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Esther Watkins, 
the young woman of  British descent.

Norman Anderson, 
the young man of  Scandinavian descent.

Geneva Hansen, 
the young woman of  Scandinavian descent.

Ross Rigby, 
the young Wyoming man of  British descent.
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On December 21, 1934, a young Utah 
man of  Scandinavian descent married a young 
Utah woman of  British descent in the historic 
Logan Temple. On October 7, 1935, a young 
Wyoming man of  British descent married a 
young Idaho woman of  Scandinavian descent 
in the historic Salt Lake Temple. 

The first couple, Norman and Esther 
Anderson, made their home in Brigham City, 
Utah. The second couple, Ross and Geneva 
Rigby, chose to homestead on the western 
slope of  the Grand Tetons. 

Nine months and two weeks after their 
wedding, the Rigbys made their way to 

Idaho Falls where, on July 21, 1936, Geneva 
delivered a cute little baby girl that they 
named Moonyeen. The name was taken from 
a young Gaelic girl portrayed in the movie, 
Smiling Through. 

Then one year later on July 23, 1937, Esther 
delivered an oversized baby boy that they 
named Richard, after Dr. Richard Armstrong 
Pearse. Dr. Pearse had the unenviable task of  
getting that big boy out of  there. 

The name Richard means ‘Powerful 
Heart’. The name Moonyeen means ‘My 
Girl’. 

And now you know how it all began!

Genesis



Moonyeen, beautiful then, beautiful now! 
1937, age 1.
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Moonyeen Rigby was born July 21, 1936 
in Idaho Falls, Idaho. Her parents were Ross 
Price Rigby and Mette Geneva Hansen Rigby. 
Moonyeen was the oldest of  five children, the 
others being Billy Ross Rigby, Sandra Rigby, 
Lawrence Kent Rigby and Toni Rae Rigby. 
At the time this is written (2020) all five are 
still living and keep in close contact with each 
other. The best information we have is that 
her mother, Geneva, was in Idaho Falls with 
her sister, Mae, when Moonyeen was born 
because there was no hospital in Teton Valley 
where Ross and Geneva lived.

 
Earliest Memories

On July 23, 1937, when Moonyeen was 
one year old, Ross and Geneva bought 160 
acres with an old wood home and a small barn 
at the bottom of  Fred’s Mountain (now known 
as Grand Targee Ski Resort) on the Wyoming 
side of  Teton Valley. They bought the property 
from Roland Brown for the princely sum of  
$800. The Browns had acquired it under the 
Secure Homestead Act in 1930. There was 
the small simple two room house, an eight-

stall milk barn and an outhouse. There was no 
electricity and no running water unless they 
ran to the small stream that ran by the house. 
Only 40 of  the 160 acres had been cleared so 
there was plenty for the young family to do. 
Interestingly, Moonyeen’s growing-up home 
was acquired the same day that her future 
husband was born. The plot thickens!

The first event in Moonyeen’s memory 
was the birth of  her brother Billy on May 29, 
1938. Billy was born in Idaho Falls because a 
hospital was still not available in Driggs. She 
remembers being left with her grandmother 
while her parents went to the hospital in 
Idaho Falls. She didn’t want to be left there so 
she kicked her poor grandmother all the way 
into the house. She also remembers her father 
acquiring a few cows and also taking the job 
of  hauling his and the neighboring farmer’s 
milk to the creamery in Driggs each morning. 
In the summer he used a horse-drawn wagon 
and in the winter a horse-drawn sled. It was 
a tough way to make a living, but it kept a 
young, poor family together in very hard 

Moonyeen Rigby
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The last pioneer clearing the homestead by mule and ax!
Circa 1938.

Always had a dog. 
Bears and wolves were always a danger. 
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times. Moonyeen remembers that he made 
fifty dollars a month for hauling and much less 
for his own milk.

The next memorable event was in 1940 
when her sister Sandra was born. It seems 
Geneva went into labor while Ross was out 
on the milk route. Things were moving pretty 
rapidly so Geneva concluded she couldn’t 
wait until Ross got home. So, she set out a 
clean set of  clothes and took Moonyeen, age 
four, and Billy, age two, and started walking 
to the nearest neighbor’s home, about a mile 
away. Moonyeen remembers them walking for 
a ways and then the pains would come and 
her mother would sit down until the pains 
passed, then get up and go a little farther 
before the pains came again. Finally 
they reached the neighbor’s home. 
The kind neighbor recognized the 
urgency and loaded the three in her 
car, dropped Moonyeen and Billy off 
at Grandma’s (no kicks this time), 
and drove Geneva with the baby, still 
in place, to the hospital in Driggs. It 
was a small new hospital built under 
a Depression-era program. By the 
time Ross got to the hospital he had a 
second daughter. Thank goodness for 
good neighbors.

Life on the Frontier
The pre-grade school years for 

Moonyeen and her siblings were 
pretty primitive but they prospered 
in many ways. All became adept 
at handling and riding horses. 
Moonyeen was able to start piano 
lessons and did exceptionally well 
at it. She also took dance lessons, 
and dance fit her slender, lithe body. 
Come grade school time she attended 
the Alta School which was about four 
miles away—by horses in the summer 
and horse-drawn sled in the winter. 

The dedicated teachers there focused on the 
three R’s. And don’t forget the hickory stick. 
The school and the church were right next to 
each other so some of  the facilities were used 
interchangeably.

During these years the family also cleared 
the remaining acreage (by horse, saw and ax). 
They remodeled the home and added three 
additional rooms, plus an indoor bathroom. 
They expanded the barn, piped in good 
clean water and extended electricity to the 
immediate area. Ross and a neighbor, Arnold 
Kaufman, logged out the poles and set them 
in the ground to bring in the power. Life was 
much better but work was still the family 
motto.

Moonyeen did very well in elementary 

Moonyeen and her siblings, about 1953.
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1950. I was in about 8th grade.

Moonyeen’s last year at Alta School which went through 8th grade.
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school. Her first and second grade teacher 
was a wonderful lady named Theola Ricks. 
World War II ended when she was in the 
fourth grade. Her uncles that had served 
returned home and seemed to look to Ross as 
a proxy father. Their own dad had died young 
and their mother had remarried and taken on 
a new family, the children of  her previously-
widowed second husband. Ross and Geneva’s 
home was the family gathering place and the 
brothers always seemed to reserve vacation 
time to hunt and fish in the Tetons. It was 
almost rare to have a night that some family 
visitor, maybe with a friend, wasn’t spending 
the night in one of  the small added bedrooms.

