
®

®

Mares  Berry  Hamblin,1gt]8-198g

Articles  about  Mares:

Eulogy I:jiE zjE
Alaska  Adventures
One  of  a  Kind
AtJundanCe
B.  Bush  letter
Album
Teaching  Gift
Letters
Not  Belkofski'.
I  love  you
Mc]ther  Didn't

unc]rNrr)dLJICOr-rodrNNNNNNNNmrOEIn

Articles  about  Kay  a  Lee:
Haircuts
Little  Smelter
Flu  Epidemic

Articles  on  May  u  Berry:
Memories ll
Day  in  the  Field                          12

FOR   THOSE   I   LOVE,

FOR   THOSE   WHO   LOVE   ME--

When  I  am  gc,ne,  release me,  let
me  go--I  have  so many  things  to
see   and   dc].      you   mustn't   tie
yourself   tc]  me  With  tears,   Be
happy     that    we     had     sc]    many

years.       I   gave   you   my   love.
You  can  only  guess  How much  you

gave  me  in  haF]PineSS.     I  thank
you  for  the  love  you  each  have
shown,    But    nc]u    it's    time    I
travelled  on  alone.

§o   grieve   awhile   for  a-me,    if
grieve you must.    Then  let  your
grief   be   cc]mfc]rted   by   trust.
It's  only  for   awhile  that  ue
must    part.         §o    bless    the
memories  that  lie  within  your
heart.      I   uc]n't   be   far   aujay,
for   life   goes   c]n.      so   iF   you
need  me,  call  and  I  Will  ;one.
Though   you  can't   see   or   tC]uCh
me,   I'll  be  near.     And   if  you
listen  With  your  heart,  yc]u'll
hear  All  of  my  love  around  you
soft and  clear.    And  then,  when
yc]u  must  come  this  Way  all,ne--

\ I'll  greet yc,u  With  a smile' and
Welcome  home.

Authc]r  Unknown
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We    all    Wish    Leroy    Berry     a
§Fleedy   recovery   frC,m   his   hip
surgery'.      Get  Well   Soc]n!!!'.!!!
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Myn Whiting  F]riestly,  18gg-19gO

F]art   of  life's   purPC]Se  iS   for
solving       protJlemS,        for
overcc]ming,  for conquering--but
not for  giving up--ever!    There
is     a     kind     c]f     magnificent
herc]ism    in    the    strength    and
example    of    manly   men    and    cJf
faithful        Women ,         mothers ,
fathers,       anc]      others      also
herc]ic,   in  dc]ing  their  day   to
day    duties--Working,     meeting
prclblems,  making  a  home,  living
often    above    ill    health    and
sc,metimes   heartache.      Quietly
standing   up   tc]   the  dcJing,   the
enduring  of  each  day.     And  so,
when  ue  are  dc]un  and  c]epressed,
sometimes  the  best ue  can  do is
to    hc]ld    c]n!'.i           'Mankinc]    is
served,I   said  Dr.   Fosdick,   'tJy
those   Who   simply   do  not   crack
up  When  all  expect  them  to! I

F]ichard  L.   Evens
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Led.  note:    ue  ran  out  of  space
fc,I   this   last   time,    and   are
happy   to   dedicate   this   along
with  the  many  articles  ue  have
abc]ut   Mares   Berry   Hamblin   in
her   memory.   She   ua§   the   best
teacher  in  the  family,  Who alsc]
established  the  first  private
kindergarten  in  Hauaii® ]

ALL     I     EVEF}     REALLY     NEEDED     TO

KNOW   I   LEARNED   IN   KINDERGARTEN

Most  of   What  I  really   need  to
know    atJC,ut    how    tC]    liVe9     and

What   to   do,    and   hc]u   to   beg   I
learned        in        kindergarten.
Wisdc]m   was   not   at   the   top   of
the   graduate   schc]ol   mountain9
but   there   in   the   sandbox   at
nlJrSery  SCHOOL.     These  are  the
thines  that  I  learned:     Share
everything.    Play  fair.    Don't
hit   people.      Put   things   tJaCk
where  yc]u  fc]und  them.     Clean  up.
after    your    c,un   mess.        Dc]n't
take things  that  are  nc]t yours.
Say  you're  sorry  When  you  hurt
sc]mebody.          Wash     your     hands
before   yc]u  eat.      Flush.     Warm
col,kiss   and  milk   are   gc]c]d   fc]r
yc]u.       Live   a   balanced   life.
Learn   sc]me   and   think   some   and
draw   and   paint   and   sing   and
dance      and      play      and      Work
everyday    sc,me.         Take    a    nap
every   afternoc]n.      When   yc]u   gc,
c]ut   into  the  uc]rld,   Watch   for
the   traffic,    hc,ld   hands   and
stick   tc]gether.      Be   aware   of
Wonder.       Remember   the   little
seed  in  the  plastic  cup.     The
roc]ts   go   dc,un   and   the   plant
goes  up  and  nc]body  really  knows
Why,   but  lLIe  are  all  like  that.

Gc]ldfish  and hamsters  and White
mice  and  even  the  little  seed
in   the   plastic   cup--they   all
die.      §o   do   uJe®

And     then     remember     the     bc,ok
abc]ut   Dick    and   Jane   and    the
first   uc,rd   you   learned,    the
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biggest    uc,rd    in   all:        LOOK®
Everything  yc,u  need  to  know  is
in  there  sc]meuhere.    The  Golden
Rule      and      love      and      basic
sanitation ,          ecology         and
politics  and  sane  living.

Think  of  what a  better  uc]rld it
Would  be  if  ue  all--the   Whole
World--had    cc]okies    and    milk
about  3  o'clock  every  afternc]c]n
and    then    lay    dc]un    With    our
blankets  for  a  nap.     Or  if  ue
had    a    basic    pc,licy    in    our
nation   and   other   nations   to
always put  things  back  Where we
found  them  and  clean  up  our  own
mess:s®    And  it  is  still  true.
no matter  hc]u  old you  are,  allen
you  go  c]ut  in  the  World,   it  is
best   to   hold   hands   and   stick
t_p_9ether. Robert  Fulghum

OFFICIAL   BEF}RY   REUNION

INFORMATION i

--__±_
---=ai-~    It's   time   for   a   reunion

flash  to  get  the  ball  rolling
and alert  everyone to  dates and
cc,st.      The  date   given   in  the
last  Berry  Patch  uasn't  quite
right.        The    official    Berry
Reunion   dates    are:        Tuesday
June  26th,  Wednesday,   June  27,
and   Thursday,    June   28.        The
Whiting  F]eunion  begins  Friday,
June    2gth,    and    goes    through
Sunday,   July  1.

DROUGHT   MAY   CANCEL   FiEUNION

The   first   thing   that   we   must
explain    is    that    Arizc]na    is
gc]ing  intc]  the  third  year  c]f  a
drc,ught.       If   ue   do   not   have
enough  rain,   the  reunic]n  Will
be     cancelled.           The     Stake
Presidents   in   the   area   have
asked   that   the.ir   stakes   fast
and  pray   for  rain.      You  might
cc]nsider    adding    yc]ur   prayers
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and  petitic,n  the  Lord  to  bless
us  With  rain   that  ue  may   have
a  reunion  this  summer.

ADVICE   TO   FAMILIES   WITH   BABIES

ATTENTION       PARENTS       OF       YOUNG

CHILDREN:     ue  want   you   to   know
that  no  one Will  think  any less
of     you    if     you    leave     .your
children   under  age   3  a't   home!
If  you  think  that  it  might  tJe
cruel    or    selfish    to    c]o    SCJ,
remember,  the  baby  is  too  young
to  record  golden  memories  yet.
The   sun,   Wind   and   cold   could
make  them cranky  and miserable.
Leaving   them  With   a  loved   one
leaves    you    free    to    visit,
relax,   play  ball,   dance,   hike
or     eat,     whenever     you    want®
There  is nothing more miseratJle
than  struggling  With  a  crying
baby   in   a   colc]   tent   beneath
Sierra     Trigo     at     2:00     a.m.
LISTEN         TO         THE         VOICE         OF

EXPEFiIENCE.                      I  f           y  a  u

really    do    Want    tc,,    or    must
bring     your     babies     tc]     the
hc]mestead,   let  us   know  if   you
Will  need  a  babysitter  and  one

i--I_   Will   be  Provided,   at  nC]   extra
charge.      If   you  Want  tc]   bring
your    own    babysitter9    have    a
strict understanding about What
you     expect     from     them,      and
cautic,n  them  abc,ut  getting  tc]c,
involved in activities and With
the  boy  cousins.

EARLYBIRD§   WELCOME

Thc,se   who   would   like   to   come
early  (Saturday,  June  23rd)  are
uelcc]me.    Yc]u  can  help  us  clean
and    organize    the    camF],    SuJeeP
c]ut  the  recreation  hall,  clean
the  kitchen  area,   and  build   a
large central camF,fire  just for
the  Berry  bunch.     But  yc]u  must
bring   your   own    fcJCJCj   for   that

peric]d  of  time.

MATTERS   OF   FINAN[E!

Now         fc]r         the         important
information--Money!    After many
hc]urs   c]f   careful   planning   and
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checking clver  past  records,  and
taking   into  consideration  the
cost  of   food  in  1990,   ue  have
come  to  the  figures  fc,I  reunion
costs:  $5.00  per  day  per  person
for  food       (no       charge       for
children  under  3)
2.00      F]er      Person      for      Camp
supplies
2.00  per  person  for  the  col,ks
1.00    per    persc,n    for    prizes,
troF,hiss/Sugar  Plum  Candy

Sc,    if    you    are    planning    to
attend       the      entire       Berry
F]eunion,   yc]ur  registration  fee
Will  be  $25  per  persc]n.     (Four
days  of  food,   plus  the  camping
fees)      lLIe  Will   be   serving   two
meals    c,n    Friday    because    the
Whiting    meals    do    not    start
until Saturday.    If a  member  of
your  family  Will  only  be  there
for  a  day  or  two,  then  you  pay
accordingly,  but  ue  do  need  to
know  in  advance  so  that  ue  can
plan   fc]od  supplies   carefully.
We   are   not   giving   a   reduced
price  for  children,  as  ue  find
that   mc]st    children   eat   more
than   their   parents!       If   you
have   a   child   that   is   a   very
tiny    eater,    ue    ask    you    tc]
figure    their    Worth    and    pay
according  to  What  you  think  is
fair®

ADVANCE   PAYMENT   APPRECIATED

We  are  asking  you  to  send  uJhat
money    you    can   in    advance    so
that  all  the  purchasing  can  be
done  without  stress  tc]  any  one
member   of   the   family.      We   are
including     a     pink,     pull-out
£±)£ELr    With    the    Berry    Patch,
which   has   a   form   tc]   fill   c]ut
and   send   to   Jeannine   Larsc,n.
It'alscl contains  a  list of  What
tc,  take  to  the  reunion.       I    f
you   Wish   to   send   in   $25   each
payday   until    your    family    is
paid      for,      that     uc]uld     be
excellent   and  maybe   easier   on
you.    That  is  a suggestion,  but
send   Whatever    you   can.        The
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money    Will    be    placed    in    a
savings account and Will enable
those     in     charge     to     take
advantage of sales and discount
blJying.     We  dc,  not  Want  anyone
to     stay    hone    because    they
cannot     afford    the     reunion.-,.-
Please come.    Arrangements Will
be  made  to  cover  those  who  are
__     _       __                   -                               -                                                -                      _____________    _____   _   __

struggling  financially  at  this
time ®
I:__===__ _

A   FINAL   PLEA--unAT   NOT   TO   BRING

Now   a  final   plea  tc]   everyone.
The Homestead  is  a  sacred I,lace
tc,  us   all.      Our   reunic]n   is   a
time   When   ue   leave   the   World
and  cclme  together  in  a  spirit
that   is   indescribable   to   the
outside  uc]rld.    ue  are  What  ue
are   because   of   the   Gospel   of
Jesus   Christ.      We  are   a   Zion
I)eOPle      at       the      homestead.
Please,   parents  and  children,
ue  ask  you  to  leave  the  things
of   the  World  at  hc]me.      Do  not
bring cassette players,  T.V. 's,
rc]ck   music,   3-uheelers,   fire-
arms,    or   anything   else   that
might  send  Grandma  and  Grandpa
Berry's   presence   fleeing   for
the  hills.

Please   do   not   bring   pets   or
friends         Without         special
permission.

-±=__= _-=i__I

Please     send     the     money     in
advance,     if     possible,     With
checks made  payable  to  the I.M.
whiting     Fund,     to:          Eduina
Dastrup,1661  I.  Nielson,  Mesa,
AZ    85204.       Those   paid   by   May
15,    19gO   will   receive   a   ten
percent  discount!     Questions?:
Reunion   chairman   iS   David   R.
Whiting,   g10   LeSuer,   Mesa,    AZ
85204            home:       602-834-0668

ig
Whiting  reunic,n  dates  are  June
29,   30   a  July   1!      Each  person
attending   is   asked   to   dc]nate
$2.00     tc]     help     prepare     the
homestead for  the  reunion.    The
cc]st   of   fc]od   Will   remain   $15
per   person   ten   and   c,ver,    $12
for  thc,se  under  ten,  excluding
those  tc]o  ycJung  tO  Stand  in  the
chow  line.
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Since    I    am    such    a    gc]ocl    egg

(that's   a  yolk!)   and  am  tired
of  just  laying  arc,und,  I  guess
I'd    better    get     scrambling.
since    ue    have    some    in    the
family that are really cracked-
-I'm  having  a  devil  of  a  thyme
trying to  pullet  and get  out of
my  shell  long  enough  tc]  write.

Elaine Ward  is  Home  Storage
a   Food  Production  chairman   in
Relief Society.    She  enjoys her
calling,  but  is hard pressed tc,
find  Where  to  put  the  12  homes
she     has     stored     thus     far.
Richard  was  r.appy  since  he  has
been   negative   about   the  uhc]le
thing  from  the  first--so  much
so,  he  got  it  all  down I,n  film.
He    calls    their    new    granC)SC]n
Kc]dak--and     claims     he'S    Very
developed  fc]r  his  age!

Mike   Ellsuorth   and   Warren
Gwartney  are  at  Ricks.    (That's
a  drive-in  in  F{exburg,   Idaho!)
They  are  room  mates  and  haVen't
been   able   to   f-ind   their   rc]om
for  Weeks.     They  finally  got  a
geiger  cc,unter  and  found  their
rc,om    had    been    cc,ndemned    and
towed   away   tcJ   the   dump.       The
dump   refusec}   it,    saying   they
were        afraicj         it        Would
contaminate   the    garbage   pit.
warren   got  airsick  sleeping  6
feet  in  the  air  on  their  pile
of  clothes  thrown  on  the  bed--
sc,   Mike   sc]lved   the  problem   by

.3



throwing  half  the  pile  c,n  the
floor.     Nc]u  the  floor  is  even
With  the   bed  and  they   have  to
stc]c,p    to    walk    to    the    door!
They    are    driving    the    girls
crazy--Mike   will   only   gc]   c]ut
With   redheads   and   Warren   With
blondes sc]  they don't  get their
girls    mixed    up.         It    would
actually  be  very  easy  to  tell
their     girls     apart,      since
Warren's  have  warts  and  Mike's
have  zits.    But  love  is  blind-
-good  luck,  boys.    Remember,  it

helF]S   tC]  gO  tC]  Class  Once  in  a
While i

Jerc]me    is    still    uc]rking
With    cattle    at    the    Diamond
Stock    Yards,     and    that's    no
bull!        Janice   Wishes   he   Was
Working   with   diamonds   at   the
Cattle  Stock  Yards,  cause  then
held   be   paid   in   carrots.      He
has`built  up a  great reputation
and  the  farmers  and  cattle  men
like`him.    In  fact,  it's  in  the
bag.     There's  not  an  udder  one
like  him  in  the  area.    He's  no
little  squirt  When  it  comes  to
Bovines   (he   knc]us   cc,us,   toc]!)
And   Itd   steak   my   mc]ney   on   the
bob  bailed  nag  he  cud  hold  his
ouJn  against  anyone.

Leo        Hamblin        Will        be
graduating    this    spring,    and
then  he hopes  to  go to  cc]llege.
He   is  majoring   in  The   Cycling
of Sewer  Sludge,  and  Michele  is
absolutely  thrilled.    She  says
he has  a  tremendc,us background,
after   living   With   Brian   and
Daylyn,   that   Will   add   to   his
expertise.     SheL gave  him  a  new
pair       c]f       hip       boots       for
Christmas.               Michele       has
perfected     a     new     deodorant,
thanks   to   input   frc]m   Leo,   it
doesn't   do   anything   for   the
terrible  odc]r--it's  just  that
you    can't    tell    Where    it's
coming  frc]m!

Brian        Larson I s         chest
implant      is      sagging      after
passing   the   dc]g   pound.       [see
November  Henscratchings  if  you
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are     cc]nfused.]     Melinda     has
tried  spray  starch--but  to  no
avail.    Anyone With  long  hailed
cats,  please dc]nate their hides
to   Brian.       It   gets   tiresome
going   around   With   your  `chest
braided.    Needless  to  say,,the
lumps,  under his shirt,  present
an   embarrassment  to   strangers
Who   firs  meet  him.      Also,   his
tc]upee   became   uncontrollable,
tJut   Was   CbrreCted   by   Melinda
uhc,   made  him  one   out  of  steel
uoc,i.      It   comes   in  handy   When

giving   him  a   shampoo,   for   she
alsc]  Washes  the  i,OtS  and  Pans,
thus   saving   c]n   sc]apo       A   Word
atJOut    Melinda--she    has    been
taking   OF,era   Lessons  -and   has
been     offered     the     lead     in
Spectra   Of  the   Opera,   (or   She
Sang    From    Ghost    tc]    Ghost!)a
She    Will    play    the    lead    as
Melody Lingers,  opposite Harold
Harmony         (the         Herc])         and
Farthingham    B.     Flatkey,     the
Vile  Villian.     Her  uncle,   Sir
Alex   Chord   Was   lost,   but   has
tJeen   fC,und,   and   the   Only   Part
not  filled  is   that  c]f  little
Cc,m    Pose,     the    Chinese    maid!
Sc]meday  we  shall  see  Melinda's
name       in       lights       (c]n       any
Christmas  tree  in  tc]un! )

Jennifer,      Troy     Larson's
Wife,      Will      star      in      the
Hc]1lyuood   Bowl.      It's   driving
Troy  stir  crazy,   tJut  She  beat
it  tc]  the  auditions  and  Won
a   large   margin.      The   play

>U)
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the  latest  Work  c]f  Pedro  PistO
La ,         the         great         Mexican
Playwright   from   Concho.      ''The
Attack c]f  the  Timid Tortillas!''
is   a   musical.      Jennifer   Will
play       Carmela       Salsa,        the
beautiful   heroine   faced   with
ruin    as    her    chile    crop    is
destroyed by  a  horde  of Mexican
Dancing    Beetles.        While    the
cruel  F{aoul   Fandango   tries   tc,
take        advantage        of        the
situation,   our   hero,   Fredrico
Freeholie  cc,meg  to  the  rescue.
Troy       plays       Jimmy       Ohanga,
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Fredricc]'s  sidekick.     Although
the  audience doesn't know beans
atJOut    Mexico's    histc]ry,     the
play's  a  gas!

Jeff       Arbuckle       finally
graduated  frc]m  Medical  School.
He   Was   the   only   52   year   old
graduate,    but   Norma   Jean   ancI
Gary  think  it  Was Worth  it.    He
is   serving   his   residency   in
Beavers  Bend,   Virginia,   and  he
said  his  first  patient  wasn't
Worth        a        dam !                He        is
specializing in the 5rd toenail
on  the  left  foot  and  has  found
great    satisfactic]n    in    being
quick  to  clip  his  classes,  and
says  his  professor  smells.    He
says   a   lot   c]f   his   classmates
Were     heels9     but     C]therS     had
soles®      They  did  well   as  long
a§  they  all  stayed  instep  and
didn't   print   anything   to   the
contrary.    If  any  c]f yc]u  family
members  have  troutJle  With  yC]ur
3rd  toenail  cJn  your  left  foot,
don't  hesitate  tc]  call  Jeff--
F]eg    Leg    Pete    Was    cJne    Of    his

patients,   a§   uJaS   Captain   Hc]ok
(Jeff    though    he    said    "hancj"
When  he  meant  "grand"--)     Goc]d
luck,   Jeff--keep  yc]ur  foc]t  out
of   your  mouth   and   yc]u'll   make
it  fine!

Lynn    and    Jamie    Ellsuc]rth
are  marrying  their  kids  c]ff  as
fast    as    possible.         And    Why
shoulc]n't  they?    Any  girl  With
a   dowry   of   $5.00   is   bound   to
find   a  husband   quickly.     Luke
married  a  fine  girl  Who  got  a-real    shock    When   she    met    the

family.         She    said    she    now
understands   Where   the    theory
came    frcJm   that    man   Came   frC]m
monkey!    Lynn  is  practicing  for
his  jaunt  to  the  Homestead this
reunion.      He   has   greased   the
wheels   c]f   his   mc]torized   Wheel
chair  and  has had  a  large blade
F]ut  across  the  front  Wheels  tO
mow  down  trees  and  fences.     So
far,   his  time  is   4  days  and  6
hours  and he  hopes  to  narrc,w  it
down   to   2   days    and    3   hours.
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® After  all,  it  iS  15  miles  frC,m
Eager   to  the  Homestead  and   it
Will  take  some  doing.    Jamie  is
going to sail directly overhead
to  coach  him  from  her  hot  air
balloon.     If  she  can   get  Over
sierra   Trigo   and   he   Can   get
around   it,   then   the   rest   is
easy!    Good  luck,  guyS'.    Louine
Wrote   and   told   me   that   John
Hunter    lLjearS    Purple    flannel
pajamas  under  his  judgeS'   robe
in   case   he   gets   a   chance   to
sleep on  the  case--such  as When
he   tried   the   couple   Who   ulere
suing each  other for  custody of
their   pet   flea   circus.      The
Wife  said  they  hac]  gone  to  the
dogs   and  the  husband  said   she
Was  always  hounding  them.    John
slept through  most c]f  that one.
Then    there    Was    the    Wealthy
Woman   uno   ua§    suing   her   maid    :`',i,
for  getting  her  wig  caught  in   ,
the   vacuum  cleaner.      She   said    +I:;
it   lLIaS    a    dirty   thing   tO-dC],     !
especially  since  it  Was  on  her    i.;
head    When    it    happenecI.         The    ;;;-
maid   said   she   didn't   realize
her    mistress    Was    under    the
couch  at  the  time.    John  slept
through        that        one        alsc]'.
Farewell    Family    and    FIiendS
(are  you  still  there?)

®

Letter   from   Kay   Berry   tO   his
sister  Mares,  dated  lg52:
Dear    Maree®.          Received     your
letter  and  the  Picture  [belC]u]
With great  interest.    That's me
on    tc]p9    all    right,    With    my
trusty  flipper  around  my  neck.
Ray  and  I  rode  the  turtle  (the
back  of  the  car),  outside  mind
you,   and  all  the  Way  from  Mesa
to   st.   Johns.      We   had   a   big
supply     c]f     rocks,     Which     ue
replentished  at every  StC]P,  and
shot   at  everything  that  mc]ved
along  the  Way.

