the zoo.
Where I got too close to a camel, you see,
He walked right over and spit upon me.
Myrna had put in her papers and was awaiting her call, 
When the phone rang and Marj said “Italy,” we cheered one and all.
I had planned on graduate school, but the plan looked fateful,
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!at’s when you saved my assistantship; I’ll always be grateful.
A BYU letter said no to my teaching, because of false conclusions reaching.
I constructed a letter, defensive at best; 
You said, “I’ll write it and put THEM to the test.”
I had a degree from a college, but about psychology had little knowledge.
You poured it on heavy, you poured it on thick,
I was restored to my job, Your letter did the trick.

Y’all came back to good ole Idaho
Built a new business, revolving around the potato.
A new house on Sand Creek was built in a wink,
Everyone pitched in, carpeting, painting, installing the sink.
Since that time there has been much family history,
How the years have slipped by is largely a mystery

Many life lessons you have taught me, too,
“!e only security is in many things knowing how to do”
“I cannot a%ord things that are free, 
“!ey are always way too expensive for me.”
Too many things to number, some I forgot,
What a great brother is and what he is not,
!is much I can tell, right from the start,
My wonderful brother has a great big heart.

I Love You,
M’Jean

Quips & Quotes from David
!ere is no such thing as job security. Your only security is in knowing how to do a lot of things.

I can’t a%ord free stu%; it costs me too much.

!ey #gure if a little will do a little good, then a lot will do a lot of good.

I don’t want to hear about how you’re going to make us a lot of money tomorrow. I want to know 
how you are going to make the cash register ring today.

Rules were made for when brains run out.

What are you complaining about-things might be worse……..!ings could possibly turn out all 
right. !e old world turns in mysterious paths……Well good luck and chin up. Who knows, the sun 
might shine tomorrow.  (May 5, 1966) 

Le$ in the hands of the Lord, the actions of the dishonest eventually catch up with them. (!ink 
Round, page 185) 

You can’t spend your life trying to protect yourself from idiots and thieves. You do, however, have to 
use judgment and trust in the Lord. (!ink Round, page 185) 

Excerpts from letters to missionaries Susan & Randy
You have a great heritage. (approx. 1st week in March, 1974. 

We also have a year’s supply all set up for all—although I hope we won’t have to eat it. !e variety 
leaves something to be desired. (March 17, 1974. 
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We are kept very busy paying for the 
toys we are buying. (March 24, 1974.)
Spring has thrown her hat in the door. 
(Apr 6, 1964)
Time is swi$ly &ying and it seems that 
we only get done a fraction of what 
we wish to do. !erefore, our most 
valuable time is o$en that time we use 
planning for the rest of our time. (Apr 
5, 1974.) 
 
!ere are many powers on this earth 
that are bad. Hang in with what you 
#nd in the scriptures. In them is exalta-
tion.  (Apr 21, 1974.) 

I can tell you there is a large proportion 
of people who rush headlong into the pits of the devil. !ey 
don’t seem to need much tempting. (Jun 9, 1974.) 

Astrology is a very interesting pseudo-science. Exact math and scienti#c measurement are involved. 
But remember, as long and complex as you can make an equation, or set of equations, the answer 
is always wrong if a single zero is used in the multiplication or division. !is is the problem with 
all pseudo-sciences. !ey have a zero in their equations—a false premise—a touch of mystery—the 
devil. (June 16, 1974.) 

!e cost of souls is paid in part by the labor of you missionaries as the price for hard work.  (July 7, 
1974.) 
!e world we live on turns in strange orbits. You’ll never know how e%ective you are. I know you 
both are numbered among the #nest, best, and most e%ective. I have great faith in you. (July 7,1974.) 

Life is good—tough, demanding—but wonderful.  (July 28, 1974) 
It was a pleasant day, but the clouds cried now and then. (Aug 11, 1974) 

Keep the faith. Work like the devil is a$er you. Enjoy life. (Aug 11, 1974) 
Hang with it, people. !is life is a short exam period. (Sep 8, 1974) 

Remember how long it took to build the Salt Lake temple. You are building your own temple, and 
part of it is “hanging in there.” (Oct 13, 1974) 

Barry is speaking tonight in the clean-up slot. His subject is missionary work. He spoke about 
changing times. !e wheat and tares are being separated. Barry has very great love for others. He is a 
very good brother to you people. I cannot tell you here what he has said but be assured—he is a very 
good brother. (Oct 13, 1974) 

!e days slip by so rapidly that some of them seem le$ out. Sometimes I wonder if we don’t take 
time too lightly. (Jan 9, 1975 approx) 

Who knows  what is ahead? O$en I wonder. We lead such a frail existence. A bad storm, a dry year, 
too much rain—what would it be like? 
Life is not a bowl of cherries, but it is good for us all. It is better than most of us would admit to 
ourselves.

I hope that we can all remember who we are. We can help each other and our fellow men. Each day 
we have the opportunities and now and then we try. It seems that we must go farther out of our way 

Michael, Rebecca, 
David, Jessica, 
Melinda
 (Snake River in front of  
Marj’s domes)

“Cruisin’ Down the River”