Meanwhile, Moonyeen continued her 
academic education while growing athletically, 
spiritually and artistically.

By the time she reached high school age, 
she was very accomplished on the piano, as 
a dancer and in tumbling. Her brother, Billy, 
has commented that, “She never seemed to 
have her feet below her head. She was always 
turning cartwheels, summersaults, walking on 
her hands, or doing high kick dance steps.” 
Her siblings all commented how beautifully 
she played the piano. When she would come 
home from a date they could tell how it had 
gone. If  it had gone well she played something 
like Clare de Lune. If  it had gone badly it 
was something like Beethoven’s Fifth. She 
did date a lot, mainly dancing. Her frequent 
and talented dance partner was a young 
man named Lemoyne Woodell. She enjoyed 
classical ballroom dancing as well as upbeat 
styles like the Jitterbug and the Bop. She and 
her dance partner taught dancing to the young 
people of  the area. She played the bass drum 
in the high school band and also took glee and 
speech. Her least favorite class was probably 
algebra based on her grade there. She was a 
pleasure to be around for all who knew her. 
But don’t ever attack her family or you were in 
for trouble. Her brother, Billy, was quite small 

but an excellent horseman. He did real well 
as a jockey on the race tracks of  Wyoming. 
One year he had apparently agreed to race 
the horses of  an owner named Goldie Gosser. 
Apparently it wasn’t going well for Billy so he 
wanted to quit. However, Goldie insisted that 

Moonyeen’s first year at Teton High School.

Moonyeen, 1949 - 1950.
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they had an agreement. Moonyeen wasn’t 
happy with the way Goldie was treating Billy 
so she let him have it with a tongue lashing he 
never forgot. Moonyeen’s mother was there at 
the time and was trying hard to calm things 
down. Moonyeen was still a teenager at the 
time but she wasn’t going to let it go. You can 
be sure, Goldie treated Billy a lot better after 
that.

The Rigby Family Home 
Economics

The Rigby family economic approach 
was kind of  a throwback to pioneer days. 
Self-sufficiency was the system. The meat on 
the table was usually the result of  successful 
hunting and included elk, moose, venison 
and trout. Hunting and fishing were almost a 
religion for that family. Otherwise meat was 

from a home-butchered farm animal such 
as a pig, a lamb or a calf. From the small 
dairy came fresh raw milk, cream and home-
churned butter. At times Ross farmed peas 
and potatoes, some of  which made it to the 
table. A small garden provided strawberries, 
raspberries, radishes, beans and carrots. In 
August each year there was a short family 
pilgrimage into the forested area to pick 
huckleberries, always with a dog to warn of  
a bear. Bears love huckleberries. Of  course 
there were chickens for both eggs and meat. 

 
Teton Valley has very cold, deep snowy 

winters so home heating was critical. The 
Rigby home was heated in the long winters by 
wood for about 90% of  the need. A little coal 
was bought each year to last through the night 
but mostly it was wood in the kitchen stove for 

Rigby Family: Ross, Geneva, Moonyeen, Sandra, Billy, Lawrence and Toni. 
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cooking and the living room heater for 
the rest of  the house. The wood was 
from dead trees hauled out of  the forest 
by horse and sled in the early winter. 

 
Geneva made all the girls’ dresses, 

from school and everyday clothes 
to formals and dance costumes. 
Moonyeen has often said that she never 
had a bought-en dress. She also never 
wore one out. When she outgrew it her 
mom would make a few adjustments 
and hand it down to the next sister 
and sometimes to one of  her cousins. 
Moonyeen was the tallest and, by far, 
the thinnest girl in the family so Mom 
always had enough length but she 
needed to add a little extra width at the 
seams for the system to work.

Graduation and on to 
Ricks College

In the spring of  1954 Moonyeen 
graduated from Teton High school 
in Driggs, Idaho. She had done well 
enough to receive a scholarship which 
gave her the resources to enroll at 
Ricks College in Rexburg, Idaho. Ricks 
was a small LDS-owned college that was 
originally established by Thomas E. Ricks, but 
another early founder was William F. Rigby, 
Moonyeen’s great-grandfather. It mainly 
catered to students from Southeastern Idaho. 
At the time it was a four year college but the 
choice of  majors was limited. Interestingly, 
Moonyeen’s grandmother, the receiver of  the 
kicks, had also attended Ricks.

Moonyeen enjoyed Ricks very much. She 
shared an apartment with three other girls and 
all remained friends for life. She continued 
her dancing and participated in intramural 
athletics, dated some and did well in her 
classes. She did so well in her dance classes 
that sometimes the teacher just turned the 
class over to Moonyeen while she attended to 

other class matters. From years of  dancing 
Moonyeen had beautiful muscular legs and 
ankles. In an art class she was asked to model, 
since her ankle muscles were so well defined. 
Academic classes at Ricks were mostly the 
basics as there wasn’t much choice in majors. 
When she finished her sophomore year, 
the decision was made to make Ricks a two 
year junior college, so now she had to make 
a decision. It seemed that there were three 
choices: Idaho State, which didn’t impress 
her, BYU, and Utah State. Somehow, the 
more she thought about BYU, the more she 
felt Utah State was the right choice. So in the 
fall of  1956 she made the trip to Logan and 
registered at Utah State Agriculture College 
where she chose Social Work for her major.

Moonyeen as a Junior. 1953.
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Above: Moonyeen at Ricks. Circa 1955.

Left: Bathing Beauty, about 1956.
Summers in the Tetons can come and 

go in the same week.
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Utah State Agricultural
College and more

Moonyeen felt a bit overwhelmed by Utah 
State, or “the AC” as it was called. It was much 
larger than Ricks and Teton High. There were 
students from every part of  the United States 
as well as many other countries. The diverse 
student population and a religiously diverse 
(or no religion at all) faculty took some getting 
used to. It was a more worldly environment 
than she had experienced at Ricks or in Teton 
Valley. 