.tr

The    others    are    Uncle    Eddie,
Aunt   Ethel9   Virgil,   and   Erma.
one   reasc]n  for  having  us  kids
along,   and  on  the  back,   Was  SCJ
ue  Would  be  there  to  give  that
extra      push      lLJhen      the      Car
couldn't   quite   make   it   up   a
hill.     It  seemed  tC]  uS  that  ue
provided most of  the horsepower
on  that  journey.     As  near  aS  I
can  figure--that  trip  was  the
year  lg25.     Love,   regards,   and
Good     Luck     on     the     "Whiting
Tree."                Your  brother,   Kay

:__-_i
Mares   adds®.      This   little   Car
served this  family Well.   Uncle
Edc]ie  solcl  it  to  Aunt  Myn  When
she  taught  one  year  at  §alado.
she   modernized   it   and   had   a
fancy  self-starter  (the  first
in   §t.    Johns)    F]ut   in   SO   She
uouldn't have  to hand  crank it.
When   Grandma   bought   a   Model   A
Fc]rd   touring   Car,    and   She   nO
longer   taught  at  §alado,   Aunt
Myn   sold   the   car   tC]  me   When   I
taught   at   EI   Tools,   18   miles
south  of  st.  Johns  by  the  Lyman
Dam.     I  met  a  mountain  lion  C,n
the  road  one  day,   and  ue   just
looked   at   each   Other   until   I
out-starec}  him,   and  he  Went  on
his  Way.      Many  a  rattle   Snake
dic]   I   crush   under   thC]Se   harC}
rubber       tires,        (anc]       With
pleasure)     as     I     drove     What
seemed   to   me   a   vast   prairie;
especially   When   I   had   a   flat
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and  no  one  tc]  fix  it  but  me,  ol
my  other  choice Was  to  bed down
With    the   coyotes   until    some
ccJubOy    might    rescue    me    When
looking    fC]r    his    lost    range
cows.      when  I   gc]t   married  and
ue moved  to  Log  Angeles,  I  sold
it   tc]  §i  JaIViS.      It  Was  the
first   car   he   had   ever   owned.
He    Was    a   Proud    man,    indeed.
But  I  Was  saddened  tO  Part With
the  car   that  had  served  me  SO
ue1|®

my   UONDERFUL   GRANDMA

to-.     My  Grandma  HamtJlin
from:       Her   Grandson,    Daylynn
Hamblin,   (at  age  15)
oh,   my  grandma  sweet  anc]  true
you   Were   there   When   I   needed

you.
when  I  Was  alone  you  came  tC]  me
with  c]pen  arms,
with grandest  of all smiles and
all  your  sneakiest  Charms.
when     I     felt     so     lou     With
discouragement  in  my  head,
you   cheered  me  up   and   gave  me
monkey  bread.
when  I  Was  c,n  my  last  Penny,
you     Would      surely      give     me
plenty.
Anc]     please     grandma     remember
always I
That  you're  my  grandma,
And  grandma,   I  love  you.
Editor:       Mares   Berry   Hamblin
submittec]    this    poem    With    a
note:   ``The§e   kinds   Of   things
are life's  pay-OffS.    This poem
is  very  precious  to  me."

Editc,rial  Staff
Dean  Berry         Family  President
Diana  Pice                              Editor
Anna  Wooc}            Associate  Editor
Elaine  Ward           Effie's  Family
Janice  Falls        Malee' S  Family
Louine  Hunter           Kay's  Family
Diana  Rice              Nc,rma' s  Family
I;inny  Leavitt      Helen's  Family
Lydia  Berry      Family  Archivist
Joycell  Cooper    HenscratchingS
Roger  Rice                        Publisher
JoAnn  Larsen                    TIeaSurer
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A§§IGNMENTS   F-OR   GAMES,    SPOFiTS,    AND   ENTEF{TAINMENT   FOR   THE   BERRY   REUNION

F]lease  let  Joycell  Cc]oper  know  as  soon  as  you  read  your  name  Whether  c,I  not  you  can  acceF]t®     Send  a  brief
a  brief  pc]stcard/note  to  Auntie  Joycell,  407  Elm,  Pierce  City,  MO  65723.     Those  assigned  are  free  to  get
Whomever  they  Wish  tc,  help  and  assist.    These  are  suggestions,  so  please  feel  free  tc]  incorporate  your  c]wn
ideas  in  yc]ur  assignment.

All  Ages
jSCampfires  each  evening:    F]oger

Fiice.            3€§tories      for      the
_____     ____          _    __                       ___    ___                 _     ___       ___     _____     ____                             _

EapPf±===:        Uncle    Lee,    Aunt
Helen,   and  Uncle  Dean.
3SCommunity     singing:          Sharon

Berry ,       traditional ;       Jeany
Larson,  family  favorites.
JJ{€Talent  Show  Thursday  Evening:
_I+_I  ___I_I                 _  ____   __         __  ___

Ion  Berry.
#Dances    Tuesday    and    Thursday

_                                                _                                                                                                                              _

evenings   after  the   campfires:
Brent Berry and §tephanie Rice.
#Family Feud  Gameshow Wednesday

evening:     Diana  F]ice.
3STestimony      Meeting      Thursday

nerning  at  a:30:     Jack  Cooper
i€Name      Your      Ancestc]rs      Came,

c]ngc]ing throughout the  reunic,n:
Janice Falls,  chairman.  Judges:
Doug  Berry,  David  Berry,   Steve
Berry,       Eileen      Luke,       Lynn
Ellsuorth,   Elaine  Ward,   JoAnn
Larsen,   Randy  Fife,   Anna  Wood,
Jc,n      Berry,       §haun      Cooler.
Judges  uJill  need  tO  brush  uP  C]n
family   ancestry   from   May   and
Herbert       to       the       present
generatic]n .
#Berry   Trivial   Pursuit:      Leo
Hamblin  and  Barren  Larson.
3STee  Shirts;    Judi  Berry.

___    __       _       __                                           _:iTT
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All  Children
#Children's      Daytime      Talent

§±gLu:            Sharon      Berry      and
daughters.

2-4  year  olds
#Sugar  Plum  Tree:     Elaine  Ward

and  Evelyn  Guartney.
#Bunny   Hopping   Trail:       Julia
Tanner  and  Louine  Hunter.
#Independence    Day    Parade    fc]r

ages    2    thrc]ugh   7   With    Uncle
Dean and  Aunt Helen  leading  the
Parade   as    lJncle   Sam   and    the
statue  of  Liberty    (Try  tc]  have
children Wear red/White/  and-c]r
blue  and we  Will  make flags  and
hats   at   the   reunion:       JoAnn
Larsen,    Diana   Rice,    and   Aunt
He|en®
3S§tick  Horse  Race:    Tres  Tanner
__                  _                     __      ___       _i_____        __              i__      __                                     _                                                                                      _____

and  David  Berry.
3SRotten  Egg,   Rc,tten  Egg:     Brad

Fife  and  Fiandy  Fife.
%Fairy        Tale        Hour        every
afternc]c]n   for   those   4   and   up:
Auntie  Joycell.

5  through  7  year  olds
#Indian   Scout  Trail   (learning
to  read  signs-.    Lec]  Hamblin  and
§hane  Larson.
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#Bear   Hunt:      Jen  Berry9   Brent
Berry9   and  Lance  Cooper.
*Independance        F]arade        (see

listing  above,   same  as  2-4  yr.
I)|ds
*§ierra     TrigcJ     Hike:          Mike

Ellsuorth  and  Warren  Guartney.
8  through  12  year  olds

-xStink   Base®.      Steve  Belfy   and

Bob  Luke.
#Scavenger   Hunt:       Judi   Berry
and  Eileen  Luke.
3SMake    Berry    Insignia    out    cJf

rock   on  side  of  Sierra   Trigo:
Brian  Larson  and  Troy  Larson.
-¥No   Bears   Out   Tonight.'       Lynn

Ellsworth  and  Van  EllsuJOrth.

13   and   uF)

i€§oft   Ball:      Ropy  Hubbard   and

§haun  Cooper.
#Volley  Ball:    Jc]n  Berry,  Brent
Berry,   and  Lance  Cooper.
*Run        Sheep        Fiun:                 Lynn

Ellsuorth .
#§ardines:     Daylyn  Hamblin  and
_   _  _   _                                                                           _

Tirmy  Hamblin.
#Horseshoes:      Jack   I:oc,per   and

Keith  Larson.

®



CHECl(LIST   OF  VAT   TO   TAKE   TO   T,I   +1CrrE5TEAO

by  Jearmine  Larson
:; .: .: ,1:,.`L::.:I \:. ;`?....I  ii, ;.:.-.:i,. .T`\\

Every  family  rteds  to  decide  what  kind  of  sleeping  arrangements  to  provide  for  themselves.     Tents.  vans,
and rotor  h©  have  all  been  successfully  used  in  the  past.    Note:    There  will  rrot  be  a  teenage  tent  this
year.   and  the  recreation  hall  is  nlot  to  be  used  for  sleeping.  so  plan  accordingly®

I  (1 )  r±g±±thy_=p±s!sLS  for  your  family.    There  uill
be  toe  neals  served,   breakfast  from  7:co  to  9:00
a.m.  and  dimer  from  5:co  to  6:30  p.m.    Any  eating
in   between   Will   be   up   to   you.      Ue   suggest   the
following   for   neximJm   energy   and  cell-being   at
high    altitlrdes:        whole   Wheat    crackers    and/or
bread,  granola bars,  fresh fruit,  vegetable  sticks
in  an  ice  chest--lots  of  camed  or  bottled  fruit
juice.    Renewher  you  unt  to  avoid  a  diet  that  is
going  tc]  create  an  elimirration  prclblen.     You Want
to  get   in  and  out  of  those  outhouses  as  fast  as
you  cant

0   (2)  Disposable  plastic  eating  utinsels.  paper
plates  and  CUJS.

I   (3)   eL±=±a9e__bL3aL±gLS   Of   several   different   sizes.
You  must  be  prepared  to  take  your  c,un  garbage  out
of  caTTP  With  you  when  you  leave.

i   (4)   HLaEfurfuJeS  +r±   Q±di3g±      Handuipes   are
essential  for  keeping  hands  clean.     Or  use  rags:
you  can  Wash  ap  and  throw  away  the  rags.    Cut  old
scx=ks  open,   or   old   taels  and   tee   shirts   into
sect ions .

I  (§)  clothes  line  rope.

I   (6)   Lcng  Outdoor  Extension  Cords  and  a  multi
"Jtlet  Parer  bar.      Electric  sources  limited.

D   (7)  A  mirror  to  hang  on  a  tree  or  post.

a  (8)  Haner  and  nails.

a   (9)   Extra  pairs  of  old  shoes.     shoes  at  the
homestead  get   stained  from  the  red  dirt.     Bring
old  shoes  that  your  kids uen't  Wear  anywhere else.

I    (10)   Urmatched   socks.      This   is   the   place   to_                                          ___     __             .     ___             _    _

uear  out  all  those  unmatched  sccks.

I  (ll )  Old  sueatshirts and  sueaters  and  rainqeal
if  you  have  it.

I   (12)  Flash  lictltS  and  lanterns.

i   (13)   Sleeping   bees  c,I  Warm  bed   rolls  and  olcl
coatso
in4)  Small  shovel  and  broom.

g   (15)  Z_i_plce  bags  to  keep  books/papers  clean.

g    (16)   Ss_I_ipty_I_ES   (in    a   ZiPICX:   bag).       hany   Of
the  younger  generation  have  asked  that  ue  have  a
scripture  session  for  those  who  are  interested.

g   (17)  Coed  hats  and  suncreen  or  sun  blcek.

I     (18)    First    Aid   Kit.®         insect    repellent,
vaseline,  chapstick.  eycoash,  cough  syrap  lotion.
kaapectate.  oil of cloves for  toothache,  medicines
for    earaches®    fever,    and   headaches,    bandaids,
gauze   pads   and   hydrogen   peroxide   for   cleaning
gourds,     neosporin,    themometer,     tweezers    and
redle o

I (1g) ±.
I   (20)   8apke_i_/_s,

g   (21)  Foldinq  cafTP  chairs.     Otherwise  you  might
t]e   standing   ap   all   the   tine.       A   folding   carry
ELe,  aptionel.

i   (22)   Qa__rs  of   soap  Wrapped   in  nylon   net,   tied
With  a  string  to  hang  in  the  trees.

g  (23)  Water  jugs  or  therms  filled  uith  ueter.
or  at  least  bring  contaiher  to  fill.

g  (24)  Toilet  paper  and  paper  touels.

B         (25)        Liquid        detergent,        all-pLJrPOSe.
biodegradable.

I   (26)   [1othes   and  towels  enough   for   the  whc,le
ueek.     (Half  day  journey  to  nearest  Laundromat.)

I   (27)  Favorite  Fun  songs  a  caJrPfire  activities.

I   (28)  School-uellet-size  photos  of  each  rruter
of  your  family  for  our  photo  family   tree.     (t`ro
ea_cb)________    Jeany    Larson    has    BIG   PLANS.        So   gather

those  up  right  after  you  read  this,  and  peck  them
now  so  you  uen't  forget.

I  (2g)  A  positive  attitude  and  a  Willingness  to
endure  physical  hardships  in  order  tc,  enjoy  thc]se
Wonderful  golden moments  With  this  amazing  family.

PLEASE    FILL    OUT,     SEND    CHECK    a    RETURr]    THIS   `PORTION    BY    MAY    15TH'.

we  :I:: kb±ei;;Eg5¥:±i £;o:woyoum= a lf 3m: I 5ayw i i:I b;oig:±±±E§=±Taa=fa±#1 ;g
Reunion  will  not  be  serving  a  meal  Friday  evening  so  we  will  plan
for  food  for  Friday.)

TUBS WED THURS FBI

Breakfast
Dinner

®    \

Please   send  checks  payable  to   "Berry  Reunion"   to
Jeannine   Larson,   Box   709,   Snowflake,   AZ   85937-
please  fill  out  and  send  to  Aunt  Jeany  by  .".ay  15th   i_f  possible.     The
sooner  you  can  get  this  in  the  better.

check  if  you  need  a  pabysitter.     Give  ages  and  number  of  children.  D
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i Effie'§ lamily

®

®

F]ichard  and  Elaine  Ward
Julia   and   John   have   plans   tcJ
join   us   at   the   next   reunic]n
with   their   tuc]   children,   (Who
both,   by  the  way,   seem  to  have
inherited Aunt Myn' s  red hair. )

Jenny  Will   be   graduating   from
BYU  in  April  in  English  and  is
cc]nsidering  the  possibility  of
teaching  English  in  Taiwan  for
six  months.

George has  become  the  barber  in
his  dorm  at  Helaman  Halls,   and
does   a   pretty   descent   job   of
cutting hair.    He does  a  better
job   than  some  barbers  ue  have
known.     He's  getting  ready  fc,I
his   mission,    hopes   to   go   in
June,     or     right     after     the
reunion.

Stephen  received  his   Eagle   on
January    4th.         He    has    been
invited to attend "close-up" in
Washington,   D.I.       It   F]rOVideS
an opportunity to selected High
Schc]ol    Seniors    to    view    the
uorkings c]f the government  from
a   close  vantage  pc]int.     Steve
is   also   the   captain   of   his
Wrestling  team.

Matt     has      been      quite      the
Wrestler     this     year--pinning
several   opponents.       He   had
strong    hc,ld    c,n    c]ne    guy    u

panicked and  yelled at  Matt,

OOH
J==

cant t        breathe! !''                Matt
Whispered in  his ear,  "well,  if
yclu  can't  breathe,  hc]u  cc]me  you
can  talk?''

Melissa  returned  exhausted  but
elated from the opportunity her
High   School  band   had  to   march
in    the    Tournament    of    Rc]ses

F]arade  in  Pasadena  on  New  Years
day.    Did  you  see  her?    She  Was

right in  the  center  of  250  ki-ds
frc]m  her  band.

Erie  recently   returned   frc]m  a
scout  trip  to  the  "big  apFlle"
(NYC).        It's    a   3   hc]ur   drive
from   our   hc]me.       He   described
the  homeless  and  their  methods
of   trying   tc]  be  Warm,    and  hc,w
somebody  stood  on  the  sidewalk
singing    to    try    and    earn    a
little  money.

He       takes       his       priesthood
responsibility     of     being     a
Deacon  I,ratty  Seriously.

Kay's  Family

Dennis  and  F]osie  Byers
Dennis    is    a    shadc]u    of    his
former    self,    having    lost   40
pounds  last  sF,ring.I    In  spite
c]f  the  report in  the  last Berry
F]atch     that     the     Byers     Were
making    their    thircl    move    to
Minnesc,ta ,         Dennis         joined
Quality    St-ores     in    Muskegon,
Michigan    as    CFO    in    January!
The   Minnesc]ta   plans   have   been
scrapped.

Tiff any   is   a   senior   at   BYU.
Melanie   and   Jeff   are   Working
full  time.     Preston  is  nearly
finished  With  his  Eagle  Award.
Brandon is  a First  Class  Scc]ut.

Rc,sis   is   Directc]r   c]f   Aerobics
at   a   Fitness   place,   is   Young
Women I s           President ,            HcJme
DeccJratOr,       Mc]m,       Wife,        and
Persc)n ®

Missionary  update:
§tacey       Berry,       (David       and
§haron's  daughter)  entered  the
MTC   on   January    24   to   F]rePare
for       the      Dublin ,       Ireland
Mission.

Greg   Berry    (Alan   and   Betty's
sc]n)    is    in    the    Los    Angeles
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Mission.

Jim  Hunter   (John   and   Louine's
son)      is      uc]rking      hard      in
Sanfernando,   Spain.

Horma's  Family

Berry  a  JoAnn  Larsen
Julianne's   cross  country   team
went  tc]  state  finals!     She  ran
very  well.     She  has  also  been
taking  vc]ice  lessc]ns.    David is
uclrking   for    an   c]rthodontist,
learning   that   he   is   probably
nc]t   interested   in  becoming  an
orthc]dontist.    He  does  filing,
Works  on  the  cc]mputer  and  dc]es
lab   Work.       Keith   babysits   2
nights    a    Week    for    a    school
c]istrict    program,     earning    a
mountain bike.    He  has  straight
A's.      Bradley   and   Jared   have
tJeen          Playing          CC]mmunity
basketball   (fortunately  it   is
right   across   the   street   frc]m
their      hc]use.)            Barry      is
enjoying    his    uc]rk    as    Field
F}epresentative      for      Senator
Dolittle.      He   is   responsible
for    two    counties,     and    all
agriculture   in   the   district.
JoAnn   has    been   keeping    up    a
demanding  schedule  and  relaxes
by decorating  their  house.    She
is     very     clever,      and     has
cc]mpleted   many   projects.      All
of    the   Larsen   children   have
managed    to    try    skiing    this
year,  most  for  the  first  time.
They  all  picked  it  up  quickly,
especially  Jared.

Chuck  a  Bc]nnie  Middleton
The   Middletc,n's   open   house   at
Christmastime  fc,I  seventy  Wc]rd
Perfect  assc]ciates  Was  a  great
success.       They   had   beautiful
decoratic]ns,  Bc,nnie  cc]oked most
of   the  food,   and  the  children
served!       They   even   managed   a
few     seric,us     cases     of     flu
throughc]ut     that     busy     time.
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They  purchased  a  tree  from  the
Primary   Children's   fundraiser
Christmas     Tree     Display     and
Auction®     It  uJaS  a  Silver  tree
decorated      With      chc]colates.
Emily  Went  c]n   her  first   date,
to  a  dressy  dance.     There  u,ere
fc]ur   couples,    and   they   began
the  festivities  at  fc]ur  in  the
afternoon    so    they    could    do
everything    they    planned    and
still  t]e  back  in  time  for  the
Sabbath.      They  Went  miniature
golfing,    out    tc]    dinner,    saw
''The   Little  Mermaid"   and   then

Went  tc]  the  dance.     Cathy  is  a
tc,p     student,     very    good    at
playing   the   flute,   and   often
takes  c]ver  fc]r  her  mom.    §teven
Will  be  a  deacon  in  march,   and
is   really   looking   fc]ruarc]   to
receiving       the       priesthood.
Becky      and      Jenny      get      gc]od

grades,  love playing With their
friends,  and  are  avid  readers.
Crystal,   age   two,   climbs!   and

talking   in   full   sentences!
Bonnie   i§   a   Sunbeam   teacher.
Chuck   and   his   tJrOther-in-law,
F}oger       F{ice       recently       bc]th
attended   the   same   cc]nvention,
stayed  in  the  same  hotel,   and
flew  out  of  the  same  airport,
tJut  neVer`Sau  each  Other  in  New
York!     We  think  Roger  left  the
same morning Chuck  arrived,  but
if   they  had  known,   they   could
have  made  cc]nnections!

Roger  a  Diana  F]ice
Mike   has   been   transferred
Madisc,n,       New      JeI`Sey.
recently  sent  a  videc]  tape

C)a)tLJJIO

''a    day    in    the    life    of    a
missionary"           home     to     his
family.      It   Was   uc]nderful   to
catch  a  glimpse   of  What  he   is
experiencing.   His apartment in
Keyport  Was  right   next  tc]   the
beach,   and  ue   saw  many  of   the
people  he  Worked  With,   and  had
a    driving    tc]ur    of    dountc]un
Keyport.           §tephanie     is     a
teaching  assistant  fc]r  a  class
taught  by  the  director  of  Folk

8

Dancers     at     BYU.          This     is
fitting  in  very  Well  With  her
dance   educatic]n  major.      Cindy
passed      the      auditic]ns      for
folkdancing   this   spring,    and
she   in    one   of    the   training
classes.    F}andy  finished  third
in  the  district  for  Wrestling.
He  had  a   fine  season,   despite
several   injuries,   including  a
brc]ken  nose.     Anna  has  made  it
through    all    of    the    painful
orthodc,ntic  procedures  and  has
settled   in   fc,I   two   years   of
braces  and  headgear.    Chris  is
practicing    for    the    flipper
contest   at   the   Berry  Reunion.
A   flipper  Was  his  top  request
for  Christmas!     Brian,   age  5,
loves  the  scriptures,   and  has
memc,rized       the      first       tut,
articles  of  faith.

Helen's  Family

I      I

Aubrey   and   Helen   are   feeling
Well   and   have   been   very   busy
the    past    few    months.         Her
sister's   F,aSSing   Was   a   great
loss   tc]   Mom    (as   tc]   us    all).
Dad  and  Mc]m  made  a  rushed  trip
out    to    Missc,upi    a    few    days
after  hearing  of  Aunt  Maree's
diagnosis.    They arrived Sunday

/

evening  to  learn  Aunt  Mares  had
passed  au,ay  just  hours  before.
It  Was  disappointing  not  to  be
able  to  see  her  and  visit  With
her `again  in this  life,  however
they   were    able    to    fly   back
after Christmas tc] the funeral,
and  it was  gratifying  tc, see  sc,
many  relatives.