She did appreciate the LDS Institute of  
Religion and took enough classes to graduate 
from the Institute. She also played the organ 
in the student ward Sabbath meetings and 
attended the social functions as well (including 

the Tuesday night dances). She kept her 
dancing going and dated some. 

For a while she dated her roommate’s 
brother who didn’t live in the area so it didn’t 
go very far. She also dated a student at the 
University that was different from her in 
many ways. He wasn’t the same religion, he 
smoked, and had different values than her. 
In the early spring of  1957 she decided to 
break it off. He didn’t want that and kind of  
frightened her. 

It was then that she decided to go back to 
where she felt comfortable. So even though it 
was midterm exam time, she decided to go, 
alone it turns out, to a regularly scheduled 
Tuesday night religion class and dance. And 
things would never be the same.



14   |  Together Forever—Richard and Mooyneen Anderson14   |  Together Forever—Richard and Mooyneen Anderson

When Mom was a little girl, the children 
did not begin school until they were six years 
old. Mom knew that when she started school, 
she would need a new coat to keep warm 
and to wear each day to school. Like Dad, 
her family did not have all the luxuries that 
children take for granted today, and so for her, 
a new winter coat was a very big luxury. 

Mom knew this was something her family 
could not afford very easily, and so she came 
up with a plan. In the summers, people would 
work in the fields picking potatoes. They were 
paid $0.05 a basket.  Mark Wilson, Mom’s 
uncle, was able to provide a job for her 
picking potatoes with Grandma Rigby. Mom 
remembers that Grandma Rigby was a hard 
worker and a fast worker. Mom had to work 
quickly to keep up with her. 

All summer, day after day, as a six-year-
old girl, she worked out in the hot sun picking 

potatoes and placing them in baskets. A coat 
at that time cost approximately $15, so Mom 
needed to fill at least 300 baskets over the 
summer time. Six days a week, she and her 
mother worked and filled basket after basket.

Finally the summer came to an end and 
she was able to purchase the coat for school. 
This made Mom very happy as her efforts 
had provided that coat, but even greater was 
the excitement she experienced knowing 
that once she had grown out of  the coat, she 
could pass it on to her sisters. There were two 
younger sisters who would one day be in need 
of  a warm winter coat, and Mom’s efforts 
would provide this small luxury.

While Mom was growing up, she never 
had a purchased dress until she was in the 
8th grade. For most of  her clothing, a cousin 
named Sabra who lived back in Chicago gave 
Mom her hand-me-downs. Sabra’s mother 

did not have a sewing machine, so 
she sewed all the dresses by hand. 
She was a wonderful seamstress 
and Mom loved the dresses she 
received.

Mom remembers that there 
was so much pride in being able 
to help out the family by working 
during her childhood and youth. 
She developed her independence 
and self-reliance as she discovered 
that she could work hard and add 
value to her family.

A New Coat for Moonyeen...
AND her Sisters

by Deborah Justesen
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Left: Sacking potatoes is hard, dirty work.

Right: Coat purchased with potato money. 
All three sisters would wear it with pride!

Top: No OSHA here!  
If  you are big enough 
to get paid, you are 

big enough to carry the 
spuds!
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In Teton High School Moonyeen dated 
a few fellows. I remember Kenneth Hansen, 
Billy Wade, Bucky Rieley, and Kent Sorensen 
were a few. Moonyeen was pretty fussy about 
who she dated. I don’t remember when she 
brought Richard home to meet the family. I do 
remember Mom told us to behave ourselves.

Moonyeen was tall and slender, too skinny. 
Her feet were above her head a good share of  
the time. She loved gymnastics. She could roll 
in a ball and roll around on the ground. She 
could walk on her hands and feet with her belly 
up. Cartwheels were straight. She was a very 
good dancer and loved to dance. 

She learned to play the piano from Phebe 
Christenson. I didn’t make the grade myself  
(I quit). Each one of  us kids had a chance to 
play a musical instrument. Some did better 
than others. Moonyeen played the bass drum 

in high school and sang in the choir also. She 
also played basketball a little. We lived a ways 
from town, so that was a little harder for her to 
get back and forth to practice, and sports were 
somewhat limited.

Moonyeen felt she was boss over us kids 
and her actions made us believe she was boss. 
She would drag me by the hair more than a 
few times. She could lick us kids physically 
and verbally. She could be quite verbal. One 
time when I was sixteen, I signed a contract 
to ride racehorses and I wanted to go home. 
The boss had said no. Anyway, Goldie Gosser 
was telling mom in the car, I couldn’t go home. 
Moonyeen was in the back seat and she got 
mad. Her eyes popped open and she lit into 
Goldie—called him names and told him what 
she thought. He pulled his head out of  the car 
window, put his hands up and backed off. Mom 

Memories of  Moonyeen
from her brother, Billy

Dance recital; Moonyeen is far left. She loved to dance. 
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was apologizing the whole time. Moonyeen did 
voice her opinion for me. 

As a kid, Monyeen must have felt like she 
was responsible for us kids as she tried to whip us 
into obedience. When we got into high school 
we would come home from school activities, 
and Moonyeen would play the piano and we 
would sing. Most of  the time Dad would get up 
and say, “By hell, it’s time to go to bed. We have 
work tomorrow.” 

At one of  the Green and Gold Balls, 
Moonyeen needed a formal, so Mom ordered 
a light green chiffon and a soft light green satin 
to go under it. It came a day before the dance, 
and Moonyeen was upset. There was a blizzard 
going on, so after milking, Dad saddled old Turk 
and rode 8 miles into town to get the material 
for Mom to make Moonyeen’s dress. It was late 
when Dad got home, almost frozen. Mother 
took the material laid it out on the table and 
began to cut the dress out. She then started to 
sew. She almost finished the dress that night. 
She had Moonyeen try it on the next morning, 
so Mom could make the final adjustments. For 
some reason, Moonyeen became angry and 
said she would not wear that ugly dress. Mom 

finished sewing it and Moonyeen did wear it. It 
looked very nice on her.

I remember Mom sitting down and crying 
for a minute after the argument. She was so 
tired and wore down from the worry, not to 
have the dress, and then not to be appreciated, 
that it really hurt. I think Moonyeen far better 
understands her mom’s feelings now. We just 
do the best we can at the time; it’s a growing 
time for both child and mom.

The folks never had a lot of  money but 
they had lots of  love and shared what they had.

Moonyeen has always been kind of  a 
beacon for us. She was our caretaker for Mom. 
Mom and Dad had to work side by side to clear 
the trees and get the 160 acres so they could 
farm it. Then, after the crops were ready, there 
was hay to cut and stack, grain to thrash and 
always cows to milk. It was a busy time for both 
Dad and Mom.

Moonyeen is much like Mom in that she 
wanted to help others and has done so. She 
made a wise choice in companions. She has 
struggled with pain but never given up. She is 
my sister and I am very proud of  her and love 
her very much. 

It’s hard to dance in the yard! Circa April 1956.
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My baby picture. 
No hair then, no hair now!
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I was born July 23, 1937 in the Pearse 
Private Hospital in Brigham City, Utah. My 
father, Norman H. Anderson, was a return 
missionary and college student and my 
mother, Esther Watkins Anderson, found 
whatever work she could. 1937 was a very 
difficult year and work was very hard to 
find. Unemployment was deep into double 
digits. The Great Depression was seven 
years long and counting. A terrible drought 
had turned the Midwest into a ‘dust bowl’ 
and farmers were abandoning their farms in 
hopes of  finding work at the end of  a long, 
difficult pilgrimage to California. I have often 
wondered how my parents had the courage to 
even get married, let alone to add a baby and 
another mouth to feed to their family.

WHEW!
 
I was born on a Friday at 11:48 pm after a 

long, difficult delivery. I know my mother was 
very tired, Dr. Pearse was tired, and my father 
was still frightened by the whole ordeal. I, of  
course, don’t remember any of  this but I have 
been told that I was a very happy baby. I am 

sure that I was glad to be here and have since 
marveled at what a wonderful time, place and 
family situation for my birth.

My first memories as a child were in Park 
Valley, Utah in the fall of  1939. I know that 
in the two preceding years my parents worked 
as janitors of  the chapel in the second ward 
in Brigham City. Dad finished his bachelor’s 
degree at Utah State Agriculture College and 
took a summer course at the University of  
Idaho. Teaching jobs were still hard to find 
and he wanted to be eligible to take a job in 
Idaho if  he had the opportunity. But, in the 
fall of  1939 the opportunity came to teach in 
the booming metropolis of  Park Valley, Utah. 
If  you don’t know where that is, it is close to 
Rosette and Grouse Creek.

Halloween
My memory is that I was standing in my 

crib when my parents came into my room 
with another school staff member and tied 
some balloons with Halloween markings and 
colors to my crib rails. I remember being 

Richard Watkins Anderson
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excited, especially that the balloons were 
accompanied by some Halloween candy.

A Baaad Day
Another lasting memory was my 

first encounter with sheep when I was 
about three. Park Valley has long been 
sheep winter range. A common sight in 
the fall and spring was large herds of  
sheep being moved to and from the high 
country or between grazing areas. The 
school where Dad taught was about a 
quarter mile from where we lived. Every 
afternoon Mom would let me run up 
the dirt road to meet Dad coming home 
from school. 

On this one day, just as I was running 
to meet Dad, a group of  men and sheep 
dogs were moving a large herd along the 
road past the school. Just as I came to 
the herd, one of  the rams deemed me a 
threat and butted me solidly in the chest. 
The force flattened me on my back. I 
looked up just in time to see one of  the 
sheep men swat the ram on the butt with 
a large rod and then Dad gathered me 
up, unhurt but crying, and carried me 
home.

 
Shockingly Hard Lessons

In the summer of  1940 we moved 
back to Brigham City as Dad had 
accepted a teaching job in Elwood, about 
15 miles northwest of  Brigham. We 
moved into a rental unit that belonged to 
an Anderson family (no relation). It was 
a bit more modern than our Park Valley 
home. It had a lot more electric items 
like lamps, a toaster and a radio. 

I became particularly interested in 
electric outlets. You plug the radio in 
and you heard people talking. Plug a 
lamp in and you got light. Wow! What 
magic is in there? Maybe I could pry 
open one of  the little slots and see what’s 

Richard and Emma Louise Carter in Park Valley, 1940. 
She is the first non-family-member in my memory. 

Third birthday in 1940. 
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there. A kitchen knife should work just fine, so 
I proceeded. It was then that I made a very 
shocking discovery about electricity. 

After I picked myself  and the knife up off 
the floor, I resolved to show electricity more 
respect in the future. My fascination, though, 
never went away so maybe that is why I 
became an electrical engineer.

 
Boys and Girls are Different. 
Just Take My Word for It! 

When I was about four years old, my 
Grandma Watkins was having a lot of  health 
problems. She was a widow and struggling 
with her chores such as washing and ironing. 
Her two sons, including my mother’s older 
brother, John, lived with her. John needed a 
lot of  help with his meals and upkeep. 

Grandma lived about a mile from where 
we did, so quite often mother and I would walk 
to Grandma’s home to help her with her care 
and housework. To help cover her financial 
needs, Grandma had rented her basement 
to a family with two little girls about my age 
(about four years old). 

One day when we were at Grandma’s, I 
was outside playing with these two girls when 
our attention was drawn to anatomy. Then 
somehow we agreed to show each other our 
differences. We also thought it ok to show 
each other how differently they functioned. At 
that very moment, Mother was in Grandma’s 
bedroom with the window open and her 
mother’s intuition prompted her to call out, 
“Richard, what are you doing?” “Peeing!” I 
replied. 

I had no idea my mother could move 
so fast. She would have left Jesse Owens in 
her dust. Before I could get my pants up my 
bottom received about five hard slaps that 
even Grandma could hear in her bedroom. 
My behind was still bright red when I went to 
bed that night. Even now I hyperventilate if  
there is a nurse in the room when my doctor 
checks for a hernia. 

The moral of  this story: Don’t get caught 
with your pants down if  there is an angry 
woman observing your activities.

 
Words Have Meaning

I learned a few other lessons the hard way 
at Grandma Watkins’ home. Grandma had 
a neighbor family about 300 yards away that 
I will describe as hardscrabble. The family 
included three boys a few years older than 
me that seemed much better educated than 
me. They used a whole bunch of  words I 
had never heard before and the words seem 
to express actions and things so emphatically. 
I kept the words in my mind looking for the 
opportunity to show my mother how smart 
and sophisticated I was becoming. 