Mc]m recently  finished rewriting
her       book,        Fascinating
Wc]manhood.     It  has  tJeen  a  huge_        ______ ______i__              _

undertaking.            We      as      her
children are  so often  amazed at
her    dedicatic,n    and    untiring
efforts    tc]    help    uc]men    find
greater   joy  in  marriage.     Dad
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says  she  has  accc,mplished  mole
in   one    life    time    than   mc]st
pet,plc  uc]uld   in  ten.      We  love
and  support  her.

Lane  and  Darlene  Andelin
spent       the       hc]lidays       With
Darlene's   family   in    Kentucky
and      Tennessee.            Darlene's
grandmothers    are    still    both
living,   and   sc]   they   felt   it
important  and  an  oF]POrtunity  tO
be   able  to  take   the  family  c]n
this  vacationo

Brian  and  Helena  Andelin
Their    family    is   doing   Well.
Brian  is  enjoying  his  new  law
practice.       The   children   are
excellent   students   in   schc]c]l
and   very   industrious   With    a
home  business.

Bob  and  Dixie  Forsyth
had their Whole family together
for  Christmas®      Their   oldest,
Tiff any   and   her   husband   Erie
Gonze     enjoy     being     back     in
Missc]uri   and   lc]ok   forward   tc]
their  first  baby  in  March.

Steve  and  Kristine  Hales
are   busy   as   ever   With   their
nine    ''home-schoc]l''    children.
There's    never    a    dull    mc]ment
around    the    Hales'     hc]me    With
their boclk binding business  and
schc,ol  wc]rk.

John  and  Cindy  Andelin
Were  able  tc]  fly  dclun  fc]r  Aunt
Maree's       funeral       after
Christmas.     They  tJrC]ught  their
oldest    daughter,     Emily    With
them,     anc]    also    their    baby,
0|ivia®

i
Robert  and  Ginny  Leavitt

are   dc,ing  fine.     The   children
are    getting    great    marks    in
schc]c]l.      Bonnie   and   §ara   each
have  a  sheep  to  raise,   and  the
boys   have  calves.      We   enjoyed
all   the   family   that   came   to
Missc]uri      fc,I      Aunt      Maree's

®
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funeral.      We   are   expecting   a
new  baby  in  July--this  llJill  tJe
nine  children  for  us.     (F]obert
is working  hard  on  our  upstairs
additic]n--ue        seem       to       be
outgrowing  the  house! )

Paul  and  Judy  Andelin
and  their  five children  came  tcl
Aunt    Maree's    funeral.         They
lc]ok     fc,ruard     to     moving     to
Missouri  in  August  when  he Will
begin   his   practice   in   Family
Medicine.       They   expect   their
sixth  child  in  July.

Craig  and  Merilee  §aunders
had   a   cute   little   baby   girl
born     to     them     just     before
Christmas.     Her  name  is  Haley.
Now      they      have      two      girls.
Mc]ther     and     baby     are     doing

great.

(Dad      and     Mom      now     have      50

grandchildren .I )

News  Flash!
Tim    ancj    Amy    Vogl    just    had    a
baby   boy!          Matthew   Dean   Vc]gl
Was    born    February    15,     1g90!
Mattheu's     I,rC]ud     grandmother,
Jeannine  Larson  Was  able  tc,  be
there®

Just  Married

RotJert  B.   and  Amy  Ellsuc]rth  Eakins

GATHEF{   YOUR   FAMILY'S   PHOTOS   NOW!

We    are    asking    that    each    family    unit    plc,vicje
pictures  c]f  their  family  sc,  that  a  picture  family
tree   of    Herbert    and    May    Berry's    [lan    can    be
assembled   this  year   at  the   reunion.     If  yc]u   are
not   gc,ing   tcl   attend,    then   send   the   photos   in

---_-_J

advance  to  Jeannine  Larson,  Box  709,  §nc]uflake,   AZ
.i_i____L=-__ ___-  ___  i

85937.     We  llJC]ulCj  like  SChOC,i  Wallet  Size  Pictures,
but  any  small  photo  Will  dc].     If  yclu  have  a  family
group  picture  that  yc]u  cjc]  nc,t  need  returned,  then
send  that  instead.     Our  goal  is  to  have  everyone
in   the    family    included!        Dc]n't    be    shy,    quit
Waiting   for   the   F]erfeCt   PC,Se,   Send   in   What   you
have.    It  dc,esn't  even have  to  be  current--it  just
has  to  be  recc,gnizable!

In   fact,    nc]u   that   ue   have   you   rummaging   around
lc]oking,  we  lljould  really  like  tuc]  coF]ieS:     One  for
the  family  tree,   and one  fc]r  c]ur  family  archivist,
Lydia   BerI`y   tO   StCJre   in   her   ''Vault   Of   treasured
phc]tos."     Send   both   cc]pies   tc,   Jeannine,   and   pat
yourself     on     the     back     fc,I     being     prcJmPt     anCj
efficient,    and   HELFIFUL   TO   THE   FAMILY.

JljST    A    SUGGESTION:        While    you    are    looking    for
those  photos,  if  you  find  old  photographs  of  cJther
family   members   that   they  might   enjoy   having,   Why
not   take   them   With   you   tc,   the   reunion   anc]   give
them  to  the  subject  of  the  photc]?
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Maree's  Family

Tfe _following  is  a  very  briof  accouruing  of  news  from
Maree's branch of the family tree:

lay£eP'_sl±a±zi    Angeha  &  Rory  have  achpted  lo  the
M_isso_uTi llfestyle pretty well   Rory suffered from cilllunl Shock
like_ the rest of us did when we first moved here but he jumped
right in and is going to school at Missouri Soulhem   Angele
works in the dental office for her dad and is opening a boutique
s_con_  Angel is  Rekef Sox:iety  Secretary  and  Rory  is  our new
Teacher's Q]JOnrm Advisor ( a breath of fresh air to our youth
prqum).  You can always find a couple of teocheTS and !heir
nonm_ember fronds at Rory's watciring a football game a; just
sp_ending 'irre with him    He's great with  the  kids...gets=a  little
discouraged with some of the a-dulls, but he's lcaming and is a
great asset lo our ward and family.

Vaylene graduated from high school this year and is trying
tp deFide_What dO tO With her itfe after this SPrir,g.   She active
in school and chunk and can be seen cruising town in her LUV

pickrp_.   She has ha dad urapped around her finger and is a
big _help to her aging mother (Aunt Jaycell has I2 grandchildren
with _another on the away and one great-grandchiid with another
on the way)®

Marty and Suzi have settle into the mayhem of continuing
e_ducatipn_ while having smatl chiidren  at  ho,ne.   Tlny are in
Sprinrfeid and doing fine®

§havn & Linda are  in the  Sacramento area and spend
rppeh  of  their  time  chauffewing  kids.    Shown  was  has  in
Missowi before the Christmas holiday and il was wonderful to
get to visit with him   Their kids are real achievers  (thanlts to
the c?ustant support and tutoring from their Aunt Janice).  We
are  hqping  they  can  be  at  the  reunion  this  year.     Malice
c9as_iderS  Shown our nfamous  uncle,"  MaLrty  is Our UTrele with
the best jokesH and *Lence is our Uncle who should have beer,
a nrovie star.

For those who haven't reed it in the Natiorull .Enqliner or
h_fg_r_d_fa _pn Peter Jemings Evening News, IJanCe and Katky are
E_XPECTING A BABY!   We are all so happy for dam   Not
that   thql   pro  excited   or  anything,   but -Lhhee   called  and

qmounced  the  news .when  Katky  was  about  2  weeks  abng.
Lan_ce_ ts  still  coachirig  and  teaching  and  Kathy  is  also.    Sire
p_robably is spending most of her spare lirhe, these days, keeping
Lance calm and mellow as falheinood is approaching.

We know he will spoil this child rotten.  At the hast reunion,
Lance and  Mahah and  I  were  in  Snowflake and took a  mn
over  to_ the  bapkstore.    It  was  Mahah's  birtlrday  and  IA":e

yante4_ tp _pick her up  a "little  so,nethinT.    He bought  her a
beautiful  le?!her  quad  and  toil  her  to  read  her -scriptures
eyeryday. _  She  has  since  carried  them  with  her faithful-ly  and
thql are her prized possessiorL

I  suggfst  we  start  a  -Dear  Lancen  colurm  in  the  Bevy
P?i_!P  so  that  IAnCe  Can  give  us  his  WOrds  Of Wisdom  abOrit
child  r?aring.      Now  at -lest   we   can   wat;h   him  put   his
suggeslious into practice.

Janice_ and Jerome's family is doing froe.  Arty was married
ty  November and grandm got  sick righi after that  so  it has
been  a  pretty  hectic  time  at  our house.    ]erone  is  slid  busy
working 4pwn till dark and the kids are on the go and growing
up  too  fast.     The  highlight  of  the  visiting  with  ail  of  the
c.ompany_ was that U,.'®cle Dean and Uncle Mahay stayed at our
house.   It was great

lenzlnie'S _£±a±Z;   The greatest news in the Lerson famky is
Sfrope's rorrrarroe.   It was so fun to be able.to visit with au of
tfie_ Lersoas®   Tray  and his  wife JennifeT Were here With their

Ppby.   _Briqn  and  his  wife  Medssa,  kept  the  place  hopping.
Brian firrally found his rrralch and is she a deu or what?  DaTir\
and Le_a  Hqmblin have been wor1¢ing on the  rrrost  wonderful
gave that they hope to rrrarket.   It's kind of like Trivial PuTSuil
on.ly it cepteis around scripture uLSe®   We just loved i1.   Wc kind
a,i got. _to pe tP_f ,esl group: Arny and her -husband are apccSing.
Jep.nifT iS Still as !k_nTiv aS ev-er.   Margaret and Sarah -H,ere tke
taut  of  qpr  ward  Priest's  quen»n  drnd  Matt  and  Ja[rod  are
growhg tide weeds.

ISlapi's:£±g]±± All of Leihani's grandchiidren were has for

qr.a,!4ra's `funen_I_ _ Al!nt Lefani ir living north of here (ahout1 I l2 hours) near wanda and her husband John  -Sa[lie ;nd her
husPqr¢ a.re .fro MorftS _worl¢ir\g hard.   David bought a house

qfro V?lerie lire.s ::with. him_  Theey also keep the uwiempkynanlines d?wn wfrh pequ work.   Thorms  is aoing wonderful ire a
groap ho.y}e in A_ndfrsorL _ Jacob gets better l5oking a;e]ry time
Ye  :ee  ftirL    Becky  is_ her  moiner's  helper.     i;ueiin  and
Pus.band. Lery are bup!_ feepi_ng up with tw6 little ones.  Marilyn
is bury keeping up with he;r bi-g Jnes.

It was great to have all of Marilyn's kids home.   Marilyn's
Kin has the cutest  body  bay  named Justin.   Tlais  child is  so
good it's spooky.    He just smiles  and bats his  long eyelashes.
His grandma Marilyn and Aunts Knra and Jenm have apoiled
him rotter which is the way it shouid be.  Jason and Tray both
looked cashing in  their wiiforrrrs.    Kirr,  and K£ky  bch have
great jobs in Alesha.  We're hoping they can eam enougiv in the
next fen, years so they can support their Missowi cousins.

-  Markay's Bunch:  Au of Mar]¢qy's kids were here.  Gcrane

and  Davit have  the  nrost-beautifrll  chiidrerL    David  is  still
working  for  the  Airlines  and  will  soon  have  Tiun  (recently
retumed good-lcoking missionary) tiving with them and worldrg
for tuition money for BYU.  Leo and his wife broughi thor little
givrt   Matlory,  with  therrL     This   child  obviously   takes  after
Michelle.    She  is  a  doll  and  is  well  behaved.    Daylynn  came
(Lori  had  to work and was  missed).   We  loved  having  Uncle
Marl¢ay's family stay with us.

That's about it from Grandma Maree's portion of the berry
patch.   We can't wail till June.
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MEMORoIES      OF      MAY      WHITING      BERRY

by  her  children

when  family  classics  are  told,  our  mother  comes in
for  her  share.    can  anyone  fc]rget  Mother's  icebox
and  dresser  on  the great  White  F]iver  fishing triF]?
or  her  signature  on  a  check,  "May  W.  Brinkerhoff,"
ujhich  the  bank  cleared  Without  question?     Can  ue
forget  the  time  she  tried  on  a  dress  at  Penny's,
rejectec]  it,  then  Walked  c,ut  of  the  store  With  it
under  her  c]ld  dress?    Ue  remember  the  time  she  got
her  car  confused,  and  drove  home  in  the  §heriff's
car,   cc,mplete  With  tuc]-Way  radio,   red  spc]tlight,
and  riot  gun.     We  have  often  wondered  what  Would
have   happened   if   she   had  stepped   on   the   siren.
she   repeatedly  called   a  man  "Mr.   Sterile"  uhc]se
name  hal,Pened  tO  tJe  "Mr.   Virtue."

Mother  c]nce  sent  a  telegram  to  Dean  While  he  Was
serving  in  the  Navy.     It  read--''Letter  failed  to
follow,  stop.    F]lease follow  letter  that  failed tC]
follou9   Stop."

Despite   chronically   pc]c]r   health,    Mother   had   a
driving,   boundless  energy  to  improve  herself  and
others.    She  had  a  fine  posture,  stood  erect,  ancj
carried   herself   in   a   regal   manner.       A   strong
persc]nality,     people     liked     her    readily.          A
magnificent  air  of  self-confidence  emanated  from
hero

Few  people  managed  to  say  no  tc]  Mother.     We  don't
know  Why.      Taking  command   as   sc]on  as   she   entered
a  roc]m,   she  did  so  without  resentment  on  anyone's
part.     A  bc]rn  leader,   it  seemed  natural  When  She
took  over.    She  could  get  more  Work  out  of  people
than   anyone  ue  ever  knew--With  the  exception  of
her  sister,  Aunt  Elda.

Mother   expected   a   lot   from   her   husband,    three
sons,    a    sc]n-in-law,    three   grandsons,    and   two
grandsons-in-law  took  the  easy  Way  out  and  became
doctors   and   dentists.       One   daughter   became   an
authore§s,     one    an    c,utstanding    teacher.         Tucl
daughters  Were  accc]mplished  secretaries.    All  her
children    and    grandchildren    were    inspired    and
benefited  by  kncluing her.    They  accomplished  tasks
abc,ve   and   beyond   the   ordinary   requirements   of
life.    Their  accomplishments  Were  in  a  great  F]art
the   fruition  c]f  her   dreams  fc]r   them.     Thanks  to
her,   the   difficult   became   easy,   the   impossible
only  a  little  harder!

Mother   made   even   the   dullest   task   Seem   like   a
gang.     she  had  the  ability  of  demanding  respect
Without    being    harsh,     yet    uJhen    She    CC,rreCted
anyone,   it  Was  With  firmness  and  always  in  a  lou
and    penetrating    voice.        Like    Aladdin's    lamp,
Mother' s  psycholc]gical  techniques  Produced  magic.

It  Was  ''sail"  down  to  the  StC]re,   Or  "Skip"  C,Vcr  tO
the   pasture   and   get   the   cow,   or   "fly"   down   to
Grandma's,    c]r    let's   "stitch"    uP   a   dress.       We
children    "sailed,    skipped    and    flew"    in    gc]od
Weather   and   in  bad.      Our  pay   Was  always   a  great
big  slice  of  Mother's  sincere  reflections  Of  Our
true  uc,rth.     worth  millic]ns  tcJ  uS,   it  formed  C]ur
habits    and    became    the    very     fabric    of    our
characters.       she   strengthened   c]ur   self-images
until,   by  the  time  ue  Were   grown,   our  egos   Were
indestructible.

Mc]ther's  ''credit  marks"  are  remembered  by  all  Of
us.     These  she  gave  for  the  extra  hard  jobs,   Such
as   painting   outside   in   the   heat   of   the   day.
Weeding,  washing  uindous,  c]r hunting  lc,st  animals.
we   uoulc]    face   sunstroke,    or   frostbite,    fcJr    a
chance  at  one  of  these  marks.    We  never  saw  c,ne  of
Mother's   credit   marks,   nc]r   c]id   she   ever   explain
one  to   us.      5omehou  ue  understood.      Just   Why  ue
Worked  sc]  harc]  for something  so  intangible  is hard
tc]  explain  to  someone  never  having  had  the  thrill
of     earning     c]ne.          Perhaps     she     capitalized,
sutJCOnSCiOuSly,  upon  the  deep  IC,Ve  and  the  respect
uJe  had  for  her   by  giving  uS   the  thing  ue  Prized
most--her  hc]nest  approva1!

Frc]m  the  first,   she  taught  us  self-CC]nfidenCe  and
endeavored to  make  us  into  self-reliant,  positive
thinkers.    t]ur  father  c]nce  brc]ught  home  a  new  boclk
by  crison  suett  Malden,  entitled  He  Can  Who Thinks
H:jE|n.     She  quoted  POSitiVe  Passages  from  this
boc]k   with   repetition   anc]   I,erSiStenCe   until   its
messages  were  integrated  intc,  our  personalities.

Her   son   Kay   said   this   of   her:      ''We   Will   always
remember  one  cold  llJinter  When  this  example  Was  Set
forth.     we  Were  in  Alpine,   living  in  a  lC]g  Cabin
near  the  one-rc,om  school where  Mother  taught.    Dad
Was    back    in    chicago    going    tc,    Dental    SchcJC]l.
Mother's  children  Were  Effie,  Mares,  Kay,  and  Lee-
-and  our  couj.    one  day,  Mother  made  a  large  batch
of    delicic,us   homemade    bread.       We    smelled   it,
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admired   it,    and   then   Went   visiting.       When   ue
returned,  ue  Were  shocked  to  find  our  place  in  a
shambles.      Our   old   cow   had   tJrC,ken   in   the   dC]Or,
messed  up  the  cabin  and  had  eaten  all  c]f  c]ur  tJakedi_
bread®      McJther   met   the   tragic   Situation   With   a
smile,   then  a  hearty  laugh.     Sc]c]n  our  tears  Were
gone9   and  ue  joined  her,   laughing  until  Our  Sides
achedo       She   calmly   announced,    'First,   ue   Will
clean  up  our  cabin,  then  ue  Will  fix  the  door  §c]
our  cc]u  can  never  get  in  again.    I  Will  bake  a  new
batch   of   bread,   and   yc]u  can  help   me!'      We  never
forgot  that  lesson."

It    must    have    been    Mother    who    invented    the
''sanduich"  methc]d  of  criticism.    She  always  put  a

necessary    criticism    between    two    compliments.
Never   known   to   belittle   another   FlerSC]n,   Whether
relative9    friend   Or   foe,    a   PerSOn'S   Self-image
tJeCame  enhanced  in  her  Presence.

Her  daughter,   Mares,   said  this  of  hero.     ''In  the
unpleasant   task   of   discipline,   Mother   took   the
lead.      Yet   she   remained  always   c]ur   loyal   ally.
She   never   told   on   us   When  ue   Were   bad,   and   she
always  told  our  father  When  lLle  uJere  gC]Od.     Mother

gave  him  the  idea  all  those  years  that he  had  the
best   kids  in  the  world.     She   prc]tected  him  from
the  mundane  and  the  lc]uly.     She  F}EALLY  put  him  at
the  head  of  his  home®     I  never  remember  my  father
changing    a    diaper.        I    never    saw    him    open    a
cupboard  dc,or  or  take  a  dish  from  the  table.     And
I  am  glad  to  be  able  to  review  him  in  retrospect
minus  that  picturization,  for  he  could  never  have
commanded  the  esteem  frc]m  us  that  he  did,   had  he
been  forced  to  play  the  role  of  'bottc]m  changer.I
I  do  not  recall  my  father  ever  sFleaking  an  unkind
Word   to   any   of   us.      Mother   saw   tc]   it   that   he
didn't  have  to.''

Helen  recalls:      ''§he   taught  me   to   dc]   difficult
things.      One  Saturday,   she  Was   going  tc]   be  gone
all  day.     I  said,   'Mother,   What  can  I  do  today?I
She  brought  a  piece  c]f  material  from  the  bedroom
and   said,   there,   make  yourself   a  dress.I      I  had
not  had  real  instructions  on  sewing,  but  she  gave
me   her   cc]nfidence.      I   remember   I   picked   up   the
scissors  and  started  to cut  the material With fear
and  a  trembling  feeling.    I  made myself  a  dress  at
ten   years   of   age.        It   Was   sc]mething   I   could
actually  uear.      It   had  little  cc]llars   and   fit
fairly  Well,   ancl  c]f  course,   Mother  Was  very  proud
of  it.

The  next  year  When  I  ujas  eleven,   a  lady  uhc]  lived
near  our   apartment  had   been  making   quilts.      She
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used  to  sit  in  the  evening  and  make  little  quilt
blocks  by   hand.-I   loved   tc]  Watch  her.      I   asked
Mc]ther  if  she  thought  I  could  make  a  quilt  and  she
said,    'Of   course   you   can.I        I    figured   c]ut   a
pattern   and   Mother   gc]t   me   a   lc]t   c]f   scraps.       I
Worked  until  I  had  all  the  pieces  together®     Then
she  helped  put  it  on  the  quilting  frames®    By  the
time 'summer   was   I,vcr,   I   had   cc]mpletely   finished
ito     I  still  have  it  in  my  possession®"

Mc,ther  Was   a  lover   c]f   dramao      Like  her   brother,
Uncle  Eddie,   she  never   saw  a   poor   movie®      After
seeing    ''Duel    in    the    Sun,"    and    ''Ken    Murray's
Blackouts,"   she  rushed  hclme   to  recommend  bc]th  to
the  Relief  §c]cietyo     But  her  flirtation  With  the
theater  uJent  further than  Self-enJoOyment®    Putting
her    dynamic    persc]nality    in    gear,     Mother    was
responsible for countless fund-raising productic]ns
to   help   build   church   buildings®       Flat   O'Brien,
lLIilliam    Farnum,    or    Leo    Carrillo9    She    treated
celebrities  as  equals  to  her  own  children  u,hen  it
came  to  cc]axing  performances  frcJm  them.

Her   brand  of  psychology  Was   something  tc]  beholdo
It  had  to  be  seen  in  action  to  be  believed.     A
true  believer  in   brainwashing,   she  cc,uld   almost
convince  us  that  ue  really  did  like  sc]mething  ue
hated  after  all--like  rhubarb.     Joycell  recalls
that  one  day  her  Grandma  said:

"Jack,    have    some    c]f    this    rhubarb,    it's

delicious. ''
"No  thanks,  Grandma,   I  can't  stand  rhubarb."

can't    stand    rhubarb?        Nc]nsense,     there's
nc]thing  better  than  rhubarb.    I  cc]oked  it myself!"

"Nc]   thanks,    Grandma,    I    really    dc]n't   like

rhubarb . ''
All  the  While,   she  Was  dishing  up  a  nice  big

dish-c,i  pink,-stringy  rhubarb.
''you've  never  tasted  rhubarb  the  ulay  I  cook

it.      Here,    don't   say   you   don't   like   it   until
yc]u've  tasted  this."