One day my opportunity arrived. Mother 
had picked a big bucket of  string beans 
from Grandma’s garden and she asked me 
to help her snip them. If  you don’t know 
what snipping beans is, ask your mother or 
grandmother. As we snipped away I reached 
into the bucket and pulled out the longest 
bean that mother had picked that day. Here 
was my chance to impress mother with my 
newly expanded vocabulary. “G..! look at that 
big bast..d!” I blurted out. And there it was 
again that emphatic slap, this time as a right 
cross, that would have put Joe Louis on the 
canvas, right across my mouth. “Don’t you 
ever say that again!” exclaimed mother! 

I have never had trouble keeping the third 
commandment since that day. The Lord’s 
name couldn’t pass my lips, vainly, without me 
feeling that sting, even to this day. 

The moral of  this story: Words have 
meaning. That is why I want originalists on 
the Supreme Court.

 
World War II 

On December 7, 1941 everything changed. 
Early that Sunday morning, Japanese bombers 
attacked the United States Naval Base at Pearl 
Harbor, Hawaii killing 2403 United States 
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troops and civilians while sinking 19 Navy 
ships. Our Pacific Fleet was destroyed. The 
next day President Roosevelt referred to the 
day as a day of  infamy. Then the United States 
Congress declared war on Japan. A few days 
later Germany and Italy declared war on the 
United States. We reciprocated and the war 
was in full swing—a war that would result in 
the death of  an estimated three percent of  the 
world population.

 
The Haircut to Remember

The day after the war started my mother’s 
younger brother (my uncle), Ray H. Watkins, 
made the decision to join the Navy. First he 
had to get a Navy regulation haircut. We 
were with Grandma Watkins at the time and 
mother asked Ray if  he would take me with 
him as I was also in need of  a haircut. Shortly 
after, we were in Elmer Schow’s barber 
shop waiting our turn. The shop was full 
of  men eager to join our military and their 
conversation scared me. “The ‘Japs’ bombed 
Pearl Harbor!” Me: “What’s a ‘Jap’? What’s 
a Pearl Harbor? Are they going to bomb our 
house?” It was very frightening for a four year 
old.

Utah Responds
 Utah was heavily affected by the war. 

The infamous Japanese Internment Camp, 
Topaz, was in Utah, along with Dugway 
Proving Ground, Fort Douglas, Ogden Army 
Supply Depot and what would become Hill 
Air Force Base. Northern Utah had very good 
rail connections east, west, north and south so 
it made good sense to locate a much-needed 
army hospital in Utah. Brigham City was the 
chosen location, so in the southeast corner of  
the city a very modern 1300-bed hospital with 
supporting facilities was constructed in what 
must have been record time. Eventually some 
13,000 troops would be treated, many for 
amputations and related complications. 

I remember the construction phase well. 

Brigham City people bent over backwards to 
assist the effort. One of  my mother’s aunts 
had a large, mostly empty house so she rented 
rooms where workers could stay. My mother, 
who was an excellent cook, prepared the 
meals for these same workers in our home 
and at our table. I helped set the table and 
wash the dishes (no such thing as a dishwasher 
appliance). The army was never billed for 
my little service but the lessons learned were 
tremendous.

 
No Taste for Good Comic 
Books

After the hospital was completed, my 
mother and her sister, Jane, frequently took 
homemade treats to the hospital patients. 
After all, these were mostly young men, some 
as young as 17. Many would spend the rest of  
their life missing an arm, or a leg, or multiple 
limbs. They loved the treats and they loved the 
kind attention. 

I enjoyed going with mother and Aunt 
Janey, because, among other reasons, these 
young soldiers would give me their used comic 
books. If  I would have saved half  of  them, l 
could make our entire family very wealthy. 
Only one thing bothered me, it was strange 
to me that great comics like Superman, 
Batman and Robin, and The Green Hornet 
were less common than I expected. It seemed 
that every patient there had every issue of  a 
particular comic that would have been my last 
choice. Why would they pick that comic over 
Captain Marvel for instance. I was befuddled. 
What was that favorite comic? WONDER 
WOMAN! 

The moral: Boys will be boys!
 

I want a Sister Baby
Shortly before my fourth birthday it seems 

the stork was planning a second visit to the 
Anderson home. Mother was expecting 
and I was most excited. For over a year my 
refrain had been, “I want a sister baby!” We 



Richard Watkins Anderson   |   23

Bushnell Hospital which became the Intermountain Indian School after World War II. 

A young patriot at about the time WWII was starting in Europe. 
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all seemed certain it would be a girl and most 
of  the family wanted her name to be Norma 
after my dad’s name. However, I was in love 
with a lady that worked in a local drug store 
named Ruth. So I wanted a sister baby and I 

wanted her name to be Ruth. On June 8, 1941 
a beautiful baby girl was born and our parents 
named her Ruth. Thank you, Mom and Dad! 
Sadly, Ruth left us way too early at the tender 
age of  sixty.

Below: Sister baby growing up too!

Above: So happy to have a sister baby! 
Big family event of  1941. 
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My Sled 
You might remember that in 1941 

Dad was only in his second year of  
teaching school. There was no health 
insurance and Dad only made about 
$1000 per year teaching. They simply 
didn’t have the money to pay the doctor 
and hospital bills. But, for the 1941/42 
school year he was able to join the 
Lincoln School faculty teaching 5th and 
6th grades. The Lincoln School was in 
Brigham so they figured he could walk 
to school and they could sell the car to 
pay the bills. This they did so that Ruth 
was fully paid for. The only problem now 
was how to get mother and the new baby 
to the doctor when there was snow on 
the walks and no way to walk or use a 
baby buggy. Well, for Christmas in 1941, 
Richard’s gift from Santa was a beautiful 
Flexible Flyer sled. Through that winter 
when snow was a problem, Dad pulled 
Mom and Ruth on the sled to the doctors 
office for visits. I still have that sled and it 
is sacred to me. I hope whoever inherits 
it treats it the same way.