By  this  time,  she  had  cc,nvinced  Jack  that  he
didn't  know  what  he  Was  talking  about,   anyllJay.     §C]
he  ate  rhutJarb.

And   the   time,   at   the   reunic]n,    When   we   Were   all
sitting around  the lunch  she  had hastily  preF]ared:

"Here,   Herbert,   have  sc]me  stew."
"But,   May,   it's  been  burned!"
"Nc]u,     HertJert,     you    knC]u    yC,u     like®   burned

stew®1l

In  rememtJering  Our  Mc]ther   as  a  dynamic   force,   ue
are   aF,t   tO   laugh   aS  ILle  recall   the   humC]r   and   joy
Which   followed   in   her   wake.      She   not   only   told
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such   stories   on   herself,   she   laughed   fir-st   and
loudest.

The  honest  student  of  her success  in  life.uil-i  not
a  most  important  fascit  c]f  her  character.    Mc]ther
used  her  pc]uerful  personality  strictly  tc]  dc]  good
in  this  uc,rid.    Gossip,  pettiness,  and  unkindness
Were  tJeneath  her  approach  tO  life.     Her  lc]ve  for
us   Was    never   chilled   by   our    selfishness,    nc]r
stifled    by    c]ur     ingratitude.         Her     lc]ve    Was
beautiful  and  everlasting.      She  Would   sacrifice
her     every     cc,nvenience     for     our     cc]mfort     and
pleasure.        We    really    believed    she    preferred
chicken  backs  until  ue  Were  grollJn uP  enough  tC]  try
One®

Dean     summed     up     cJur     feeling:           "Capable     in
adversity,   generc]us,   firm   in   the  Gospel,   uel1-
read,   level-headed,   capable  of   humor,   marvelous
story-teller--May W.  Berry Was  all these  things tc]
different  people.     But  ue  children  remember  her
for  something  else,   for  the  greatest  capacity  c]f
her  love  Was  reserved  for  her c]un  family.    Warmth,
tenderness,    patience,   anc]   cc]ncern,   chastisement
tempered    With    Warm    goc]d    humor,     encc]uragement,
sacrifice,   and  honor  were -all  part  of  her  great
mother  love.     And  this  Was  her   greatest  role  of
many  she  played  in  this  life.     She  Was  a  Mother,
and  llJe  thank  God  she  Was  ours.''
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A     DAY      IN      THE     MISSION      FIELD

June       194.8

Gg,  "czg/  4/lAJ±Jng  Ge^Ag/

Brother   Kramer,   Who   played   the  piano   for   us   in
Jefferson   .City    for    our    plc,gram,    told    us    the
following  exF]erienCe  he  had.     He  Was  raised  in  a
family  of  12  children,  right  up  her  in  St.  JcJSePh,
Missouri--a fine family  of talented children,  With
exceptic,Hal  parents.     While  he  was  in  Guadacanal
during   W.W.    II,    he   was   uc,unded   and   left   alc]ne
While  his  company  Went  tJaCk  into battle.    While  on
the  shc]re  alone,-he  I,rayed  tO  the  Lord  to  know  Who
God   wa:   and   What   he   lljas   like.      He   had   a   desire
above  live  to  knc]u  this.

Finally,    two   medics  `came   With   a   stretcher   and
carried  him  ontc]  a  hospital  ship.     He  asked  them
if   they   knew   uhc]   Gc]d   Was   and   What   he   Was   like.
They   told   him,    "Yes,"   then   tc]ld   him   they   were
Mormons   from   Salt   Lake   City,    and   cc]ntinued   to
teach  him  the  gospel  until  he  ujas  discharged  and
sEmt   hC,me®

When   he  arrived   tJaCk  in   §t.   JoseF]h   and  told   his
father  he  was  going  to  join  the Mormon  Church,  his
father  begged  him,  and  pled  with  him  nc]t  to  do  it-
-to  at  least  Wait  until  he  had  finished  school.
but  he  said,  "No  Father,   I  can't  wait."    §o  as  he
left,  his  father  asked  him  never  tc]  return  home.
He  didn't  Want  the  other  children  cc]ntaminated.

Brother  Kramer  didn't  know  Where  to  find  Mormons
here,   so  he   Went  back   to  Salt  Lake   City   to   get
baF]ti§ed,  then returned  tO Rc]lla  to attend  schc]ol.
Just   recently,   his   two   sisters  Were   allowed   tc]
visit  him  in  F{olla--then  he  Was  invited  home  for
Christmas.     He  is  our  M.I.A.  President  at  F]c]lla.

It's    a    strange    thing    that    so    many    are    not
interested   and   yet   some   are   §o   deeply   touched.
One  Woman  up   here  at  Columbia  Was  a   smoker  and
drinker    and    c]ne    c,i    the    least    interested
religion.     She  said  that  When  the  Elders  came

co|C)
.rlJJ

her  doc]r,  she  knew  almost  instantly  that  they  had
the  true  gospel.     She  laid  aside  her  cigarettes
and  all  else   of  that  kind.     She   has  tuc]  lovely
daughters  in  the  church,  tJut  her  husband  iS rather
bitter.     Hc]u  can  he  tJe,  When  he  Observes  her  life
cc]mpared  to  What  it  ujas  before?

Presicient  Brown  [May's  brc]ther-in-lau]   is  doing  a
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wonderful  Work  here  With  the  Bc]c]k  of  Mormon  Sales.
He  has  required  that  each  missionary  sell  three
per  day®     At  first  it  came  as  quite  a  shock,   but
after  a  few  prc]ved  it  could  tJe  done,  it  iS  really
getting    under    uJay.        Marian    Stricker    ulas    the
highest  last  Week--she  sc]ld  25  in  c]ne  uJeek,   then
ran  c]ut  of  books®     She  sold  10  in  c]ne  day.     She  is
really   dc]ing   uc]nderfully   well   in   this   mission.
President  Brown  is  a  Wonderful  mission  president.

But  ue  are  losing  our  fine  uar  missic,naries.     We
don't   see   hc,u  ue   can  dc]  Without   them.      It  seems
like   all    their   trials    made    them   very    humble
missionaries®    Two  just left  whc]  Were  prisc]ners  in
Germany--one  has  never  gotten  his  stomach  normal
since   he   starved   so   long--months   and   mc]nths   on
nothing  but  turnips®

It  seems  very  strange  to  me  that  here  ue  are--our
house  right  on  the  very  ground   (accorc]ing  to  the
teachings  of  the  F]rophet  Joseph  Smith)   where  the
Garden  of  Eden  uJaS.     Floor   Adam--surely  he  lost  a
chc]ice  spot  When  he  Was  driven  out  of  here.

But,  the  old  altar,  or  F]art  C]f  it,  Still  Stands  at
Adam-ondi-Ahkman   Where   an   angel  asked   him  Why   he

gave   sacrifices    at   this    altar.        He    answered
saying,   "I   know  not   save  the   Lord   ccJmmanded  me."
I  Wish  sc,me  of  the  rest  of  us  could  acceF]t  more  Of
the commandments  and  teachings  given  us and  really
uc]rk   at   it.      When  ue   came   here,    there   Were   tuo
t]ranches--now  there  are  six,   fc]ur  in  Kansas  City
and  two  in  Independence.     §c]me  c]f  the  authorities
tell  us  that  Jacksoh  County  Temple  Will  be  tJuilt
as  soon  as  the Latter  Day  Saints  are  ready.    Sc,  I
take  it  that  sc]me  repentance  all  over  the  Church
is  necessary.

I  Mother

May  Whiting  Berry

Note  frc]m  Mares  Berry  Hamblin:     I'm  sending   just
bits   and    I,ieCeS   Of   Mother's   DAY    IN   THE   MISSION
FIELD.      I   have   quite   a   few   c]f   them.      She   sent
these   to  us   abc,ut  twice   a  month,   and   I  treasure
them.     These  were  besides  her  I,erSOnal  letters  to
each  of  us.
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MAREE     BERRY      HAMBLIN

Eulogy  written  by  Joycell  Cooper  and  Jeannine  Larson,
delivered  by  Aubrey  Anc}elir`

Mares  Berry  Hamblin  was  born  June  4,1gO8   in
st.   Jc]hns,   Arizona.      Thec]dore   F}oosevelt   Was   the

president.     Arizona  Was  still  a  territory.     The
victorian  age  Was  about  to  end,   thus  bringing  in
the   twentieth  century  With  its  wars,   atrocities
and  pressures.

As  a  child,   she   spent  many  happy  SurmerS   at
her  grandparents'   sawmill  in  the  White  mountains,
or    at    The    Meadows.        When    she    Was    eight,    She
started going with  her uncles  on roundups,  hanging
in  there  from  dawn  till  dusk.     Her  childhood  Was
filled   With   golden    memories   of    simple    family
activities,  laughter,  story  telling,  that  created
eternal  love  and  bc,nding.

Her      grandfather,      Eduin      Whiting,      loved
producing  family   plays,   tc,urine  local   towns  and
larger  cities in the  state  of  Arizona.    At  the age
c]f   14,   Mar:e   starred   as   a   I,lind   Orphan   in   the
play,   The  Tuc]  Orphans,   a  victc]rian  saga  PrC]duCing
heart-Wrenching  tears frc]m the  audience because of
her    performances.        The   production   Was    Such    a
success  it  Was  sc]ld  out  every  night  for  the  two
uleek  run  at  the  Orpheum  Theater  in  Phoenix.

At   the  age  of   eighteen  She   attendeC]  Brigham
young      lJniversity,       receiving      her      teaching
credentials   two   years  later.      While   there,   she
helc]  the   record  fc]r   the  uc]men's  high   jump   in  BYIJ
track.     with  her  cousin  Farr  Whiting  and  friend
Harvey   Platt,    they   c]rganized   the   first   Arizc]na
club  c]n  campus.      There  Were  12  members   attending
the  first  meeting.

In  1926  she married Mark  Elbert Hamblin in St.
Johns     AIiZOna,      a     union     Which     Produced     fC]ur
children:       Joycell   May,    Leilani   Mares,    Markay
Elbert,    and   Helen   Jeannine.       From   these   four
children     came      34      grandchildren,      27      great
grandchildren,   2   great  great   grandchildren,   and
three  on  the  Way.

Mares  and  Elbert  llJere  Called  On  a  mission  tO
the  Hawaiian  Islands  in  lg31.    They  Were  amc,ng  the
last   married   Couples   Called   On   missions   by   the
Mc]rmc]n   church   at   that   time.       Jc,ycell   was   fc]ur
years  old,  and  it  Was  there  that  Leilani  Was  born.

The  islands  left  a  great  impression  On  Mares,
affecting  the  rest  of  her  life  in  a  positive  Way.
She  develc]pecl  a  great  love  and  admiration  for  the
polynesian  peoF]le  and  embraced  their  Culture  and
dance.          she     perfolmeCl    the     Hula    many     times
throughout  her  life,   and  it  lllas  her  love  of

dancing   that  enabled  her  to   dance   so  Well.      She
had  aluJayS  dreamed Of  being  a Professional  dancer,
ballet being  her  first  love.   But the  attitudes  Of
the    times    preventecl   her    fIC]m    achieving    these
dreams,  so  she  turned  tO  teaching  instead.

It   Was  in   the   Islands   that   she   OPened  the
first  private  kindergarten  school.     The  children
of  the Wealthy  and influential  families filled her
classrc]om,   anc]   her   reputation   aS   a   teacher   SC,On
spread   throughout   the    Islands.        Mares   Was    an
unusual   and   gifted   teacher.       She   believed    in
involving   her   students   in   Whatever   the   Subject
matter  Was.     If  it  Was  geo'graphy,   then  they  built
a  paper  mache  map  to  scale,  or  a  native  village  in
the  congo.    If  it  Was  science,   they  might  build  a
space  ship.    or  if they  uele  Studying  the  American
Indians,     she    Would    divide    the    room    intCJ    two
groups.     one  groLIP  UOulC]  gO  Out  and  Create  a  trace
c]n  the  I,ther  and  seek  c]ut  the  signs.    If  they  Were
studying  English,   they  uJOuld  build  a  POSt  Office
and  she  Would  teach  the  children  how  to  Write,  and
mail  letters.

she    never    talked    dc]un    tc]    children,     but
treatec]     them     as     equals.           She     Was     a     gcJOd
cc,mmunicator   and   listener,   and   one   of   the   best
story   tellers   of   her   generation.      Her   teaching
abilities   toc]k   her   to   many   exciting   areas   and
cultures,       beginning      With       Cc]ncho,       Arizona;
Nutric]so,   Arizc]na;  Kilo,   Hawaii;  Pinyon,   ArizcJna;
watts,  califcJrnia  (this llJaS  during  the Watts  riots
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some    of    you    remember    reading    about);    Gridley,
California;   McNary,   Arizona;   Snowflake,   Arizona,-
Kahuku,   Hawaii.     She  spent  the  last  twelve  years
of    her    profession    as    a    state   supervisor    of
Education9    traveling   and    inspecting   elementary
schools  in  Alaska  from  the  Aleutian  chain  to  the
Arctic  circle.

Her    stories    c]f    her    Alaskan    and    Hawaiian
adventures    Were     favc,rites     not    c,nly     of    her
grandchildren,   but   friends  and   strangers  alike.
She  Was  a  member  of  the  first  LD§  Belief`  Society
organized   in   Alaska   in   the  early   1940s.      After
World   War   II   broke  out,   she  drove   a  dump   truck,
helping  lay  the  air  fielc]  at  Elmandorf.

She   ran   two   motels   and   an   apartment   house,
owned  and  ran  a  300  acre  farm,   dragging  tractor,
feeding  pigs,   harvesting  four  acres  c]f  avocadoes
and  ten  acres  of  lemons.    The  only  hired  help  came
at  harvest  time,   and  at  one  time  the  harvest  Was
picked  by  German  prisoners  of  uar.

She    u,as    a    champic]n    of    the    underdog,    the
forgotten  and  the  needy,  the  cold  and  the  hungry.
She   lL,a§   never  too   busy  tO   educate  Or   bui`ld  self
esteem  over   the  furrowed  brows  of  her  children.
She  Would   gather   and   feecl   anc]   provide   financial
aid   and   counsel   to   characters   of   questic]nable
aPF,earanCe.         She    always    defended    herself    by
saying,   "Well9   they'Ve  given  me  no  reason  ncJt   tO
trust  them.''

Often  uhen  a  person  dies,   the  family  members
and    acquaintances   start   to    rid   themselves   of
anger,   or   frustration   caused   by   the   person   Who
Passed  away.     Scars  may  tJe  left.     Mares  certainly
caused  frustration by her  dominant personality and
her  insistence  on  doing  things  her  Way.    But  even
before  her  death,  and  at  the  nellJS  Of  her  illness,
ue     her     children,      grandchildren     and     great
grandchildren,     brothels    and    sister,     in-laws,
cousins    and    friends,     experiencec]    an    instant
dissc]lving  of  any  past  hurts  and  Were  filled with
cc]mplete  warm,  overpowering  love  for  the  wc]man uno
had  playec}   such   a  powerful   part   in   each   of   our
lives.    We  feel  a  deep  emF,ty  VOid  that  Will  not  be
replaced  until  we  are  unitec]  With  her  again.     And
ue  uJill  have  tO  Seek  fC]r  another  u,ay  to  charge  up
our  enthusiasm  and  imagination,   and  our  ollJn  Zest
for  |ifeo

Even  though  she  made  yc]u  feel  as  if  her  life
Was  the   most   exciting   life  being   led,   that   the
Places    She   uJaS   living   uere   the   most   exciting
Places  in  the  World,   in  actuality.   her  life  uJaS
very   hard.      She   experienced   physical   hardships
that   Would   knock   the   feet   out   from   under   any
grandchild.           She      suffered     disappointments,
financial   setbacks,   emotional   stress   that   Would
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send  most  of  us  to  the  valium  bottle  fcJr  relief.
She  Was  a  true  pioneer,   born  With  an  oF]timiSm  and
resilience  that enabled her  to meet  any challenge,
any'heartache,  any  trial,  or  problem  life  laid  in
her  patho     She  endured  difficult  pregancies,   tuJO
divoICeS,  financial  struggles,  physical  hardships
and 'unfair,   unkind  judgements  from  others.

She  loved  life9  and  accepted  each  Challenge
head-c]n.         she    attacked    each    day    With    great
optimism  and  great  gusto,   leaving  the  rest  of  us
in   her   dust,   muttering   and  murmuring   because  we
usually  had   to   do  most  of  the  Work.      Her  first
uc]rds  to  her  grand  daughter  Marilyn  and  daughter
Joycell  after  She  learned  she  had  terminal  cancer
Were:    ''Sit  down,  girls,  ue've  got  to make  lists."

She   had   the   atJility   tc]   make   a   home   out   of
every  house  she  lived  in.     No  matter  how  humble,
run-down,  dirty  or  shabby,  She  Would  turn  it  into
a  place  of  beauty.

Her   tents   at   the   family   reunions   Were   a
gathering  place.     She  didn't  just  pitch  a  tent,
she  cut  and   sewed  several  together,  laid carpets,
hauled  in  sofas  chairs and  tables,  put  up shelves,
hung   pictures   and   set   out   flowers.       In   these
tents9   She  UOuld  gather  in  the  hungry  and  tired,
and  feed  them  With  food,   stories  anc]  laughter.

She  lc]ved  to  hold  court,   and  ue  all  loved  to
be  'her   audience.      Her  stories   grew   better   With
age.    It  did  not  matter  if  she  luas  stretching  the
truth    a    little,     for    they    gave    us    quality
entertainment.

In  her  lifetime,  she  traveled  by  horseback,
horse and  uagc]n,  autc,mobile,  train,  ship,  dogsled,
snoumc]bile,   snowshoe,  fishing  boat,  anc]  airplane.
Mares   u,as   a   legend   in   life,    anc]   Will   never   be
forgotten,  for  her  stores will  be  pa§secl  down from
generation  to generation,  getting  better With age.

Her   love   of   music,    dancing   and   drama   has
evidence    in    the    gifts    and    talents    of    her
POSterity.     She  Was  one  of  the  richest  of  uJOmen,
not  in  material  Wealth,   or  fc]r  her   greatness   in
her  charity  for  others,   but  for  the  love  of  her
children  and  grandchildren.    She  had  the  blessing
of  being  surrounded  by  loved  ones   at  her   death,
making  her  transition  into the  spirit  World  one of
F]eaCe  and  great  joy.

She  Was  vivacic,us  and  full  of  life.     To  say
she       Was       an       unusual       Woman      ucJuld       be       an
underestimation.     Mares    Has    one    c]f    a    kind.3{-3€#

(edited  2/21/gO  by  DMR)

''I    have     never    seen    a    Berry     that    Was    very

ordinary!"                                             Mares  Berry  Hamblin
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ALASKA     ADVENTUR'ES     OF     MAREE

by  her  son,  Markay  Hamblin
L|

''Whenever  I  think  of  Alaska,   I  think  of  my  Mother.     She

She  often  talked  abc]ut  all  the  characters  she  had  knc]un,

lLlhen  Mother   first   uent   to  Alaska,   she   took   her
little  family  with  her  in  1941.    Joycell,  Leilani
and   I-  were   taken   out   of   the   heart   of   Arizona,
Holbroc]k,   Which  is  sort  c]f  desc,late,   and  brought
to   the   land   c]f   Alaska   With   this   magnificently
green  forrest  and  blue  lakes  and  str'eams  Which are
really  fantastic  for  kids.

Well,  Mother  had  been  having  trc,utJle  With  her
marriage    for    quite    a    While,    and    I    knew    it,
although   I  Was  only  five  years  old  at  the  time,
and  I  didn't  knc]u  if  Joycell  or  Leilani  knew,  but
I    susF]eCted   She    Was   having   Problems    With   Dad.
That  Was  one  of  the  reasons  they  Went  to  Alaska.
to  try  and  save  the  marriage.     Later  Mother  told
me    it    Was    like    tJeating    a    dead    horse,     but
nevertheless  she  Was  going  to  make  a  go  of  it.

Sc]   as  ue   got   to   Anchc]rage,   uJe   Settled   dC]un.
It  Was  my  first  year  of  schc]c]l,   a  great  year  fc]r
me.      Mother   was   having   prc]blems,    tJut   being   Six
years  old,  I  couldn't  help  her.

Nevertheless,  marvelous  events  Were  about  tc]
occur   that   Would   affect   our   lives   forever.       I
remember  cc,ming  home  frc]m church,   and  Mother  saicI,
"Mark-ey,    Something   terrible   has   happened.        I

heard  on  the  radic]  that  the  Jar,aneSe  bombed  FJearl
Harbor® ll

And   that   really   changed   our   lives   because
Alaska   was    very   close    tc]   Japan    at    the    time.
Anchorage  Was  a  very  small  cc]mmunity.     There  Were
only  3,000  peoFlle,   and  that  Was  the  tJiggeSt  town
in  Alaska.     We  knew  everybody  in  town,  but  ue  did
not  know  the  drastic  changes  that  Were  about  to
c]ccur.     Mc,ther  gc]t  a  job  as  an  ambulance  driver,
and  she  got  a  job  as  a  truck  driver.

There    Was    a    uar    going    cln,    and    the    only
resources   ue    had    tc,    defend    Alaska   ujere    five
airplanes  out  c]n  the  runway.     Three  Were  obsolete
fighters,   and   tuc,  llJere   bombers  that   Were   SO   Old
that  they  usually  were  in  the  hanger  because  the
spare   parts   had   to   be   shipped   frc,m   the   United
States  tc]  get  them  flying.

Mother-Son  Discussions
So  there  Was  really  nothing  there  to  defend

Alaska,   and  for  the  next  few  months  the  Japanese
Imperial    Navy    Was    c]verrunning    everything    they
attacked.     And  everyone  around  us  Was  speculating

HAMBLIN

lc]ved  the  people,  the  state.
and  all  the  people  she  had  met."

Mares  and  Elbert  Hamblin

when   they   Would   cc]me   tc]   Alaska,    When   uc]uld   they
attack  us.    But Mother  said,  "Forget  that,  Markay,
there's  nothing  up  here  uc]rth  attacking.     There's
nothing  here.    There's  no  threat  tc]  Jar,an.    Now  if
the  Japanese  Were  tc]  attack  Anchorage,   What  Would
they   bc]mb?       What's   uJOrth   a    bomb    in    AnchcJrage?
None  of  those  airplanes  are  llJOrth  anything."
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That's   how   practical   she   uas®       She   was   sc]
practical.     The  only  thing  I  cc,uld  think  c]f  Was,
"Mother,   maybe   they'll   hit   the  school.      Do   you

think  they'll  hit  the  schc]ol?"
"Forget  it,  Markay,  the  Jar,aneSe  Imperial Navy

is  not  gc]ing  to  take  the  school  out  just  for  you."
§o  she  uJaS  Very  Practical.     She  always  talked  to
me  like  an adult.    We  always  discussed  things  like
this®

Well,    the   marriage   broke   up,    and   uJe   left
Alaska  in  February  of  lg43.    But  she  had  made  some
Wonderful   friends   and   cc]ntacts   in   Alaska9   Which
she   kept   and   urc]te   to   all   thrc]ugh   the   coming
yearS®

The  Making  of  an  Educator
we   mc]ved   tc]   the  `states   and   about   20   years

later  her  second  marriage  broke  up.    She  cc,uldn't
think  of  anywhere  to  go  except  Alaska  to  get  back
up   on   her   feet.      §o   she   went   tJaCk,   and   She   had
sc]me   Wonderful   friends,   marvelous   friends®      She
got   a   job   teaching,   and   then   one   of   her   best
friends  said,   "Look,   Mares,  why  dc]n't  you  go  down
to  Juneau  and  aFIPly  fC]r  a  job  there  that  I  knc]u  is
open®     It's  a  supervisor  job,   and  you'd  get  a  lot
better  pay."     Mother  really  didn't  know  What  she
u,as  getting  in  to.