 
Dad Dodges a Bullet, by 
Accident

When the war broke out, Dad received his 
draft notice to report to Fort Douglas for his 
pre-induction physical. I remember traveling 
to Salt Lake and waiting while Dad was 
examined. Before Dad went on his mission he 
was picking cherries for a farmer and fell out 
of  a tree. He injured his back and Dr. Pearse 
fitted him with a corset to stabilize it. It did 
bother him while he was in France and all 
the rest of  his life. Well, it also caused him to 
flunk his Army physical, since his back had 
been broken and had mended a bit crooked, 
so he was rejected for service. Nevertheless, 
he joined the Civil Air Patrol which had been 
established in case our city was ever attacked. 
He was issued a white metal helmet, a billy 

club, and an identifying chest band. I still 
remember occasional air raid drills when the 
fire siren in the old city hall would sound a 
very shrill warning and we would all seek 
cover. Fortunately we were never bombed. 
Dad also worked summers, weekends and 
some evenings at the Ogden Supply Depot. 
He would ride the Northern Utah Railroad to 
get to work. Many of  the workers there were 
German and Italian war prisoners. Dad had 
good command of  German, Italian, Spanish 
and French. He was frequently put in charge 
of  prisoner details. I learned that the prisoners 
came to love him because he could talk to 
them and share insights about the war and 
their home countries. Dad had a great love of  
languages and history and it showed.

My sled and former family vehicle. 2021.
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When Dad was a little boy, his family did 
not have a lot of  money. Grandpa Anderson 
was a school teacher and Grandma stayed 
home to care for Dad. Both parents were 
very hard-working people and were willing to 
sacrifice to give their children the things they 
needed.

Grandpa Anderson received employment 

out in Park Valley first and then transferred to 
Elwood to teach school. At this time, the family 
had one car. A new position opened up in 
Brigham City to teach at Lincoln Elementary 
School that would be where Grandpa taught 
for the next 40 years. Great-grandma Watkins 
had died, and in exchange for Grandma 
Anderson looking over her brother John, Dad 
and his parents were able to take over the 
family home and pond. Although it was over 
a mile from town, it was a wonderful home 
and both Grandma and Grandpa were glad 
to be close to family. At this time, Dad was 
the only child, but Grandma Anderson soon 
became pregnant.

Back in those days, the patient paid 
medical bills, for there was no insurance to 
help with large medical bills. Having a baby 
was very expensive, and after Ruth, Dad’s 
sister, was born, the family decided to sell their 
only car to pay the bills.

Each day Grandpa would walk to work to 
teach school, but this left Grandma Anderson 
without a car to run errands or go shopping 
for the weekly food. This time, Grandma 
Anderson came up with a wonderful idea. 
Dad had a little red wagon that he played with. 
Now this red wagon became the means for the 
family shopping. Though only five years old, 
each time his mother needed some groceries, 
she would send Dad.

Dad could not yet read, but Grandma 
would write out a list of  the things she needed 
and give it to Dad along with a little black 
bag with the money for him to purchase the 
items. The grocery store was over a mile away, 
but Dad would faithfully go to the market for 
Grandma, give the owner of  the O.P. Skaggs 

The Little Red Wagon
by Deborah Justesen

Most likely my 5th birthday in 1942.
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grocery store the list and then pay for the 
groceries. Then Dad would walk, or if  there 
was room in the wagon, ride all the way home, 
as it was downhill from town.

But this was not all the little red wagon 
was used for. As Dad helped his mother pick 
fruit and vegetables in their large garden and 
orchard, the wagon was used as a small “store 
front”. After the fruit was put in bushel baskets 
by Grandma Anderson, Dad would head 
up to town to sell his wares to the packing 
companies. When the employees saw Dad 
coming, they would always exclaim, “Here 
comes Producer Anderson!” Perhaps this was 
just the beginning of  Dad living up to the title 

of  producer. Sometimes Dad would take beans 
they had picked up to Rennie Smith’s store, 
the founding store that would later spawn the 
D. Glen Smith’s grocery chain.

Dad says that this experience is one he 
looks back on with pride as he recognizes that 
today young children would not be called 
upon to have such large responsibilities. At the 
same time, it was an era when people could 
trust others to be honest and to look out for 
small children.

In 1953 Dad bought his first car, which 
was the first car the family had owned since 
1941. Finally in 1956, Grandma and Grandpa 
Anderson purchased their own automobile. 

O.P. Skaggs Grocery Store



28   |  Together Forever—Richard and Mooyneen Anderson28   |  Together Forever—Richard and Mooyneen Anderson

On June 25, 1942, Grandma Watkins 
passed away. She was only seventy years old. 
Grandpa had died some seven years earlier so 
her family consisted then of  my mother, my 
mother’s two sisters, Jane and Lenora, and 
two brothers, John and Ray. Ray was in the 
Navy and shipboard somewhere in the Pacific. 
I don’t know how long it was before he knew 
his mother had crossed the great divide. 
Consistent with the times, Grandma left her 
home and accompanying land to her two 
sons. Daughters were supposed to get their 
inheritance through their husbands. John 
at the time was about 45 but he was never 
quite right. I think he had limited cognitive 
capability and also had a lot of  anxiety and 
emotional problems. He had a maintenance 
job with the city and worked keeping the 
city parks nice. He was a very sweet man. 
He wouldn’t hurt a mouse. He was very 
religious and never missed a church meeting. 
He even attended MIA, which then included 
an adult class. He didn’t participate much in 
discussions, usually sitting quietly on the back 
row. He never married, never drove a car and 

never had a girlfriend or maybe any friend at 
all. He really was incapable of  living alone. 
After Grandma’s funeral, it was decided that 
we would move into Grandma’s house, rent 
free, in exchange for taking care of  the place 
and Uncle John.

 
Grandma’s home sat on some 15 acres on 

Forest Street between 6th and 8th West. It is 
directly across the street from Reese Pioneer 
Park and included a 6+/- acre pond that had 
been used by my grandfather and his brother 
to freeze ice in the winter for sale in the 
summer. West of  the home was the Big J flour 
mill. Just beyond that was the Utah Farmers 
Association feed and egg processing plant. 
Just beyond that was the Brigham City Union 
Pacific Railroad Station. The far south end of  
the property was a two-acre lot that had been 
used for trailer houses when Bushnell General 
Hospital, mentioned earlier, was being built. 
It was sometimes used for a hobo camp, 
sometimes a camp for transient farm workers 
during fruit harvest time and sometimes as an 
encampment for Native Americans (mostly 

Down by the Pond
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Shoshone) when they came into town for a 
variety of  reasons. At times there would be as 
many as a dozen teepees pitched out there. It 
was handy to the park where water, toilets and 
even showers were available. Reese Pioneer 
Park was used for semi professional baseball 
games, for boating. As now, there was a 
swimming pool and a very ample playground. 
It all made the camp and the home a very 
interesting place. Today the property of  my 
grandmother’s is called Watkins Park. The 
pond is no longer there but is now a venue 
for youth soccer, football and even vintage car 
shows.

My First Best Friend
Sometime after we moved to our new home 

down by the pond, I met a boy who would 

be in my class at school. His name was Max 
Snow. He was of  the Lorenzo Snow family, 
probably a great-grandson. We became very 
good friends during the entire time we lived 
there. We both loved adventures and we lived 
in a perfect area for boyhood adventures. We 
were Huck Finn and Tom Sawyer for sure. 
We had the hobo camps and the Indian camp 
to visit, we had the trains to watch and dream 
of  hopping and being hobos ourselves. We 
fished the pond in the summer and explored 
the fields and marshes west of  the city. We 
caught frogs and snakes and took them 
home in our pockets. We built a raft from old 
railroad ties and poled it around the pond. 
We made hideouts in a hollow where my 
grandpa’s old icehouse had stood. We snuck 
into wrestling matches on summer nights at 
the ballpark. I remember a seemingly angry 
tag team match between Gypsy Joe and 
Floyd ‘Meany’ Hansen, the bad guys, vs local 
favorites Kenny Mayne and Joe Reynolds. 
Finn Gibbs was the referee and the father of  
Diane Gibbs, one of  my school classmates. 
I recall that Finn sang at my grandfather 
Anderson’s funeral. Max and I would often 
sleep over at each other’s home. Max’s family 
lived in an old two story pioneer era adobe. It 
was right next to the railroad tracks and those 
were the days of  steam engines--very noisy 
but also fun to watch and listen to. Their 
home had electricity and indoor water but 
no indoor bathroom. The outhouse was very 
cold in the winter. Both their home and ours 
were heated by wood and coal stoves so we 
both had a lot in common.

 
Learning to Work

While we lived in the house by the pond I 
learned a lot about work. When I was about 
five I did most of  the grocery shopping for our 
family. Mother would make a list of  what we 
needed and I would pull my coaster wagon up 
town, about a mile, to O.P. Skaggs Grocery 
Store and give the list to one of  the staff. 

My mother and my two cousins, Eva Jane and Ray 
Christensen, on the pond ice, about 1932.
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They would pick out the items and put them 
in bags or a box and put it in my wagon. I 
would give them the money Mother sent and 
trust them to return the right change. If  there 
was room in the wagon I could coast most of  
the way home since it was all down hill. One 
day I observed that most of  the fruits and 
vegetables they were selling weren’t nearly 
as attractive as what we grew on our little 
farm. So, the next time I went shopping, with 
Mother’s permission, I took a box of  our now 
famous green beans and asked the manager if  
they would like to buy them? He responded, 
“Sure!” He paid me for the beans and put 
them next to what they already had but at a 
higher price. I think they were sold before I 
left the store. On leaving the manager told me 
if  we have any more they would be happy to 
buy them. I was in business! If  I would pick 
them and take them to town, mother let me 
keep the money. I also had to help with the 
irrigating.

 
Over time I also sold raspberries, apricots, 

cherries, peaches, tomatoes, and cucumbers on 
the same basis. I also sold to Lorenzo Smith’s 
Market, the forerunner of  the modern Smith’s 
Market chain. I also found summer jobs 
picking strawberries, cherries and peaches for 
neighbor farmers, all before I turned 11 years 
old. I actually earned enough money during 
the war years to buy four twenty-five-dollar 
war bonds. Each cost $18.75 and returned 
$25 when mature. For my effort, I got to ride 
in a Jeep with an army officer and autograph 
a bomb casing as though I had paid for it. I 
wrote, “Here’s for you, Hitler!” I was glad 
when I learned that he was finally dead.

 
The Newspaper Boy

On January 1, 1949 when I was 11, I got 
the job of  delivering the Salt Lake Tribune to 
subscribers living in a fairly large portion of  
Brigham City. I had to get up at 5:00 am and 
pick about 100 papers up and deliver them to 

my assigned subscribers before 7:00 am, then 
go home and get ready for school which started 
at 9:00. I also had to go door to door each 
month and collect for the papers delivered. 
The subscribers paid me 5 cents per paper or 
$1.50 per month. I had to pay the Tribune 
3.6 cents per paper, so when the month had 
31 days I didn’t even make 1.4 cents a paper. 
And, if  a customer moved or failed to pay me, 
I still had to pay for the papers and just eat 
the loss. I continued to pass papers for about 
five years and saved enough money to buy my 
first car, a 1946 Chevrolet, in 1953, and after 
Moonyeen and I were married, I used the last 
of  my paper route savings to buy our first car, 
a brand new 1958 Fiat.

I want to add that 1949 was a terrible time 
to start a morning paper route. It was clearly 
a 100-year winter, at least. It snowed and it 

My family with my childhood 
home in the background. About 1947.
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Richard, Ruth and Kent in the mid 1940s. 
Photo on the right is taken at our childhood home. 

snowed and it froze and it froze. I observed 
that at -20 degrees F, my tears would freeze. 
I got a bad frostbite on my feet. The snow 
was so deep and frequent that I couldn’t even 
use my sled. I just had to walk and carry the 
papers in canvas bags on my shoulders. My 
fingers would get so cold even with the heaviest 
mittens that I could find. There was so much 
snow that the deer came down out of  the 
mountains and wintered in the ballpark across 
the street from our home. The wild ducks that 
would sometimes winter west of  town came 
into our frozen pond and then begged for 
food at our back door. It was awful. I want to 
add here that my dad helped me through this 
tough winter, especially when my feet were 

hurting. He was a great man and a super great 
father. And my mother was the same way. I 
love them with all my heart.

Elementary School
In the summer of  1943 I attended 

kindergarten at Central School. Central 
School was located on the west side of  Main 
Street between 200 and 300 South. Today 
the Brigham City Temple is on that same site. 
Central was a classic old-time school building, 
built like a giant cube, three stories high with 
fire escapes on both sides, entries on the front 
and back and with a flag pole in front. It was 
a little over a mile from our old home at 701 
West Forest Street. It was quite a walk for a five 
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year old but I was used to walking since our 
family had no automobile. My kindergarten 
teacher was a great lady named Blanche Ferry. 
She was also my third grade teacher and I will 
always remember how sweet she was with all 
of  her students.