She   uJaS   made   Supervisor   Over   all   SCHOOLS   in
Alaska.     She  had  to  check  on  all  the  schools  from
time   to    time    and    mc]nitc]r    things    and    see  `hou
everything  Was  going.

Let  me  tell  you   sc]mething  about  Alaska®      It
is  no  easy  piece  c]f  geography.     It  is  very  close
to    Russia,    and    in    between   Russia    and    Alaska
there's  a  very  cold  current  that  comes  from  the
north.        And    up    from    Japan    comes    a    very    Warm
current.

Thc]se    tuc]    currents    meet    at    the    Aleutian
Islands.      The   two   currents   create   tut,   things:
absc]lutely  tell-ible  Weather,  and  the  best  fishing
in   the   World.     Fishing  bc,ats   cc]me  from  all  c]ver
the   World    and   get    permission   from   the   United
States    to    fish    in    the    Bering    sea.        It    is
absc]lutely  teeming  With  fish.

This  is  F]art  C,i  the  geography,  the  abSC,lutely
terrible  Weather   c]f  the  Aleutians.     There   are  a
lot  of  little  villages around  the  Bering  sea,  and
on    the   Aleutians.        If    you    go    c]ut    to    these
villages,     they    are    ab§c]lutely    drab    and    you
uJOuldn't    Want    tO    live    there    because    Of    the
Weather.

But  these  people  make  a  lot  of  money.    On  the
incc]me  tax recc]rds,  the, typical  fisherman in  thc]se
villages   cleared   atJC]ut   $85,C]00   a   year,   and   that
Was  a   lot  in  those  days.      They  also   had  tc]  make
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$125,000  above  that  just  to  get  their  commercial
fishing  licensee    So in  these  small  villages9  they
Were   very  Wealthy,   and   they  only  hac]   tc]  work  for
that   wealth   fc,I   a  few  mc]nths  c]ut   of  the   summer,
during  the  fishing  season®

Now   each   village   had   its   c]un   school,    and
Mother  had  to  gc]  from  school  tc]  school  to  mc]nitc]r
each   one    to   make    sure   everything   Was    in    gc]od
shape®          I'm    c]nly    going    tc,    tell    you    a     few
adventures  Mother  had  While  she  traveled  tc,  thc]se
schools.       She   had   all   the    schocJIS    frCJm   Point
Barrc]u   c]ut   to   the   Aleutians®       All   the   uJay   frC]m
Ketchikan  to  Nome®

Adrift  I,n  the  Bay
One  time  she had  to  get  up  tc] a  small  village

called    EleF]hant    Nose.         It    Was    c]n    a    little
peninsula  that was  shaped like  an elephant's  nose.
It  is  hard  to  get  around  in those  villages because
the  weather  is  so  terrible,  and  the  logistics  are
absc,lutely  horrible9  just  trying  tO  get  from  One
village  to  another.

She   hired   a   bush   pilc]t,   to   get   her   to   a
village  very  clc]se  tc]  EleF]hant  Nose,   but  the  bush
pilot  said,   ''I  can't  land  there,   because  there's
nc,  strip  anywhere near  that  village  that  I  can  let
dc]un  on.     But  I   can  fly  you  to  a  village  across
the   bay,   and   yc]u   can   hire   someone   in   a   bc]at   tc]
take  you  across  the  bay  to  get  tc]  that  school."
§o  that's  What  she  did.

So  she  got  tc]  the  c]ff-point  Where  she  Wanted,
and  she  didn't  find  anybody  Who  cc]uld  take  her  in
a  boat  across  the  bay.     It  Was  pretty  rough  that
day,   and  the  seas  Were  very  high.

Finally,  she  fc,und  sc]mebc]dy  that  said,  "Sure,
I'll  take  you  across,  but  I'll  do  it  for  $50."   In
those  days,  that  Was  quite  a  bit  of  mc]ney,  but  she
said  OK.     She  got  in  that  boat,   and  they  gc]t  out
intc]   the   heavy   sea.      The   small   boat   Was   only   a
Gory,   and   thc,se   seas  Were   gc]ing   up   and   down   and
they'd   get   up   to   a   peak   and   then   go   dc]un   tc,   a
valley,  and  up  again.

Then   the  man   who  Was   taking  her   I,vcr  said,
''Nc]u   lc]ok,   if   we're  gc]ing   to  make   it,   ue've  got

to  get  the  water  out  of  the  bc,ttom  of  the  bc]at."
She  hadn't  knc,un  it  Was  a  leaky  boat.    He  gave  her
a   can,   and   she   started   thrc,Wing   Water   c]ver   the
side  of  the  boat.

At  this  point,     she  nc]ticed  he  Was  taking  a
bottle   out   c]f  his  pocket  every   now  and   then  and
drinking.    This  Worried  her  a  little  bit,  tJeing  On
the  high  seas9  in  a  Small  leaky  boat,  With  a  Pilot
that  was  getting  inebriated.    Finally,  he  tc]ok one
last  big  drag  on  that  bc]ttle  and  fell  over,  cold.
She  couldn't  get  him  to  regain  conscic]usness.
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There  she  Was,   adrift   on  the  tJay,   With   high
sea  Waves   carrying   her   up   and  down.      A   long  lljay
out    she    cc]uld   hear    those    high   llJaVeS    Crashing
against  the  shore.    The  Waves  Would  hit  the  rocks
a'nd  the   shc]re   and   sc]und  just   like   cannon   shots.
She  knew  she  knew  she  had  to  dc]  something.

She    uasn't    Worried    about    the    boat    pilot
anymore,   so   she  just   sat  c,n  the   top  c]f  him,   and
tc]clk  c]ver  the  tiller.     Every  time  she  got  c]n  tclp
of  one  of  those  swells,   she  stc]c]d  up  so  she  could
catch  a  glimpse  of  Where  the  harbor  entrance  Was.
She   had  to   get  to   that   harbor  entrance,   for  on
tJ-C,th  Sides   Were   those   big  rocks   Where   She   heard
the  Waves  crash.

When  she  went  down  in  the  valley  and  had  one
hand  c]n  the  tiller,   she  emptied  the  Water  clut  c]f
the  boat.    She  not  c]nly  had  to  keep  the  boat  going
the  right   direction,   she   had  to   empty   the   boat
frc]m  all  the  Water  that  was  cc]ming  in.

She  said  she  didn't  have  time  to  get  seasick,
she  Was  too  Worried.     Finally,   she  got  that  boat
intc]   the  harbor,   and  it  was  so  Wonderful  to  get
safely  tc]  her   destination.     She  tied   up  at   the
harbor  and  Went  to  the  nearest  and  only  store  in
tclun,   and  said,   "Lc,c]k,   there's  a  guy  c,ut  in  that
boat    that    needs    some    help.        Would    yc]u    send
somebody  out  there?"

The  guy  in  the  grocery  store  said,   "Look,   I
can't  go  right  now,  but  I'll  ask  somebody  else  to
do  it."     And  she  said,   ''Don't  forget,   because  he
might  freeze  to  death  out  in  that  boat."    So  she
uJent  Over  tC,  the  School,   and  took  Care  Of  things.

A  few  hc]urs  later,   this  guy  that  had  fallen
in  the  boat,   came  in  all  Wet.     What  had  happened
is  that   nc]  one  had  gone   c,ut  to  get  him,   and  the
tJOat  half  Sank  before  he  Sabered  uP  enough  tO  get
out   of   the   bc]at.       Mc]ther   finally   gc]t   off   the
island,    but   this   Was   typical       of   her   Alaska
experiences.

Useful  to  the  State
Mother  became so useful to  the State that they

asked  her  tc,  dc]  c]ther  things  besides  check  c]n  the
schools.    The  police department  uc]uld  ask,  "F]lease
check  on  §c]  and  So  because  he's  on  probatic,n,   and
ue  don't  have  anybc]dy  to  fly  out  there,   and  it's
tc]o   far.      So   When   you   go   thrc]ugh   that   village,
check  c]n  him  and  see  that  everything's  all right."
And  she'd  have  the  federal  government  cc]me  to  her
and  say,  "Look,  on  the  map  it  says  this  village  is
right  here.     Now,  is  that  true?"    And  she'd  say,
"No,   it's  been  atJandC]ned  years  agC].     Nc]tJC]dy  lives

there  anyinore.     It's  just  a  ghost  town."     Sc]  she
became  a  real  authority  on  Alaska.     She  had  tc]  be
very  brave  to  be  doing  uhat  she  uJaS  doing.

What  impressed  me   about  my  Mother  more  that
anything   else,   is   that   she   gc,t   acquainted   With
about  every  kid  in  Alaska  and  she  knew  Who  neaded
coats,    and    uno    needed    socks.        She    lLlaS    always
mailing  sc]mebody  shirts,   sc]cks  or  coats  all  c]ver
the  state  of  Alaska.

Another   thing  she  had  tc]   do  Was  mc]nitc]r  all
the   families   in   sc]me   of   these   villages.       The
sc]cial  services  asked  her,  ''Wc,uld  you please  check
on  this  family,  because  they  are  having  trouble."
Sometimes  she  Would  tell  the  F]olice Department  Who
tc,  issue Warrants  to  for  arrests.    Mother  was  very
u:eful  tc,  the  State  of  Alaska,   as  Well  as  being
very  brave.

Wc,ndering  If  They'd  Make  It  Across
Another c]f the typical experiences Mother had

c]ccurred  When   she   uen`t   c]ut  tcl   small   villages   in
central  Alaska  by  the  Yukon  river.     The  villages
uJere   in  the  woods,   SO  the  bush  Pilot  had  tO  land
on   the   lake.      He   landed   in   the   Winter   time   c]n
skis®

It    Was     fall,     and     everything    Was     just
beginning  to  freeze.    The  bush  pilc]t  landed at  the
lake   and   let   Mother   off.      When   she   had   to   come
tJaCk,    She   radiOed   into   Fairbanks,   and   he   said,
"oK,   but  rememtJer   tC]  gO   C]n   the  Other   Side  Of   the

lake  this  time,   because  I  can't  get  on  that  near
side  as  easily  as  I  can  get  on  the  other  side."

She  hired   a   boy  Who   uJaS  about  12   years   old
tc]  use  his  snow  machine  to  get  her  out  across  the
lake   to   where   the   bush  I,ilOt   lljaS  gCling   tC]  land.
He  had  a  little  sled  behind  his  snow  machine  and
he  put  her  in  the  sled.     It  had  tJig  Skis  C,n  it,
and   they  went   over   the   snow   and  came   up   to   the
|ake®

As  sc]on  as  they  got  on  the  lake,   it  began  tc]
break   up.        She    said    she    could    hear    the    ice
cracking  right  underneath  her,   like  a  shot.      As
soc]n  as  that  boy  heard the  ice  cracking,  he  gunned
up  his  snow  machine,   and  Went   flying   acrc]ss   the
lake.    Mother  said  she  looked  dc,un,   and  the  Water
Was  cc]ming  up   almost  over   the   edge  of   the  sled.
The   sled   Was   kind   of   a   bc,x-like   thing,   and   it
reminded  her  of  a  coffin.

The  ice  Was  just  strong  enough  to hcJld  uP  the
snc]u  machine,   but  it  uasn't  strong  enc]ugh  to  hold
her  up.      The   sled  water-skied   right   behind   the
snow  machine.    She  skidded all  across  that  lake  of
icy  water,  and  finally  got  to  the  other  side.    The
bush  pilot Was  standing there  Watching  them  cc,ming
across   that   lake,   Wondering   if   they'd   make   it
aCrOSSo

As  soc]n  as  she  got  there,   she  loc]ked  tJaCk  at
the  great  big  Flath  C]f  broken  ice,   Where   they  had
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been.    When  she  got  balk  tC,  Fairbanks,  she  tc]ld  me
that   the   State   really   uasn't   paying   her   enough
mC)Hey .

Tc,  do  this  jc]b  well,  and  check  c]n  every  sFhOOl
in  the  state  of  Alaska,  she became  an  authority  c]n
human   nature.      She  uc,uld   cc]me   home  and   Fry  On   my
shc]ulder  about  everything  that  Was  Wrong  With  the
American  Education   system.      She  didn't   think   it
Would  ever  uc]rk.     She  was  a  Wonderful  mother9   and
she  Was  cc]ncerned  about  everyone.     She  lLJOuld  tell
me  about  kids  that  had  been  abandoned  out  in  the
villages.         And    she'd    have    to    make    out    the
necessary  papers  for  the  state  to  go  get  them  and
put  them  in  tJetter  hC]meS,  and She  always  felt  Very
deeply  about  the  Women  and  children®

100  MPH  Winds  and  the  Air  Force
I   remember   one   other   prophecy   she   made   in

World  War   II,   going  back   tc,  When  ue  first   lived
there.     The  Japanese  had  taken  tuc]  of  the  outer
most  islands,   and  she  tc]ld  me,   "Mark9   We   finally
got   beaten  tJy   the  JaF]S   at  F]earl   Harbor,   but   now
they  have  to  spend  the  Winter  out  c,n  one  c,i  those
islands.    If  you  ever  get  c]ut  there,  the Winds  are
blowing  tJetueen   70  miles   and  a   hundred   miles   an
hour.     I  can't  figure  Why  they  Would  do  thato   The
Winds  are  sc]  strong  there,  yc,u  could  never  land  or
take  off  in  an  airplane."

A   few  months  later,   the  American   Air  Force,
sent  out  24  B17's  to  those  islands.    And  everybody
in   Anchc,rage   told   them,   ''Don't   do  it."        Mc]ther
said,   "Markay,  you  ll,atch  uhat's  going  tc]  happen."

The  Air  Force  sent  c]ut  24   B17's9   and  22  were
destrc]yed  on  landing,   because  there  was  a  100  mph
Wind   ancl   When   the   pilots   tried   to   land,    they
cc]uldn't  because  every  time  they  tried  to  land,
they'cl   get   pushed   back   into   the   air.      Sc]   they
tried   to   land   cross   Wind,   and   that's   When   the
trouble  began.

The  reason  I'm telling  yc]u  that  is  that's  the
environment  in  Which  my  mc]ther  Worked.      She  Went
to  all  those  islands    in  those  fierce  Winds,   and
the envirc]nment  u,as  absolutely atrc]cious.    She  had
a  lot  of  adventures  over  the  years.     She  wrote  a
lot  c]f  her  adventures  down,  but  a  lot  of  them,  she
didn't    Write    abc]ut.        Whenever    I    think    about
Alaska,    I    think   of   my   Mc]ther.       She   lc]ved   the
pec,pie,   she   lc]ved   the   State.      She   often   talked
about  everyone  she knew and  all  the  characters she
had  knc]un,   and  all  the  peoF,le  She  had  met.

There  are  tug  little  islands  between  Siberia
and   Alaska.       One's   called   Big   Diamead,    and   the
other  is  called  Little  Diamead,   and  they're  fc]ur
miles   apart.       Russia   owns   one,    and   the   United
States  I,uns  the  other.    And  the  sehc]ol  department
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had  a  little   tiny  schc]ol  out  on  Little  Diamead.
Why   anyone   would   Want   to   live   c,n   a   rock   in   the
middle  of   a   sea,   I   don't   know,   but  some   Eskimos
did,    and   they-loved   it®       And   they   made   their
living  out
there,   so  Mc]ther  had  tc]  go  check  on  the  schc]ol.

One   day   She   ujas   out   there,    right   in   the
middle  of  Winter,   and  the  Whole  ocean  uJaS  nothing
but  sc]lid  ice.    It  Was  very  dangerous  ice  because
it  Was  always  mc]ving,   and  you  cc]uld  hear  it  move®
She  loc]ked  out  c]f  the  school  uindous  and  she could
see  a  Fiussian  patrol  clut  there.    They  were  c]n  snow
machines,   and  they  came  up  to   the   International
Dateline9   right   near   the   bOrC]er,   and   then   they
turned   and   Would   go   back   to   Big   Diamead.       She
didn't   realize   how   clc,se   F}ussia   and   the   United
States  Were  until  that  moment.

Point  Barrou's  Alcc]holic  P.roblems
One  time  she  Was  visiting  F]oint  BarrcJu,   and

the  pec]ple  liked  Mother  so  much,  they  asked  her  to
be   head   of    the   committee   tc]   help    With    their
alcclhOliC  Problem.      §O   She  Said,   "OK,   invite   the
12  most  prominent  citizens  in  town  and  ue'll  get
together  and  work  out  a  prc]gram  to  help  solve  the
alcoholic  prc]blem."     She  gc]t  to  the  meeting,   and
she  Was  the  only  cJne  there.     Nobody  else  shc]ued  up
because  they  Were  all  drunk.     She  had  tcJ  90  rC]und
up  everybody  and  get  them  to  the  meeting.

Those  were  sc,me  of  the  adventures  Mc]ther  had
in   Alaska.     She  uJaS   a   Very  resilient  uC]man.     She
always  tried  tc]  stay  positive.    She  uc]uld  get  down
in  the  dumps,   but  it  uasn't  very  often  that  she
Would    get    tc]    a     point    of    discouragement    or
frustration  Where  she  couldn't work  her  Way  out of
it.     Sometimes  she  said  she  had  tc]  stop  thinking,
so  that  she  uouldn't  get  tc]o  negative.

I    am   very   thankful   fc]r   such   a    wonderful
mc]ther.       She   Was   very   thc,ughtful   of   everybody.
She   Was   very   kinc],   and   very   forgiving,   a   great
example. *#3€

(funeral  remarks  edited  2/21/90  by  DMR)
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IndJStrlal  Ideas of harce Berry Hatlin
1.    An  American  rickshaw  corrpany.
2.      A   trash   bag   vith   a   pasteboard   bottCm   and
pasteboard rollers far  the heavier  trash.  SO `lfflen
don't  have  to  Wait  on  a  man  to  do  it.
3.    A  urigt  strap  for  children With  a  Iced  alam
to  scare  away  kichapeers.
4.     A  soeater  or  jacket  With  a  kangaroo  Pouch  in
front  to  hold  a  nell  baby,  a  kitten  c]r  small  dog.
5.    An  oblong  umbrella  for  tve.
6.     A  T.V.   attachment  blasting  a  Warning  against
pictures  llot  intended for  children.    (LotJd  enouen
for  parents  to hear  if  they  are in  arrother  rocm. )
7.    A hospital  goun vith threeoarwhOleS.    Put  arms
through  two  holes,  then  Wrap  the  third  on  arotJrd
to  put  the  first  am  through  again--ctoing  acay
With  the  need  for  ties.
8.     A  `mistuetch  with  an  Slam  fc]r   children  to
come  hcme,  or  in.  when their  allotted  tine  is ap.
9.     A  plastic  tree  house  to  be  installed  by  the
seller  (in  Cue  Piece).
10.     A  car  that  runs  on  Water   (try  son  knCus  the
for-la ) .
ll.      A   car   patterned   after   the   frodel   A   Coupe,
excapt  With   a   starter,   maybe  made   of   plastic--
de[ $700.
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MAREE      BERRY      HAMBLIN:    ONE      OF     A     KIND

by  her  daughter,  Joycell  Hamblin  Cooper

Found  among  Maree's  things  was  a  note  she  had  written:n7 o  ±Jln 72J2Itag2JLJ,--#inA±  4±J7;Cl|ghlnn  LIP   yOuJt  OljJrL  J7;OOm.,   ±haJt  ±Jln  toOnld_I "

If   any   c]f   us   learned   anything   at   all   from
knowing  Mares   Berry   Hamblin,    I   hope   it   Was   her
positive   attitude.      That's  What  keF]t   her   going.
She  loved  life  With  such  zest,  each  day  was  a  new
adventure,     each    stranger    a    friend,-and    each
experience  a  challenge.

The  Words of  the sc]ng,  ''Pick yourself up,  dust
yc,urself  off,  and  start  all  over  again"    describe
Mc]ther.    I  know  of  no  one  who  picked  themselves  up
dusted  themselves  off  and  started  all  over  again
more    than    she    did.        whe-n    we    were    yc]ung    and
follouJed   my   dad,   Elbert   Hamblin,   from   place   to
place,   she  made  a  game  out  c]f  it.

Each  house,   no  matter  hc]u  run  down,   became  a
lc]vely  hc]me.     I  rememtJer  Once  She  Wallpapered  the
ceiling  in  the  kitchen  with  strawberries  because
paint  u,ouldn't  cover  the  stains.    No  I,ne  had  ever
heard  of  such  a  thing,  but  soon  several  neighbors
had  kitchen  ceilings  covered  With  strawberries.

In  Holbrook,  ue  didn't have  a  couch,  so Mc]ther
Went   to   the   dump,    and   acquired   two   car    bench
seats.      She   upholstered   them  in   denim,   put   big
White  buttc]ns  in  each  tuft  in  the  back,   and  add=d
a  flc]unce  arc]und  the  bottom.    Folks  came  frc]m  near
and  far  tc,  lc]ok  at  thosel  two  love  seats.     Between
them,    two    c]range    crates    cc]vered   With    a    floc]r
length  White  cover  made  a  dandy  table  for  a  lamp
Whose  shade  just happened  to  be  made  out  c,i  scraps
of  the  same  denim.

Lc]oking  back at her struggles,  I  am sure there
u,ere  many   times   McJther   ujOuld  have   liked   tO   have
thrc]un  in  the  tc]uel  and  given  up.     But  none  I,i  us
ever  saw  those  times,  for  she  Was  alu,ays  cheerful
and  pc]sitive,   and  made  the  best  c,i  What  she  had.

She  Was  the  champion  of  the  underdog,  and  Woe
unto   that   F]erSOn   Who    spoke   ill,    Criticized   Or
accused  some  poor  soul  Who  ujas  c]c,un  and  c]ut.     She
always  saw  the  best  in  others,  even  if  she  had  tc,
lie a   little.

Her   wonderful  imagination   manifested  itself
later  in  life  as  she  started  Writing  her stories.
She  Was  a  true  rc]mantic  adventuress,  and  for  years
I  argued  that  her  experiences  in  Alaska  Would  be
a  best  seller.    She  just  shrugged,  saying,  ''No  c,ne
Would  ever  believe  it.''

No    mat-tar    Where    she    Went,     Alaska    c]r    the
Hawaiian  Islands,   if   the  culture   was  different,I

she  always  sought  out  the  c]ldest  resident  in  the
village  and  learned  of  their  stories  and  customs.
She   knew   more    abcJut    the   State    C]f    Alaska    than
anyone  else  in  the  state.

As  Supervisor  of  Schools,   it  was  her  job  to
visit  every  school  in  Alaska.     She  cherished  the
mementoes  c]f  those  years.     What  other  Woman  uc]uld
have  a  uhale's  vertebrae  sitting  in  the  cc]rner  of
the  living  rot,m?    Or  a  little  stuffed untJOm  Seal
staring  dc]un  from  the  mantle  c,vcr  the  fireplace?
Or   have   big   Wolf,   bear,   uolverine,   and   recl   fox
skins  hanging  on  the  Walls?

One  clay,   as   I   got  out  of  my   car,   a  scrubby
loc]king    young    man    came    out    the    front    doc]r.
Quickening    my   steps,    I    hurried   intc]    the   Blue
Castle   expecting   tc,   find   my   mother   mugged   and
unconscious  on  the  floor.     To  my  relief,  she  u,as
flecking   away   at   her   typewriter   keys,   CC]mPletely
uncc]ncerned  at  What  ujas  gc]ing  c,n  arc]und  her.

"Mother,"   I   gasped,    ''uho   in   the   uc]rld   Was

that   mangy   looking   guy   cc,ming   out   of   the   house
just  now?"     she  stopF]ed,   fleered  Over  her  glasses
and  smiled.     ''Just  a  yc,ung  man  uhc]  is  douJn  CJn  his
luck  and  needs  a  room  to  rent.''

''you   didn't   rent   him   c]ne,    did   yc,u?"      ''of

course,"  she  answered.
"you mean  he  has  mc,nay?"    "No,  but  he  assured

me  he  just  started  a  jc]b  and  Will  pay  me  half  the
rent  frc]m  his  first  paycheck  in  two Weeks,  and  the
other  half  at  the  end  of  the  month."

''But  Mc]ther,  can  you  trust  him?"    ''I  not only

trust  him,  I  lc]aned  him  enough  money  to  buy  food."
She    accepted    pet,plc    as    they    lLIere.        She

neither    judged   them,    nor   cc]ndemned   them.       She
Would  invite  the  lowliest bum  intc]  her  F]arlOr,  ask
him   to   sit   in   her   best   chair,   and   carry   on   a
conversation    with    him    as    though    he   Were    the
President  c,i  the  United  States.

This  is  What  she  did  uJith  that young  man  that
day,   for  When  he  came  dc,un  the  steps,  his  head  lLlaS
held  high,  and  he  looked  me  right  in  the  eye  as  an
equal,   giving  me  a  llJarm  Smile  as  he  I,aSSed  by.  How
much  better  off  the  wc]rld  would  be  if  ue  cc,uld  all
love  and  respect  each  other  like  that.    Mother  llJaS
one  of  a  kind,   and  uJe  are  all  going  tC]  miss  her,
for  life  Will  never  be  the  same  Without  her!
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THE     SPIRIT     WAS      IN     ABUNDANCE

by  Janice  Cooper  Falls

How  can words  begirl to  describe  the  toss  we feel at the
passing  of  our  mother,  grandma,her,  great-grandmother  and
great-great-grandmother?   She is sorely missed.   She was  (and
is) such a positive influence on her posterity.

The greatest tribute paid her was the attendance of hearty
everyone  of her  direct  descendants  at  her funeral.    Witi h  the
exception of Shown (who had just seen grandnra while visiting
the week before) and his famky, and Lance (who land Coaching
obligatiorrs he could not get out ofl and his wife Katky, all of
Joycell's chiidren and grandchiid and great-grandehiidren were
there.    Keith   &   ]eannie    (and   atl   of   their   children   &
grandchildren),    Markay's   kids    (and   grandehildren),    and
Leileni's entire family was here.   Even Mar{lyn's girds living in
Ahasha, and Jason (Marilyn's son stationed in North Dakota)
m W Zth

Uncle Aubrey toil Grandmn's life story.   He has such a
wonderful way  of speaking and everyone was  touched ly his
remarks  (especially the non-members).   Uncle Mari¢ay toil of
some  of  grandnra's  Alashan  adrentures.   It  was   the  most
uplifting   funeral   service   I've   ever   attended.      We   had   a
"Grandchildren & Great-grandehildrenn choir. There were 47 in

the   choir  and  we   sang  3   of  grandlra's  fiavorite  Primary
songs..."Jesus Once Was A Little Child, I Am A Child Qf Gee
and Families Can Be Together.

Needless to say our hones were loaded with company and
we  enjayed  every  single  chaotic  monent.    The  Monett  and
Pierc_e Crty Wards brofught .in food the entire wegk and p;epared
a  wbnd6heJJ  luncheo;foilo;ing  the  services. --Ther; w;re  so
many cousins there is was like a great Berry reurlion.

The spirit was in abundance throughout the weeko   Even
with all of the .sleeping on floors and may irttonveniences of
crowded bathroom and coil showers (if you were last in line)
tfaeir _was  no_  contentiorL..just  an  OutPOwimg  Of  love  between
family members.

For thos_e who have never had the opportunity and privilege
of being_with someone just before and dwig death, all I can
say  is  that  is  can be  a wonderful experience.    I  realize   that

'NVOC^T[ON

SONG

LIFE    H'STORY

CHORUS    MEDLEY

P ROGfi^M

JOl"   ^NOgRSON.    HOME    TEACHER

-I    V^LKEO    TOO^Y    WHERE    JESUS   WALKED-

JE^NNINE   L^RSON.    O^uGHTER
gR{AN   L^RSON,    GR^NOSON
O^RfN   L^RSON.    aR^NOSON

AU8REY   ANOELIN,     gROTHgR    IN    LAW

-JESUS   ONCE   WAS   A   LITTLE   CH]LO'
®]    AM    A    CHILD    OF    GOO'
'!    HAVE    A    FAMILY   HERE    OH    EARTH-

GR^NOCHILOREN    AND   GREAT    GR^NOCHILDREN
OF   M^RgE   H^Mgl]N

^L^SK^   AOVENTURES         H^RK^Y   H^MBLIN,    SON

-LOOK    TO   CHRIST'     BY   ^MY    VOGL

AMY    VOCL.    GRANOD^uGHTER
OARIN    L^RSON,    GR^NOSON

BISHOP   IIOW^RO    FOX

Grandma is the reason it was such a positive aperience and I
am so grateful that ny own family was able to be there with her.

There   were   several   things   that   impressed   me   about
grandrrra's atlitlrde, both in I-ife and death.  The greatest gift she
gave  to  her family  was  a npo_sitive  attitl±dtt.    I  never  heard-grandrm coinphairrty though -drrie had goowidwiause.   Her life was

not easy and she endured rmny hardships, but you wound never
haow her life had been hard if you spent time with her. To listen
to  her,  life  was  a  wonderful  adrenture.    She  had  a  stro.ng
testimony that she bore to everyone who would listen.  She never
jnd;ged  anyone  and  always   championed  the   cause  of  the
underdog.

On the  Sunday  of her passing,   she was  surounded dy
family.   Pehaps the greatest lesson  I learned from being with
her was  in  watching  her  reaction  to  those  with  her.    Each
graftdchiid who was there, got to spend time atone with her to
taut and say goodkye.   Her breathing was very labored near the
end _a_p4 it was difficult for her to respond by talking,  but she
cot;!4 `squeeze your hand and grin.  wie sat around her bed and
told stories and recalled individual memories.  She would listen,
n_od, _and _ask_ for water.   She didn't complain simply got ready
for  her finpl  jouney.    Mother,  Marilyn  and  I  each felt  the
I!reSenCe_ Of Aunt Nomn the entire moming.  You could feel the
love in her room so strongly.

I thiyk th_e lesson I hope never to forget is this...that  of all
the   s!ories,I  hand-patting,   hugs   and   kisses,   the   thing   that

grandm rasp_onde¢ to the very most as she was prepdrring to
leave yas_to _hear the words "I love you mother' and "-I low;you

qupdmd.  Eve_rytine she heard these words, her spirit flickered
with a. repqu,giv e_nergy.   She cherished those words spoken and

rye  cherishe4  the  opportunity   to   say  them  to   her.      How
iypona.nt _tfae _ne?d to feel k,ved.    How vital the need to  give
low_e_._  And isn't that wky we have reunions?   To reconnect:...to
r?fill our_owp _caps while helping to fitll each others....to validate
tPe yorth_ of families and to dirw closer together and strengthen
the bonds of posterity for oluseiveS and ofur Children?

SONG                                                        ~8ENEOICTION-

SuS^N    COOPER,     GRANDDAUGHTER    [N    LAW
MELINDA    L^RSON,     GRANOOAuGHTER     !N    LAW
JENNIFER    LARSON,     GRANDDAUGHTER     [N    LAW
MICHELLE    H^MBLIN.     GR^NOOAUGHTER     {N    LAW

CONGREGATION                            -BECAUSE     I    HAVE    BEEN    GIVEN    MUCH'     (PAGE    219)

BENEDICTION                                MARTIN    COOPER,     GRANOSON

OEP^RTuRE    FOR   CEMETERY

oEOIC^TION    OF    GRAVE              XEITH    LARSON,     SON     IN    LAW

PALLBEARERS-GRANDSONS

I
TROY    LARSON                                                JASON    HELP

TIM   H^MBLIN                                                 LEO   H^MgLIN

SH^NE    L^RSON                                           G^RRETT    FALLS

DAVID    SILVERS                                          OAYIYNN    HAM8l!N

ROPY    Hl,8BARO
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A     LETTER     T'O     BARBARA     BUSH

Washingtc,n  D.I.
Office  of  the  First  Lady

Dear  Mrs.   Bush:
How  nice  it  is  to  finally  see  c]ur  First  Lady

as   c]ne   With   tJOth   feet   On   the   grC]und,    and   not   a
national    clothes    horse.         Nc]t    since    Eleanor
Rc]osevelt  have  ue  had  one  uno  Will  soon  be  able  to
find   the   White   House   kitchen--and   you're   a   lot
better  lc]c]king  than  lljas  Eleanc]r.

I  am  an  80  year  old  retired  schoc]l  teacher--
and  delighted  that   you  are   gc]ing  to   zero  in   on
education.       My.last   g   years   were   spent    as   a
reading     specialist,     consultant,      and     flying
supervisor     for     Alaska     State     Department     c]f
Education.     I  helped  teachers  in  remote  village
schoc]ls and military outposts.    Seven years  before
that  I  uJaS  a  reading  SPeCialiSt  in  Hawaii  Working
With  five  principals  on  Windward  Oahu.

If  you  are  too  busy  tc]  hear  more  from  one  Who
has   taught   in   classroc]ms   from   K   thrc]ugh   12   and
three  years  after  retirement  called  back  to  head
the  curriculum  and  teacher's  training  program  at
the Inupiat  University at  Barrow,  (the only  Eskimo
University  in  the World,  and the  fartherest north)
then  skip  the  rest  of  this  letter.

For   the   first  15   years   of   my   teaching,   in
tight     little     classrooms,      ill-equipF]ed,     and
underF]aid,    C]VerUOrked,    I   had   no   way   of   knowing
that   I   was   a   superic]r   teacher.        We   were   not
allc,Wed    the    time    to    visit    other    classroc,ms.
During    this    time,     I    taught    in    Arizona    and
California,  small and  city schools.    My principals
did    not   have   the    background   to    recc]gnize   the
strengths    or   the   Weaknesses    of   the   teachers,
especially  under  6th  grade.

When  I   broke  loose   to  uc]rk  With  teachers   as
their  supervisor,  I  lc,oked  back  at  my  first  15

503  Sixth  §t.
Monett,   MO.   65708

27   Nc)v.1988

years  of  classrc]c]m  teaching  to  compare  it  ujith  an
c]ld  F]ersian  fable.

''There  Was  once  a  little  Worm  Who  lived  in  a

beautiful  Persian carpet.   He  spent  his  life going
up  and  dc]un   under,   eating  the   crumbs   spilt   from
humans   abc]ve.       The    little   ll,arm   had   nc]   lljay    of

getting  atJC]Ve  tC]  See  the  intricate  Pattern  Of  the
carpet  in  which  he  livec]."

I  Was  like  the  little  Worm  until  I  became  a
supervisor  and  got  up  there  Where  I  could  see  the
pattern,   and  the  flaws  in  our  education  systems.
Who  else  tJut  Supervisors  COuld  get  in  the  PC]SitiOn
to    know    of    assurity    the    strengths    and    the
uJeakneSSeS   C]f   Our   SChOOls?

First,   we   must   divide   up   the   States   for
scrutiny,   for   they   are   not  alike   in  their  many
problems.     Washington  D.I.  has  probably  the  best
schools   in   the   nation--Florida,    Arkansas,    and
California  some  of  the  Worst.

Secondly,   let's   quit  blaming   the  classroom
teachers,   who  are   c]veruc]rked,   underpaid,   usually
trained   by   professors   Who   have   never   been   in   a
loujly  classrc]om.     Teachers  uhc]  have  to  moonlight
to  make   ends   meet   haven't   the   time   to   properly
prepare  their  lessons.     It's  the  system  that  is
destroying  the   quality   cJf  Our  Products.      And,   I
can  (as  can  other  supervisors)  give  you  pages  cJn
how   to   change   the   weaknesses   in   cJur   SChC]C]lS   tO
strengths.

I've   Waited   through   five   First   Ladies   to
Write  this  letter.     I'm  sorry  that  I  don't  have
fancy  stationary.    Teachers'  retirement  allowance
is  far  below  the  poverty  level.

Sincerely  yc]urs,   Mares  HamtJlin

RTE±i --±±=, I  ___`{_?REffi-__I+EL=i+ti--  =H¥ng
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FROM     THE     ALBUM     OF      MAREE      BERRY      HAMBLIN
MAREE   AND   HEF{   CLASS   0F   COWBOYS3

Sohe   is   to   the   right   of   the   uhitE+Shirted   tJOy
leaning  against  the  tree.    Joycell  Was  also  one Of
her   students.       Mares   saic]   these   tough   looking
cowboys  depended  on  the  school  for  fun  and  social
activities  as  Well  as  for  education.a

i+  f-`fa.-.                                                 ih.I
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¢--''This  picture  of  me  is  proof  positive  that  a  girl

whc,  lives  in  a  little  cc]untry  tc]un  dc,es  not  have
to  be  beautiful  to  be  the  most  pc]pular  among  a  few
of  her  kind.    But,  she  must  have  something  to  make
up  for  it--like  brains,  cc,mpassion,  hc]nesty,  wit9
and  a  great  sense  of  humor.     Being  a  gc,od  c]ancer
helps,   dramatically."    MBH
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Mares   in   front   c]f   Bloria   §uansc]n's   hc]me.       ''§he
uasn't  home,  so ue  just  strolled  around.    Hers  was
the  most  sumptuous  of  all  the  movie  star§'   homes
of   that   day.        After   Gloria   startec]   it,    Mary
Pick ford     and     Dc]uglas     Fairbanks     began     their
PICKFAIFL     But  it  Was  not  yet  finished  When  I  Was
there.        A    Hollywood   barber   talked    me    into    a
Chinese   style   flapper   bob,   llJhere   the   tJangS   are
ccJmbed   and   Cut    frC]m   the   CrC,un.        With    constant
brushing,  and  a  little  hair  oil,  I  liked  it."  -MBH
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Mires try Hanhhi-.

SHE     TRULY     HIAD     A     GIFT     FO.R     TEACHING

qg  ha rinc£,   Louini B2flny  HJndkJL

When  I  Was  ten,  my  tJrOtherS  Alan  and  David  and
I  spen`t  three  OI  four  months  in  Gridley  With  Aunt
Nc]rma   and   Uncle   Randy   due   tO   my   mC]ther'S   being
sick.    They  had  VOlunteeled  tO  Care  fC,r  uS.    Diana
u,as  a  tJaby  at  the  time.

one  of   my   fondest   memories   of   that   Gridley
stay  Was  school.     lLlhen  David,   Alan  and  I   arrived
in   Gridley,    Aunt    Norma    gave   uS    Our    Choice    Of
schools.     she  tc]ok  us  over  to  the  public  school
and  showed  us  all  around.    Or,  if  ue  Preferred,  ue
could  go  to  Aunt  maree'S  SCHOOL,   Uhere  She  taught

(and  Was  also  the  Principal)   and  She  Would  be  Our
teacher.     The  pros   and  CODS  Were   Carefully   laid
out  for  uS,   and  the  Choice  Was  Clearly  ours.     To
me,   it  seemed  an  obvious  choice®

we  opted  for  Aunt  Malee'S  SChOC,1--a  one  IOOm
school,  six  miles  frC]m  town,  With  not  more  than  a
dozen  children,  David  and  Alan,  Markay  and Jeannie
and myself  being  included  in  the  dozen.    She  drove
us  there   each  day,   and  Ue  Picked  uP  a   Couple  Of
children   along    the   Way,    aS   She    Was    also    the
volunteer  bus  System  for  those  uno  lived  far  Out
and  had  no  transportation.     Without  her  personal
loos  service9  those  Children UOuld  not  have  been in

schc)o1.
I  remember  that  I  Was  the  Only  student  in  my

grade,    SO   When   Ue   did   SPelling   and   arithmetic,
she'd    have   me   pull   my    Chair    uP    tO   her    desk,
supervising  my  assignments.     Such  a  Personalized
education    Was    a    tremendous    contrast    tO    the
memories  of  the  large  and  regimented  SCHOOL  I  had

I ii=

attended all my  life.   Other  Subjects,  like social
studies,   Were  joint  lessons.     I  remember  tearing
up  neusF]aPerS  tO  make  Paper maChe  for  a  giant  map,
With   everyone   uolking   On   the   Project   together.
There  Was  also  a  little  house  (that  doubled  aS  a
play store)  that Was  Constructed  in the  Classroom,
and    I    still  -have    a    Snapshot    Of    SOme    Of    the
children   loc]king  Out  the  UindOUS  Of  that   little
hc]use.      For   P.I.   and  recess,   ue   usually   played
things  like  "red-light,  green-light"  Or  "kick  the
ball   over    the   SChOOl   house"--games    Of   Our   OUR
cmhoosoqsu1:Tnthgoe: s. a nlTyhey uunePrleeassoantthickmeomuOtrytherUeaSin  tthh:

country  in the  springtime'.    ue  Were  always putting
on  "citronella"  uhiCh  Smelled SO  bad  that  even the
mosquitoes   didn't   like   it.      BIJt   the   mOSquitCJeS
Were  so  thick  that  if  they  could  find  a  spot  that
hadn't  been  smeared  With  citronella,   they'd  land
right  on  that   spot  by  the  dozens'.         I  remember
that  the  citronella  Was  SOmetimeS  tipped  Over  On
Aunt  Maree's  desk,   thereby  ruining  the  finish  On
the  desktop.

I loved  the Casual,  relaxed atmosphere  at the
school,     and    especially    remember    What    a    good
teacher  Aunt  Mares  Was.    She  laughed  a  lot  and  Was
so  enthusiastic  about  everything.     she  truly  had
a  gift  for  teaching.     Aunt  maree'S  SCHOOL  Was  such
a  Welcome  change  for  me,  and  One  Of  the  highlights
of  my  life.
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LETTERS     OF     APPRECIATION
l2-20-89

To  all  o£  t]aree'8   Family,

^s  you  gather   COgeCher   in   loving  respect   tO  One  I,hO  has
been  ,UGH  an  important  part  of  each, of  your  live8  -  you  ,ill
be  strengthened  and  comforted  by  the  love  and  caring  of  each
other®

ttaree  has  completed  her  earthly  mission  and  ha;  graduated
to  a  higher  Sphere  Where  She  will  continue  to  plan  and  prepare
for  her  loved  ones.     Though  she  will  be  out  o£  our  sight,  her
loving  Presence  Will  be  felt  and  continue  to  upl1£t,  encourage
and  bless  as  i,a  strive  to  live  up  to  her  expectations  o£  us.

she  lived  her  life  to  the  fullest,  giving  of  her  love
and  talents  to  up-lift  the  lives  of  others.     she  ,as  one  of  the
great  daughters  o£  our  Heavenly  father®

As  her  £anily  here  meet  together,  I  fancy  I  see  another
beautiful  reunion  goin  on  -  with  #other,  Father,  sisters  Ef£ie
and  Noma  and  brother,   Kay.     There  I,ould  be  hugging  and  kissing
and  laughter  and  much  chatter  and  rejoicing.     No  doubt  she
i,ill  give  an  accounting  of  each  of  the  faLmily  she  left  bet.ind.
I'm  sure  Heavenly  Father  looks  on  in  pleased  satisfaction  at
€bis  happy  reunion  and  rejoices  that  anotber  o£  his  beautiful
daughters  has  reached   'Home'   safely®

I  an  grateful  for  the  positive  influence  Maree  has  had  on
my  life,  a  sister-in-law,   and  will  continue  to  have.    There
ill  be  a  void  in  our  lives  with  her  passing  but  it  can  be

filled  by  doing  as  she  did  -"Love  and  serve  others®®

fly  love  and  prayers  are  with  all  of  you  at  this  time.

EA1£|:£#,tO#rlry;  (Aunt Bet"
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^n   oo®n   ''tt®r   co   eh,   I,lac,v®s   of   Har®e   HamOlln:

O®ar  8roth®rs   and  s1,tors.-

zc   's  w'th  oo®o  regret  chat  I   ponder  the  pa8,ing  of
Haroe.     ^s  ovoryono  know  she  was  one  of   the  rose   'ntorosc,-ng
and   marvo'ouS   pooolo   co   '1Ve  On   OarCh.      Know,ng   hor   was   an
advoncuro.      you   who   ',voa  w,th  her.   some  many   yoar8.   8Oro
fowor,   couldnlt  oscapo  be,ng   ,nfluoncoa  oy  her  and  croato  a
cortam  wishfu'noss   ,n  others  Who  dldn't  have   ¢hac  oooor-
con,¢y.      I   for  one   have   al,ays   'oyod,   aomlred   and   been   i-as-
clnated   by   your  ent,re   f'am,'y  and   tee'   much   love   for  many
of   ,"  memborso     ln  r,am,ng   ,nd,,1duals   there   ,s  a'way8   the
concern   cha¢  one  may   leave   Soro  out  who  deserved  moncioning
So   lot   ic  suff,co   ¢oclay,   please.   co  say   that  many  of   your
fan,'y  have   been   ,nstrumenta'   ,a  he'plng  mo   and  my  fan,ly   to
bo  better.     Hareo   gave  JullO  a  char,ce  at  educac,on  when   cho
pub',oc  schools   refused  to  have  her   ,n   chelr  midst.      I   have
always   remembered   that  and   for   that  only   I   owe   her  much.      But
chero  were  many  ocher   ch,ngs  and   I   w1 "   say   that   I   will   a,ss
her.     Just   knowing  she   ,sn't  there  anymore  has   already  made
an  emoty  spot   in  my   heart.      I   send  condolences   and  much   love
co  each  of   you.      I   guess   I   know  you  wi"   handle   this   loss
with   Che  same   verve   you  hand'o  everythln9  else   so  prooat,ly   my
comforting  message   ,s  mostly  for  me  but  how  fortunate  you  are
to  t,e]ong  co  such  a  secure  fan,'y  unit.   to  have  had  Haree  and
others  of   the   long   '1ne  of  staunct`,   noble  ancestors  susta,a-
ng  you  at   chlS   tine.     How  blessed  you  are  to  have  this  huge

group  co   lean  on  and  share   croub'es  and  sorrows  with.     ^n
outsider  such  as  myself  can  offer   love  and  support  and  does
so  w,th  hum,llty  as  one  who  cane   ,nco  the   assoc,at,on  w,ch
a  person  as   remarkat,'e  as  Maree.     I  am  grateful   to  have  been
here.when   I   was  so  chat  as  part  of  my  me,rorleS   I   have   the
fasc,nat,ng  meotlngs  ,1th  Maree.     May   the   Lorcl's   blessings
be   upon  you.
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NOT     BELKOFSKI!

cL  ±^JJn  JJhonJJ   #Jcom.  ±J]n  lJ;#J2,  O#  Mczrner2;  B2J7Jty   HIIJnidlilt

by  her  great  granddaughter,  Kara  Helf

Mares  sighed  as  she  looked  at  the  office  memc,
listing  her  new assignment.    She  shc]ok  her  head  in
disbelief.     Not  Belkofski!     She  had  heard  of  it,
and  did  know  that  it  Was  a  small  Aleut  Village  on
the  Alaskan  Aleutian  Chain.     It  Was  such  a  small,
foreboding  place  that  she  had  never  even  tJOthered
to  look   it  up   c]n  a  maF].      An   unenthusiastic  Wish

passed  thrc]ugh  her  mind  that  the  village  Would  at
least  be  on  the  F]acific  side  of  the  cJCean.     That
Would  mean less treacherous  weather  for traveling.

As   a   superintendent   fc,I   the   Ala§kan   state-
c]perated  schools,  traveling  llJaS What  She  did  most.
Each  school   had   to   be  visited   yearly   by   somec]ne
representing   the   main   office.      Maree's   area   of
responsibility  covered  countless  schc]ols  from  as
far  north  as  Point  Barrow  to  as  far  sc]uth  as  the
Aleutian  Islands--an area  tJigger than  the State  Of
Texas.       There   uJere   many   One-rC]Omed,    One-teacher
schc,ols  in her  district,  and Mares was  often their
c,nly    cc,ntact   With    the   c]ffice   and    the   outside
wc]rld,  for  that  matter.

She  did  not  look  her  50  years  of  age,   and  her
energy  seemed   endless.      Her  kind,   tJlue   eyes   and
pleasant   smile   made   her   seem   very   approachable.
The  teachers  and  natives  in  her  area  held  her  in
high  esteem  and  Were  always  excited  when  she  came
to  their  village  and  school.

It  toc]k  a  few  phone  calls,  then  reservations
Were    made    to    fly    into    Cc]ld    Bay,    the    hutJ    Of
Aleutiah activity.    Upc]n arriving,  Mares found  her
uJay  tC]  a  Small  restaurant.     She  hadn't  eaten  all
day,  and  ua§  feeling  faint.     She  Wanted  to  grab  a
bite to  eat  before  trying to  figure out  hc]u tc,  get
out  tc]  Belkofski.

She  learned  from  the  llJaitreSS  that  Belkofski
could  not  tJe  reached  by  Plane,  by  land,  Or  normal
ships.          There     llJere     too     many    mountains     and
underwater   protrusions   for   anything   but   small
fishing  bc;ats  to  reach  the  village.    she  finished
her  meal,   taking  extra  long,   knc,Wing  that  she  was
just  trying  tc]  delay  the  next  leg  of  her  journey.
She  lljas  c]iscouraged,   but  not  unaccustc]med  to  the
hardships  and  difficulties  of  her  jc]tJ.

She   put    her    lL,arm   WOLF-Skin    Parka    tJaCk    C]n,
tucking  her  auburn  hair  into  the  hc]c,d.    She  zipped
it up  and put  her  insulated mittens on  as  she left
the  restaurant.    She  now  had  to  set  abc]ut  the  task
c]f  finding  a  Bush  F]ilot  that  might  fly  her  to  King

Cove.     That  Was  the  village  that  Was  the  half-Way
point    to   Belkc]fski.       Luck   Was   With   her.       She
lc]cated  a  §uedish  F]ilot  Who  Was  about  tcJ  leave  tC]
deliver  King  Cove's  Weekly  mail  load.    He  Was  more
than   happy  to  have  her   alc]ng.     A  F]aSSenger  meant
extra  money  for  him.

The   5tlJede   informed   her   that   they   would   be
taking   off   in   less   than   half   an   hour.      It  Was
becoming  clark,   even  though  it  was  only  1 :00  p.m.,
sc]  Mares  nervously  asked,  ''Shouldn't  ue wait  until
tomorrc]u  When  it's  lighter?"

''I  can  see  the  propeller  can't  I?" 'grumbled

the   pilot.       Mares   made   nc]   further   cc]mment,    and
they  tc]ok  c]ff  on  schedule.                      It  llJaS  Only   a
half   hour   flight,    but   seemed   much   longer.       Nc]
matter  how  many  times  she  flew  in  little  planes,
no  matter   how   great   the   reputation   of   the   bush
pilot,  her  stomach  always  churned  until  they  were
safely  back  on  terra  firma.

The  Swede  skillfully  landed  the  plane  c]n  the
Water,  the  F,lane  being  equipped  With  pontoons.    He
couldn't   maneuver   the   plane   any   closer   than   25
feet  from  shore  because  of  rc]cks  and  current.     He
had  radioed  ahead  to  the  village  and  a  native  was
waiting  for  them  uJhen  they  landed.     He  rowed  out
tc,  pick  up  the  mail- and  Mares  along  lljith  it.

King   Cove    is   a   village   headquarters    for
roving  fishermen.     A  few  have  homes  and  families
and  live  there permanently.    But  most  just  move  in
and  c]ut  With  the  fishing  season.

The   Indian   Bureau   had   a   5-teacher    schoc]l
there   that  they   had  nc]t  yet   turned  over   to  the
State-c]F]erated   SCHOOLS.       The   FlrinCiPal,    a   yC,uns
bachelor,   came   to   pick   up   the   schoc]1   mail.      He
intrc]duced  himself   and   offered   to  help   a   by   now
very  Weary  Mares,   find  a  vacant  roc]m  to  spend  the
night.           All     that     was     availatJle     Was     ''The
Fisherman's  Bachelor  Quarters".    It  Was  a  lc]ng  row
of  uoc]den  rc]oms,   each  with  a  bath,   kitchen  stove,
and   a   sink.      There  Were   ncJ   keys   Or   locks   On  the
doors.      The   tc]ilet   lLlaS   IC]Cated   in   the   CC]rner   C]f
the  room  and  had  no  seat.     The  friendly  cupboard
sc]ftened  the  rest  of  the  room,  for  it  was  slacked
u,ith  every  kind  of  cannec]  food  imaginable.     "Help
yourself   to   the   fc]c]d,"   the   principal   offered,
"that's  what  it's  there  fc]r".

The  yc]ung  man  seemed  in  no  hurry  to  leave  her
tc]  herself,   so   Mares   talked  "shc,p"   With   him   fc]r
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abc]ut  an  hour.     She  promised  she  Would  visit  his
school   in   the   morning,    even   though   it   Was   not
under  her  jurisdiction,  if  he  Would  help  her  find
a  Way  to  get  to  Belkofski.

The   principal   readily   agreed.       He   knew   of
Mares  Hamblin's  reputation.  and  Was  anxious  tO get
her    opinions    and     suggestions    concerning    his
schc,ol.      He  had   a   gc]od   faculty,   but   all   lacked
strength  on reading  and spelling.    Before  becc]ming
a      superintendent,      these      had      been     Maree's
specialties.

It  Was  ll:00  p.m.   before  he  left,   and  Mares
Was   starving.        She    spent   the    next    half    hour
scavenging  for   a   can   opener®     She   couldn't   find
one9  not  even  a  rusty  knife.    There  sat  all  those
canned   gc]ods  and   she  couldn't   get   to  them.     She
finally  fixed  herself  a  cup  of  hc]t  cocoa9  and  ate
a  few   stale   crackers   she  found.      Exhausted9   She
rolled  I,ut  the  sleeping  bag  she  always  carried®
As  tired  as  she  Was,  she  cc,uldn't  bring  herself tO
sleep  on   the   already  over-used   bedding  prc]vided
With  the  room.

Just  as  she  was  dozing  off,  she  heard  a  great
clatter  in  the  next  room.     It  was  some  fisherman
and   his   girlfriend   having   a   fight®      Mares   had
heard  plenty  of  raw  language  in  her  travels,   tJut
this   beat    anything   she    had   ever    heard.        She
cc]unted   16    fc]ur-letter   Words   in   one   sentence.
When  she  realized  they Were  mc,st  likely  not  going
to  kill  each  other,  she  finally  drifted  c]ff  into
a  fitful  sleep.

The next mc]rning,  the principal came  tc]  escc]rt
her  tc]  his  school.     The  gc]od  nell,s  uJaS  he  had  fC]und
a  young  electrician  from  the  State-Department  Who
Was  also  trying  tc]  get  to  Belkofski.      The  young
man  ll,as  going  to  spend  the  day  lc]oking  for  a  ride,
and    Would    let    her    know    if    he    came    up    With
anything.

The   princiF]al    dismissed   School   at    hOC]n   SC]
Mares  cc]ulc]  hc]1d  a uc]rkshop.    Despite  her  restless
night,  she  found  it  a  joy  to Work With  teachers  so
anxious  tc]   learn  and  improve.      They   appreciated
her    help   sc]   much   that   there   Was   a   letter   c]f
gratitude   frc]m    them   Waiting    for   her    When   she
finally  returned  to  her  c]ffice  in  Anchorage.

The   Workshop.Was   just    concluding   When   the
electrician  came  to  tell  Mares  that  he  had  fc]und
a  ric]e  to  Belkofski.     He  uJent  With  her  tC]  get  her
gear,   and  helped  her  carry  it  down  to  the  shore
|ine®

An  Aleut  man,   about   thirty,   came  up  to  meet
them and  prc]udly  escorted  them  to  his  boat.    Mares
stared,   but  didn't  cc]mment.    There  befc,re  her  Was
a  12  fc]c]t  dory  with  an  ancient  motor.    Fc,I  a  cc,vcr
against  the  Weather,  a  ragged canvas  Was  stretched
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across  a  2  x  4  frame.     The  electrician  hc]F,Pad  in
first9   and  SteF]Ped  Over  Several  Cases  C]f  beer  and
liquor.     He   settled  in  at  the  back   of  the  boat
With  his  tc]ol  box  at  his  feet.

Mares     hesitated    for    a    mc]ment9     thinking
perhaps    the    "captain"    of    this    vessel    uc]uld
instruct   her   Where   to   site      He   didn't,   so   she
crawled  to  the  front  of  the  boat.    Finding  it  had
no  real  tJaCk  tO  it,   She  grasped  the  Sides  firmly
for  security®

Half  full  of  Whiskey,   the  Aleut  climbed  in
With   a   cheerful,    inetJriated   grin.       The   engine
uouldn't  start,   so  he  announcecl  they  uJere  Out  C]f
gas,  but  Would  have  that  solved  in  a  jiffy.

Slc]uly,  he  rowed  up  and  doqun  the  shore,   then
parking  by  the  most expensive  looking  boat  tied tc]
the   dock,   he   turned   to   Mares.       ''Hand   me   that
hose,"  he  ordered.    She  picked  up  a  ten  foot  hose
that  Was  curled   at  her   feet®     Without  excuse   or
explanation,   he   syphc]ned  enough   gas   tc]   fill   his
own  tank®     He  handed  the  hose  back  to  Mares.     She
coiled  it  and  laid  it  back  at  her  feet,  Wondering
if  she  could  be  considered  an  accomplice  in  this
crimea

The   engine  started9   and   they   tC]C,k  C]ff   into
the   oF]en   C]Cean.       It   was   c]nly   about   25   miles   tc]
Belkofski,  but  befc]re  they  arrived  it  seemed  more
like   1000.      When   they   Were   tc]o   far   out,  to   swim
back,  and  With  no  life  jackets  aboard,  the  engine
stopped.       Try   as   he   might,    the   AlelJt   COuldn't
restart  it.    Finally,  he turned  to Mares  anc]  said,
"Hey  Lady,   you  gc]t  a  bobby  pin?"

She  handed  him  one  without  questic]n,   and  in
a  few  minutes  he  had  the  motc]r  going  again.    Mares
silently  gave  him  credit  for  being  an  exceptic]nal
mechanic  under  less  than  desirable  circumstances®

''This  can  save  lives"  he  commented,   handing

the  bobby  pin  back  to  her.
''Then keep  it,"  she replied,  and  he carefully

put  it  in  his  pocket.
As   they   began  to   make   fair   progress,   Mares

began  to  realize  the  boat  Was  leaking.    It  lljas  nc,t
the first  time  she  had  been  transpc]rted  in  a  leaky
bc]at,   and   had   complained   lcJudly   abCJut   it   tO   the
main  office.

"All boats  leak,  Mares," her  boss  had replied

unconcernec],    ''and    small    boats    are    suppc]sed   to
leak.W

She   remembered   his   Words,    and   desperately
hc,I,ed  that  he  knew  What  he  Was  talking  abC]ut,   but
she    had    a    fc,reboding    feeling    his    exF]lanatiOn
hadn't    been    made    With    any    knowledge    of    the
subject.

The  boat turned  as  they came  to  a  tiny  island
c,i  rc,cks  projecting  out  of  the  c]cean.     She  Wished
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she  could   have   reached  her   camera.      There  Was   a
little  rc]u  c,i  Leopard  Seals  all  lined  up Watching
them  like  prairie  dc,gs  Would  do.

As   a   show   of   courage,   Aleuts   stand   at   the
tiller.     This  Aleut  did  not  sit  dc]un  once  on  the
way.    Mares  had  her  back  to  him  still  counting  the
Lec]pard   Seals    When    suddenly   he    yelled,    ''Leak!
Leak!ll

Mares       thought       it       Was       a       ridiculous
announcement,  since the  boat  had been  leaking from
almost  the  beginning  of  the  journey  and  the Water
Was  now  nearly  up  tc]  the  top  of  her  short  rubber
boots®

''Leak!     Leak!",   he  yelled  again.

This   secc,nd  c]utburst  made  Mares  turn   to  See
him   pointing   to   a   can   floating   in   the   boat,
gesturing   that   he   t]adly   needed   to   relieve   his
bladder.

Handing  him  the  can,   she  quickly  turned  her
back  to  avoid  the  spray  that  followed.

''I can' t believe thi§'' groaned the electrician
When  he  saw  uJhat  Was  happening.      He  then  reached
for  the  flimsy  frame  holding  up  the  ragged  canvas
cover.      Mares   couldn't   figure   out   What   he   Was
trying to  do,  but  Whatever  it  Was,  it  didn't  uork!
As   the   Whole    frame    fell   down,    the   ridge   pc]le
conked   him   on   the   head.      He   Was   out   cold,    and
Mares   cc,uldn't   climb   over   the   beer   and   whiskey
cartons  to  try  tc]  help  him.

The  Aleut   stopped  the   boat  and  attempted  tcJ
repair  the  canvas  and  frame  Without  much  success.
Giving    up,     he     startec}    the    tJOat    again,     and
proceeded  on  With   the   jc,urney  as   if   nc]thing   had
transpired   out   c]f   the   ordinary.       As   for   the
electrician,  he  didn't  c]pen  his  eyes  again  until
they   arrived   at   their   destination.      It   Was   a
subject   he   and   Mares   never   brought   up   to   each
other®

The  teac®her   u,as  there  to  meet  her.     He   tcJOk
her  tc]  his  apartment  and  fixed  a  wonderful gc]urmet
meal.     She  Went  tc,  bed  refreshed  and  cc]mfortable
for   the   first   time   since   she   began   the   trip,
although  all night  she  could  hear  the  'Ker-boom, I
'Ker-bc,c,m'   c]f   the   big   vc]lcanc]   less   than   half   a

mile  from  the  schc]ol  house.    Once  again,  she  slept
With  a  pillow  over  her  head.

Visiting  the   schc]ol  the  next  morning,   Mares
Was  pleased to  see  how  Well  things  uJere  being  run.
The  rot,m  was  spotless,   With  meaningful  displays,
including  student  art  Work.    The  teacher  had  even
I,urChaSed toothpaste,  toothbrushes and hand towels
fc]r  each  child,  With  his  ou,n  money.    They  Were  all
placed  outside  the  restrc]oms  beside  each  child's
name I

Mares  never  saw  the electrician  again.   He had

found  a  ride  to  Cc]ld  Bay  on  a  small  fishing  boat.
She   also   prepared   to   leave   the   next   day.      The
teacher  made   arrangements   fcJr   her  tO   gO   back   On
another  small  dory  With  another  Aleut  "captaim"

''He's more dependable,"  the teacher promised.
''I  know  he's  sc]ber,  that's  Why  he  is  going  back  tc,

King   Cove,   he's   out  of   whiskey   anc]  Wants   to  tJuy
mc)re . ll

They  made  it  to  King   Cc]ve  Without  incident,
much  tc]  Maree's  relief.     The  PrinciF,al  Was  there
to  meet  her  again,   and  help  her  tcJ  the  Same  rC]Om.
The  teachers  also  came  in  and  c]ut  tc,  talk  'shc,p.I

She  asked  the  F]rincipal  if  he  cc]uld  find  her
a  Way  back  to  Cc]ld  Bay.     He  obliged,  and  came  back
With  the  good  news  that  she  could  catch  a  Grabbing
vessel  if  she  could  be  there  the  next  morning  by
8=00    a®m®

Wearily,   She   arose  early  sc]  as  not  tc,   be  a
minute   late.        It   was   tc]c,    difficult   to    find
transportatic]n  out  of  these F]laCeS  for  her  tO take
the  chance  on  her  missing  her  opportunity.

With  no  one  to  help  her  With  her  4  bags,   she
took  two  at  a  time  about  25  feet,   set  them  down,
then  went   back   and   brought   up   the   others.      The
secc]nd  trip,  she fc]und  herself suddenly surrounded
by  a  pack  of  wild  dc]gs.     Her  only  protection  Was
her   luggage.     She  had  always  tJeen  afraid  Of  even
small  house  dc]gs,  so  she  felt  her  time  had  surely
cclme   tc]   meet   her   end.       She   angrily   thought   to
herself,  "No  self-respecting  I,arson  would  Want  tO
die   in   Belkofski''.       But   she   prepared   fc]r   the
Worst.

Somehc]u,     the    clattering    and    barking    had
caught  the  attentic]n  c,i  the  captain,  who  had  been
looking   for    her,    and   he   came    tc]    her    rescue,
scattering  the  dogs  With  a  couple  of  rifle  shots
intc]   the   air.      He   claimed   the   dogs   seldc,m  came
this  close  to  town unless  they  Were  really hungry.
That  thought  uJaS  little  comfort  tC,  Mares,   uhc] was
just  grateful  tc]  tJe  Safely  aboard  the  Ship.

The   ship   was   more   than   150   feet   long   and
equipped  With  radar.     The  captain  shc]ued  her  how
he  could  tell   every   jagged  rock   under  the  ocean
clear  tc]  the  shore  line.    She  lLlaS  impressed.    This
lljas   tJefC]re   the   200   foot   sea   Water   rights   were
claimed  by  the  U.5..,   and   he   said  his   prc]blem  Was
F]ussian  and  Japanese  poachers  stealing  his  Crab-
baskets.

John,   the   teacher   at   Belkc]fski,   had   Warned
Mares  about  going  by  ship  to  Cold  Bay  at  lc]u  ticje.
she    didn't    realize    lLIhat    he    meant    until    they
arrived  and   she  realized   she   had  to   climb   a   30
fc]ot  ladder  straight  up  in  cJrder  tO  get  ashore.

The   rungs   c]f  the   ladder  ulere  further   aF]art
than  on  a  uooclen  ladder,   and  Were  §c,  slim  that  it
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llJaS   hard  tC]   get  a   good  hC]ld  On  One.      Afraid  that
her   gloves   Would   make   her   hands   slip,   she   took
them  off   to  climb.      lLlhen   She   tC]Ok   hold   With   her
bare  hands,   the  frosted  steel  clung  to  her,   and
she   llJaS   Sure   She   Was   leaving   a   little   Skin   On
every  rung.

Lc]oking    c]oun,     she    realized    that    if    She
slipped,  she  uJOuld  be Crushed  between  the  boat and
the  big  timbers  holding  the  dock  up.    The  uc]rst  of
it  all  Was  When   she  reached  the   top.     She  found
that  sc]me  idic]t  had  stored  12  inch  c,il  pipes right
in  front.     §o  When  she  reached  her  foot  over  fort
solid  footing,  she  fc]und  slippery  pipes  instead.

Desperately,  she  lay  flat  and  forced  her  body
over  the  pipes.    In  so  doing,   she  pc]pped  a  button
off bc]th her  best  blouse  and coat.    That  irritated
her  more  than  the  disagreeable  situatic]n  she  was
ino     If  she  had  knc]w  Who  to  name  as  defendant9  She
Would  have  gladly  filed  a  general  lawsuit  at  that
momEmt a

Once   on  the   dock,   Mares   sc]on   realized  that
With  a  45  mile  per  hour  Wind,   it  Was  too  cc]ld  tO
u,orry  about  anything  but  keeping  alive.      It  Was
too  far  to Walk  to  town,  so  she  put  her  face  close
to   the   Wall   of   the   dc]ck   building   and   began   a
survival   dance.        A    man   happened    tJy.        ''Yc]u're
freezing   tc]  death,   Lady.     Come  get   in  my   truck,
and  I'll  take  yc]u  tc]  town  in  about  30  minutes."

He  helped  her  to  his  old  battered  truck,   one
windc,u  broken.     ''I  gc,t  a  heater  in  there  that'll
thaw   ya    out   in    a   minute,"    he   grinned    as   he
fastened   two   Wires   together®      The   heat   started
pouring   in,   and   Mares   gratefully   laid   back   her
head  to  sc]ak  it  in.     But  that  Was  nc]t  to  last.
When  he   got   out   and   slammed   the   dc,or   Shut,   the
u,ires  came   apart   and   the  heat   stopped.      But  at
least  inside  the  truck  she  Was  safe frc]m  the Wind.

When  he  finally  returned,  he  had  two  very  fat
Aleut  girls With  him.    He  put  one  girl  on  the  tool
box  between   the   seats   and  the   other   c]n   Maree's
lap.    He put  the  tuc]  Wires  tc,gather  again  to  heat
up  the  cab.     Between  the  sudden  intense  heat  and
the  fat  girl  on  her  lap,  Mares  felt  nauseous  and
faint.        She   Was    more   than    grateful    When    the
finally  reached  Cold  Bay.

The  man  let  her   off  at  Reeves  F}c]oming  Place.
She  threw her  bags  inside  the  hall,  and  With  five
minutes   to  reach   a  phone   to  the  main   office   in
Juneau,  she  started  running  tc]  the  cc,mmunicatic]ns
c,ff ice  across  the  street.    As she  passed  a  F]riVate
duelling,   a  huge  German  §hepard  on  a  chain  lunged
at  her.     It  so  startled  her  that  her  feet  flew
right  out  from under  her,  and  She  found  herself  in
a  prone  position  looking  up  at  the  darkening  sky.
A§  she  lay there,  mc]mentarily catching  her breath,
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she mumtJleCl  that  this Was  Certainly an  appropriate
and  not  entirely  unexpected  Way  to  end  her  trip.
Getting  up,   she  resumed  her  race  tO  the  Phone.

once   she   got    her   boss,    Lee   Hays9    0n   the
phc,ne9   She  felt  great  relief.    "Hello,  Lee.    This
is  Mares,"  she  said.     "I'm  at  Cold  Bay,   and  it's
my  last  chance  to  report  by  phone.     I'm  going  to
Atka   in   the   morning."       "I'm   glad   you   called,
Maree,"  Lee  answered  in  his  slou  drawl.     ''I  Want
you  to  run  tJaCk  Over  tC,  Belkofski®"

Mares must  have blacked out,  because  the next
thing    she   heard    Was   a   far-away    uoice   saying9
"Mares,   Mares"   then   louder,   ''Maree!      MAFiEE!      Now

don't   hang   up   on   me,    Maree!       There   has   been   a
murder  at  Belkc]fski.    The  teacher  radioed  it  in."

"Lee,  that's  not  a  job  for  me."  She  mOaned'in

disbelief.    ''call  the  State  Troopers."
''we   did,"   Lee   replied.       ''It's   the   State

Troc]pers   that   are   accusing   the   teacher   of   the
murder a ''

"oh,   come  one   Lee,   how  could  that  be?     John

Taylor  uouldn't  harm  a  fly."    By  this  time,  Mares
Was  totally  exasperated.

''I  know,   I  know,"  Lee  replied,   ''but  someone

has    to   go   check   it   c]ut,    and   yc]u're    the   most
logical  person--besides  being  the  closest."

Mares   hung   up  the   phc]ne-knowing   that  there
Was   no   llJay   Short   Of   quitting   her    jC]b   that   Was
going  to  get  her  out  of  going  back  to  Belkofski.
She  sta'red  around  the  rc]c]m  and  spotted  a  man  that
loc]ked  like  a  bush  pilot  or  a  fisherman.    §louly,
she  made  her  Way  over  to  the  stranger  and  asked,
"Sir,     do     yc]u     know     of     any     bc]ats     going     to

Belkc]fski?"

`~ifesedeas'*i±RE
Mares  Hamblin  in  Magrath,   Alaska
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FOURTH     OF     JULY     HAIRCUTS

® By   Mares

There uja§  a  time When  I  really  feared  our  Mama
might   leave   c]ur   Papa   and  gc]   back   to   her  mother.
It  Was  the  day  before  the  Fourth  c]f  July.    She  had
worked  hard  tc,  make  little  short  pants  to  go  With
the  little  tee  shirts  Papa  brought  the  boys  from
Chicago.     The   tc]un  had   never   seen  such,   and  Mama
couldn't  Wait  tc]  shc]u  c]ff  her  two  handsome  little
boys  at the  cc,ming festivities.    She  trained their
thick,   tJeautiful   hair   for   Weeks   in   the   English
Little   Lc]rd   Fauntleroy   style.      They   lc]c]ked   like
they Were  straight  from the  city,  With  their dark,
wine-colored    shirts,    each   With    a   Wide   stripe
around  the  chest.

The  night  tJefOre  the  Celebration,   Mama  asked
F]apa   tc]   take   the   bc]ys   out   on   the   back   step   and
give  them  a  last  little  wee  trim.    Papa  did  just
that.    The  only  thing  Was  that  he  didn't  know  When
to   stop.       The   more   he   trimmed,    the   uJOISe   they
loc,ked,   so   "What   the   heck,"   he   decided   to   just
shave  it  all  c]ff!    When  Mama  saw  her  darling  boys,
she  not  only  burst  into  tears,  tJut  She  threw  down
her  apron,   (the  uoman's  sign  of  protest  in  those
days)   and  fled  dc]wn  to  Brandma's  hc]use.

Berry   Hamblin

As  young  as  I  uJaS,   I  Wondered  What  Papa  Was  going
to  do  atJOut  this  terrible  Crisis.     Strangely,  he
didn't  do  anything.     He  just   laughed.      And   both
boys     Were     absolutely     delighted     uJith     their
haircuts.

Years   later,   uhen   this   incident  uJOuld  come
uF],  Mother  Would  never  really  laugh  about  it.    But
then,  Papa,   with  a  little  sadism  in  his  chuckle,
seemed  to  have  never  apologized.

THE       LITTLE     SMELTER

tJy   Maree   Berry   Hamblin

Papa  showed  Kay  and  Lee  how  to  build  a  little
smelter  in  the  backyard  by  using  a  chimney  pipe.
It   Was  simply   a  round   hole,   deep   enough  to  hold
the  coals  c]f  a  good  hc,t  fire,  and  sized  tc]  exactly
fit  an  c]ld  tin  frying  pan.     Kay  and  Lee  gathered
scraps  of  lead  to  melt.     With  Papa  giving  them  a
I,an   Of   Plaster   C]f   Paris   and   SOme   inStrtJCtiC]nS,
they  cast  all  kinds  of  little  trinkets,   even  a
keupie  doll.

I  Was c,ut  in the  yard  one day,  When  once  again
they  ran  out  c]f  lead  §crap§,   and  went  to  a  scrap
pile   about   a   half   a   blc]ck   away   to   gather  more.
Suddenly,   I  heard  a  bloc]d-curdling  scream.     I  had
never  heard  Kay  scream  like  that,  sc]  I  wasn't sure
it  Was  him.    When  the  racket  cc]ntinued,  I  ran  dc]un
the  street  and  saw  Kay  and  Lee  cc]ming  tc]uard  me.
By  then,  Mama  heard  the  howling  and  Was  running  to
investigate  the  cries  that  became  louder  by  the
second.

It  Was  Kay  Who  Was  doing  the  crying,  if  that
is  What  you  Would  call  those  frantic   noises.     I
asked  him  What  c]n  earth  had  happened,   but  he  was
too  busy  bawling   to  answer  me.     Mama   took  him  by
the  shoulders  and  forced  him  to  explain.

''A   scorpion  bit   Lee''!   uJaS   all   he  CC]uld   get  C]ut,

While   Lee   stc,od   quietly   by.      We   lc]oked   at   What
seemed   to   be   a   tiny   nip
finger.     Mama  assured  Kay

February     lggO

on   the   tip   c,i   Lee's
that  Lee  Was  not  going

to    die    uJith    Such    a
tiny scratch,  and that
ue   ll,ould   take   him   tc,
the     c]octc,I,      tc]     be
sure.        lJncle   Frank,
our    doctor,    assured
Kay     that     Lee     Would
live,     and    that     he
Would     have     nc]     side
effects.   The incident
prc]ved   to   all   of   us
hc,u   dearly   Kay   loved
his   little   brother,
Lee.      In  their  uhc,le
lifetime,  I have never
c,nee   heard   them   have
a quarrel  of  any kind,
and      I      dc]ubt      that
anyone  else  has.
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THE     SPANISH     FLU     EPIDEMIC

by  A.   Kay  Berry

We  Were   living   in   Prescott   during   the   year
lg17-1g18    When    the    dreaded    Spanish     influenza
struck  us,  like  everyone  else  in  the  nation,  just
before  Christmas.    Mother  came  dc]un  With  it  first.

Mother  ll,as  sick9   and  Dad  was  tc]c]   busy,   so  ue
hardly   got   any   presents   that   year--§anta   just
cc,uldn't  find   us.      Yet  ue  Were   together  and   had
great  lc]ve  for  each  other  and  I  think  I  rememeber
that   lean   and   hungry   Christmas   better   than   any
other  Christmas  of  my  childhoc]d.

E=E= #
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Right  after Christmas,  all the  rest of us came
dc]wn  with  the  flu.     It  `JJaS  Very  Serious,   and  many

people  died  around  us.     Schc]ols  closed,   and  c]nly
a  few  c]ffices  and  stores  remained  open  for  a  few
hours  a  day.     Every  day  people  died,   friends  and

CIRCLING      THE

IllustraticmS  by  Betty  Berry

neighbors®    Hearses  drove  up  and  dou-n  the  streetso
Dad    ll,as    the    only    one    in    c]ur    family   Who

escaped  the  flue    He  closed  the  dental  office  and
stayed  hc,me  tc]  take  care  of  all  of  us,   including\

Mc]ther a

He  set  up  all  of  our  beds  in  the  big  front
room   Where   he    could   handle   things    like    in    a
hospital®    He  did  everything  fc]I  his  Sick  family,
including  the   cooking®      Abc]ut  the   c]nly   thing  ue
had  in  the  house  to  eat  Was  a  supply  of  potatc,es.
The  c]nly  Way  Dad  prepared  them  was  by  baking®     For
two  ueeks9   ue   had   nothing  but   tJaked   PC]tatOeS   tO
eat!

I  soon  associated  my  sickness  and  the  baked
pc]tatoes tc]gether®    For  the  next fc]rty-five  years,
I  never  ate  or  tasted  a  baked  potatc].     I  told  my
uife9   ''I   just   don't   eat   baked   pc,tatoes--ever.I"
She   didn't  bc]ther  me   about   potatoes   all   through
the  early  I,art  C]f  Our  marriage,   although  she  did
occasionally  try  to  tempt  me  With  one.     Finally,
one  day  in  the  lg50's,   I  tJeCame  CuriC]uS,   and  at  a
family   dinner   I   actually   ate   c,ne.      Tc]  my   great
surprise,  it  didn't  taste  bad  at  all;  in  fact  it

-  tasted  great  and  I  have  been  eating  and  enjoying

them  ever  since.

SPANISH     I-LU

by  Art  Whiting
reprinted  from

I   remember  When   the   Spanish  influenza   first
brc]ke  c]ut  during  World  War  I.    My  brc]ther  Lynn  and
I  u,ere  living  at  the  old  homestead  at  the  time.
The  awful  results  of  that  epidemic  Were  bad,  tJut
the  ref,Orbs  that  Came  tO  uS  at  the  homestead  Were
multiplied.     The  fact  that  little  llJaS  knC]u  about
the  disease  left  much  rc,om  fc]r  speculatic]n.

Well,   the  uc]rd  came  to  Lynn   and  me  by  rapid
mule  team,  that  the  disease spread  rapidly thrc]ugh
the   air   from   anycJne'S   breath   Who   may   have   been
exposed.    The  I,nly  u,ay  to  be  safe  Was  to  never  let
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the  Whiting  Tree

anyone's  breath  carry  yc,ur  Way  in  the  air.
Lynn   and   I   thcJught   We   uJere   Safe   until   uJe   Saw   a
couple   of   Mexicans   cc,ming   our   uJay   On   hC,rSebaCk.
The  Wind  llJaS  gently  blC,uing  frC]m  them  tC,  uS,   SC]  uJe
decided   ue   must   circle   arc]und   them.       We   cc]uld
easily   have  maneuvered   it,   if   they  had   nc]t  been
anxic]us  to  ask  us  abc]ut  sc]me  sheep  they  had  lc]st.
Well,   the   race  Was   c]n  in   circles   fc]r   sc]me  time.

Finally  ue Won,  and  then  from a  safe  distance
on  the  right  side  of  the  Wind,  ll,a  tc]ld  them  uJe  had
not  seen  any  sheep.
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GRANDMA        HAMBLIN        I       LOVE      YOU

By   Kara   Hell
As    I    stand    in    the    doorway   of    the    newly

remodeled   room,    the   smell   of   fresh   paint,   new
carpet  and   wallF]aPer   lingers.      I   know  this  roc]m
Well,  but  it  is  no  longer  familiar  to  me.

The Alaskan Timber-uc,lfskin rug  that c]nce hung
on  the  Wall  in  front  of  me  is  gone,  alc]ng  With  the
Eskimo  War   mask   that  had   greeted  me   each  time   I
had   entered   this   roc]m.       The   3   fc]ot   Polynesian
Fertility  God  in  the  corner  is  ncl  longer  there.
Gc,ne  also  is  the  hospital  tJed  We  moved  in  When  She
became  toc]  Weak  to  climb  the  stairs  to  her  room.-

The   room   seems   so   empty   uithc]ut   the   long,
heavy  uc]c]den  table  that Was  always  piled  high With
her  latest  projects.    I  had  never  seen  that  tatJle
When  it  uasn't  covered With  papers  except  for  the
times    she    Would    hc,ld    formal    dinners    for    her
granddaughters.       Then   the   table   Was   clean   and
covered   With    fine   china,    crystal    and   silver.
These  dinners  Were  held  periodically  so  she  could
satisfy  her  mind   that  she   did  all   she  cc,uld   to
teach  granddaughters  prc]per  ettiquette.

The  familiar   blue  typewriter  With  a  page  of
her  latest   'book'   had  lc,ng  agc]  been  removed.     The
emptiness  of  this  rc]om  is  difficult  to  explain.
The  items  I  have  seen  every  day  for  years  are  here
nc]  longer,   tJut   the   emptiness  I   feel   is   because
she,   too,  is  gone.    It  makes  the  room  unbearable,
so  I  turn  to  leave.

As  I  walk  through  the  library,  my  eye catches
a  glimpse  of  her  Hawaiian  uJiCker  'Queen's  Chair,I
as  we   called  it   because  of   its   nc]ble  shape   and
high  back.      From   that  stately   chair  she  had   so
often helc]  court,  cc]rrecting an  erring grandchild,
or   relating   c]ne   of   the   many   stories   from   her
extraordinary  life.

I  am  drawn  to  the  chair  by  sc]me  unexplainable
force   and   pc]uerful   memories.      I   sit,   t]ut   feel
duarfed.     It   is  much  too  large   fc]r  me.     My  mind
replays  pictures  c]f  the  past,  and  I  become lost  in
her  memc]ries.

I   can   hear  her   jolly   laugh   as   if   she   Were
there  tJeSide  me.     I   had  heard  that  laugh  sc]  many
times.     It  uJaS  a  Warm,   easy  laugh,   Suggesting  its
frequent   presence.   I   can   hear   the  click-click-
click  of  her  long,   red  fingernails  as  she  tapped
them   on   the   table   While   deep   in   thought.      The
sound irritated me  Sometimes,  but  there® is  nothing
that  I  uouldn't  give  tc]  hear  it  once  mc]re.

She  Was  a  tJinding   and  important  I,art  C]f   the
fabric  of  my  life.    I  remember  in  my  childhc]c,d  the
friendly   blue   eyes   and   uelcc,ming  -arms,    always

accompanied   by   an   endless   supply   of   stories   and
nursery  rhymes.

There  seemed  to  be  a   certain  stage  in  each
grandchild's     life     When     her     mannerisms     uJere
aggravating.     We  didn't  Want  to  hear  the  stories
of  her  difficult  life,   and  rebelled  against  her
firm  determination  to  make  us  honorable  citizens.
But  once  F]aSt  that  Stage,   the  realization  Of  how
fortunate  ue  Were  to  be  her   grandchildren  would
set  in  to  stay  a  lifetime.

It   always  amazed  me  hc,u  sc]meone  could  be  sc]
Wise,   yet  so  naive  at  the  same  time.     Perhaps  it
came  from  the  many and  profound  tragedies  that had
entered   her   life   from   young   uJOmanhC,Od   until   her
death.          Perhaps     the     uisdc,m     came     from     the
experiences  and  the  naivety  (tJetter  described  aS
optimism)  Was  a  result  of  her  happy  childhoc]d  and
cheerful  disposition.

A    person    of    lesser    strength    might    have
experienced  self-pity,   and   been  justified.     But
self-pity  Was  not  her  style,  and  she  had  little
tc]lerance  for  it  in  others.

Frc]m    her    alcoholic,     irresF]OnSible    first
husband  tc]  he  cancer  that  finally  toc]k  her  life,
and  every  trial  in  between,   She  stc]od  strc]ng  and
unbending.    If  she  cried  in  sorrow  c]r  pain,  nc,  c]ne
ever  saw  her,   just  a§  no  c]ne  ever  saw  her  get  up
in   the   mc]rning   without   the   attitude   that   this
uolJld  be  the  best  day  ever.

She  had  been  a  handsome  woman  all  her  life.
When she  died,  there  Was  little  grey  in  the  auburn
hair  of  her  youth.     She  was  the  secc]nd  eldest  of
seven  children.     A  quiet,   thoughtful  child,   she
had  always  felt  hc,mely  next  to  her  older  sister.
Even   the   adorable   childhood   pictures   cc]uld   not
convince  her  that  She  Was  just  as  cute.    In  spite
of  her  feelings  of  inadequacy,   she  uJaS  extremely
close    to    her    sister,    and    all    c]f    her    other
siblings.    They  in  turn  had  great  lc,ve and  resF]eCt
for  her.    She  spc]ke  of  her  parents  c]ften,  and  With
deep  lc]ve  and  resF]eCt.     Thc,se  in  the  family  that
also  knew  them  confirm  her  stories  of  admiratic]n.

The  ringing  c]f  the  telephone  brings  me  back
tc]  the  present.     I  think  of  her  so  often.     There
is  nc,  adequate  uJay  tC,  describe  her  Or  CC]mPare  her.
The  void  she  left  is  unfillatJle,  but  the  heritage
and  examF]le  She  left  uS  iS  Priceless.     As  I  go  to
answer  the  phc,ne,   I   turn  for  one  last   loc]k.      I
whisper,   "Grandma,   I   lc,ve   you."      A   Warm   feeling
enveloF]eS  me  aS  if  She  iS  there,   telling  me  that
she  knows  and  the  love  is  returned  ten-fold.
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MOTHER     DIDN'T     JUST     TELL     YOU

By  Jeannine  Larson

We  have  a  tendency  in  this  family  to  take  a
certain  personality  and mc]ld  them With  our chatter
into  unbelievable  heroes  and  heroines.    People  c,i
such  strengths  and  perfection  that  the  thought  c]f
incorporating  their  attributes  into  our own  liv5s
becc,mss  depressing  and  inhibiting.

Maybe  it's  the  fact  that  ue  focus  completely
on  their strengths  and  intentionally ignore  their
faults  (it makes  a much  better  story! )  that causes
c]ur  family  personalities  becclme  sc]  exalted  in  our
minds  and  hearts.     I'm  not  complaining.     I  think
it  is  the  best  path  for  a  family  to  take.    There
are  many  families  on  this  earth  Who  don't  have  a
single  good  Word  to  say about  their  relationso    My
children   have   Wonderful   heroes   and   heroines   to
look  up  to  and  emulate.     I   feel  sorry  for  those
Who  dc]n't  have  a  Herbert  or  a  Norma  or  an  Effie  to
talk  abc]ut®

§o,  With  that  introduction,   I  Want  tc,  say  a
few   Words   about   my   mother,   Mares   Berry   Hamblin.
She  Was  not  the perfect  domestic  mother,  and there
llJere   many   times   in   my   grC]u,ing   uP   years   that   ue
locked  horns.      But   When   I   contemplate   the   hand
that she  Was  dealt  in this  life,  and  the manner  in
Which    she   handled    the   physical    and    financial
trials  that  uJere  CC,nStantly  in  frC,nt  Of  her,   I  am
amazed.

She   Was   clean,    c]rganized,   and   enthusiastic
about   each   hc]me   she  lived   in,   Whether   it   was   a
mc]tel   c]r  a   shack.      She   beautified  many  a  shack.
In   my    years    at    home   with    Mother    (there   Were
Seventeen)   I   remember   living   in   two   motels,   an
apartment  house,   an  old   farm  hc]use,   an  old  one-
room  school  house,  a  new  tract  hc]me,  an  old lumbar
cabin,  and  three  old  rental  houses.     Each  c]ne  llJaS
exciting   to   mc]ve   into   with   Mother,   because   she
always  saw  so  many  F]OSSibilitieS  fC]r  improvement
and  she  loved  to  make  those  improvements.

When   I   say   that   she   was   not   the    perfect
dc]mestic  mother,  I  meant  that  you  couldn't  depend
on  her  for  the  kind c]f maternal  support  that  seems
to  be  demanded  by  sc]ciety  today.     I  never  really
knew  if  she  Was  going  to  show  up  at parent-student
activities   or  mother-daughter   church   functions.
Most  c]f  the  time  she  didn't.    I  couldn't  deF]end  I,n
her     fc]r     those      cosy     mother-daughter     talks
explaining  the  t]irds  and  bees  and  any  c]ther free-
spirited   thoughts   that   might   flc]at   through   my
mind.    But  I  came  tc,  realize  that  those  negatives
existed  tJeCauSe  She  Was  always  burdened  With  the
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task  of  playing  both  mother  and  father  roles9  and
that  is  an  exhausting  responsibility.     And  also9
she  came  out  of  the  Victorian  era  in  Which  birds
and  bees   really   uJere  birds  and   bees   and   nC]thing
else  Was  ever  spoken  of.

But    Mother    made    up    for    her    faults    by
instilling  in  me  a wonderful  and  glorious  love of
the   Gospel   of   Jesus  Christ.      My  most   vivic]   and
happy,  childhoc]d  memories  of  Mother  uJere  always  in
the  kitchen®      As   she  mixecl   breac],   stirred   stew,
peeled    F]eaCheS    C]r    Washed    dishes,    there    Was    a
gospel  conversation  gc,ing  c]n.    She  brought  tc] life
all  the   personalities   of   the  Old  Testament.      I
learned  to  love  Abraham,  Isaac,   Jacob  and  most  c]f
all9   Joseph   and   the  coat  of   many  colors.      I   am
grateful  that  television  did  not  cc,me  into  full
suing  in  the  lives of  all  Americans  until  after  I
Was  gone  frc]m  Mother's  home.

I  can  never  remember  a  dinner  hour  that  Was
not  lengthened  With  unhurried  conversatic]n  abclut
the  Bospel®                    It   Was   one   family   activity
that  my  step-father did  not  marl,  and  it  made  life
With  him  a  little  mc]re pleasant.    My  foundatic]n  of
Gospel   knowledge   Was   I,Cured   and   Set   uJith   those
hoursa of  family  cc]nversation  that  filled  my  heart
With  a  lc]ve  of  my  Heavenly  Father  and  His  kingdc]m.

Mother   didn't   just   tell   you   about   a  Bible
I,erSOnality.     She  made  them  live  in  your  mind  and
gave  you  a  desire  to  learn  everything  you  cc,uld
about them.    Primary  and  Mutual  were  places  I  went
to   hear   uJhat   my   mC]ther   had   already   taught.  me!
Isn't  that  the  way  t3od  intended  it  to  be?    Didn't
Brigham   Young   make   the   statement   once   that   if
parents  ll,ere  fulfilling  their responsibilities  in
their  family units  that  there  Would  be  nc]  need  for
the  auxiluries  of  the  Church?

Mares   Berry  HamtJlin  uJaS  a   teacher.     She  may
have  Wanted  to  be  a  dancer,   but  Bod  kneu  she  Was
a  gifted   teacher   and   that   is   the   direction   in
Which  he  directed  her  life.     She  c]id  not  fail  in
that  role  even  as  a  mc,ther.3S-X##
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