My first grade teacher was Blythe Tingey. 
She really gave me a great start in reading and 
arithmetic. I also had her as my homeroom 
teacher in the fifth grade. My second grade 
teacher was Miss Hopkins. I will remember her 
first name when I am not trying to remember 
it. Oh, just remembered, it was Delores. In 
the third grade, as I mentioned, I had Miss 
Ferry again. I remember that I had perfect 
attendance that year. She gave me a book 
for my effort. She wrote in it that someday 
she would like a boy just like me. I felt truly 
honored. I hope she got her wish and hope 
he was much better than me. She deserved 
it. I think later she was honored as Utah’s 

outstanding elementary teacher. I remember 
the book was titled Mystery at Lake Retreat. If  
any of  my family find it after I’m gone, please 
treasure it.

 
I did very well in elementary school. I 

was able to score well in arithmetic, reading 
and spelling. In the fourth grade my teacher 
was Jane Linford. I thought the world of  
Mrs. Linford. She helped me a lot in the 
fundamentals, especially spelling. She had 
a class spelling bee that I won. It turns out 
that she and my mom had the same birthday. 
When I learned this, I took on the task of  
raising money from our class to buy her a 
present. A classmate, Bob Jensen, helped me 
go home-to-home of  our other classmates to 
solicit a quarter each. We raised enough to 
buy her a nice flower from Henry Drewes’ 
floral shop. It turns out that Mrs Linford 
would be my last teacher in the old Central 
School building.

My last year at the old Central School. The Brigham City Temple 
now stands at this spot. Note the class size. I am #25. 
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The Bishops of  my childhood in the Brigham 2nd Ward.
Back: J.A. Meservy, LeGrand Horsely, Glen Knudsen, 

Raymond Olsen; Front: Carlos Soderholm, 
Nephi J. Valentine, Thomas Blackburn

The Terrible War is Finally 
over

1945 was a big year in America. In April 
of  that year President Roosevelt died. I 
remember Miss Ferry teaching us how to spell 
the new president’s name: T-R-U-M-A-N. 
Most Americans really had no idea who he 
was. A few days later Berlin fell to the Allies, 
Hitler and his mistress committed suicide and 
the Nazis surrendered unconditionally. My 
father and I watched the unraveling of  Hitler’s 
regime with great interest and anticipation. 
That left Japan as the only obstacle to peace.

 
Baptism by Water and Fire

On August 4, 1945 I was baptized by my 
father in the font in the Brigham City 5th 
Ward Chapel. The next day I was confirmed 
and received the gift of  the Holy Ghost in the 
Second Ward Chapel. This later ordinance is 
often referred to as Baptism by Fire. Shortly 
thereafter the United States military dropped 

an atomic bomb on Hiroshima, Japan 
providing a literal baptism by fire. The blast 
and after-effects killed an estimated 160,000 
Japanese people. A few days later a second 
bomb was dropped on Nagasaki killing 
thousands more. A few days after, Japan 
surrendered unconditionally on the deck of  
the battleship Missouri. The deadliest war in 
world history was finally over.

 
Central School Burning

The summer of  1947 things felt pretty 
good. Most of  our troops, including my 
Uncle Ray, were home at last. With no more 
war casualties, Bushnell General Hospital 
was closed after caring for some 13,000 
badly injured troops, some of  which married 
Brigham City women and chose Brigham and 
nearby areas to make their new home. Also 
the hospital and resource people there did 
much pioneering work in the use of  antibiotics 
and light-weight plastic prosthetics. But a big 

change was coming.
One day in August I was at home 

enjoying the last few days of  summer 
vacation when I observed a large 
column of  smoke to the south and 
east that I concluded could not be far 
away. I immediately started toward 
the smoke column and after a few 
blocks I could tell that Central School 
was burning. The fire lasted several 
hours and left a three story hollow 
shell. Now what do we do for a school?

The Army to the Rescue
Bushnell General Hospital was 

never intended to be an elementary 
school. But in a pinch, a good dose 
of  ingenuity can go a long way. Here 
was a burned out school and an 
empty hospital. There has to be a 
good solution in there. With approval 
of  the US Army, a few buildings of  
the hospital were quickly configured 
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Excerpt from “Harvest of  Faith: Brigham City Utah Temple” p. 17
Published by the Temple Department February 2013
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with portable partitions and chalk boards, 
tables and chairs into different-looking 
but usable classrooms. There was also a 
transportation problem. Bushnell was too far 
from most homes to allow walking to school. 
Also, being a military installation, young 
civilians wandering around was not a good 
idea. Central School also had very few bused 
students and so had very few buses. Now 
every student needed to be bused. The School 
Board officials hunted all over the state for old 
unused school buses to haul us all to school. It 
made for a pathetic armada of  near-antique 
buses. My fifth grade was spent in the former 
Bushnell General Hospital. It was a very good 
year and I remember it very fondly.

 
A Life Changing Experience

Since I brought the Army Hospital up 

again, I have one more story to relate. It seems 
sometimes the young veterans there enjoyed 
doing a little fishing. Since we lived across the 
street from a nice park and had a pond, it was 
common for our pond to be a choice for a 
place to fish. One day a young man was by 
the side of  the pond trying his luck. I sat down 
on the pond bank behind him to watch. It 
was a hot summer afternoon. He questioned 
me as to whether I thought my parents would 
mind if  he took a little swim. Feeling pretty 
big, I assured him that they would not mind, 
not at all. It was the shock of  my life: first he 
took his shirt off; then he took his pants off; 
then he removed an artificial leg and hopped 
on his one leg into the water for a refreshing 
swim. I have never looked on our fine service 
members and veterans with anything but deep 
respect and admiration since that day.

With siblings when I was about eight.
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The fall of  1948 brought some big 
changes, and more would follow over the 
following years. It was decided to change the 
school situation between the two elementary 
schools in Brigham. The fifth and sixth grades 
were combined and called the Central School 
and the four lower grades were combined to 
be the Lincoln School. The lower grades met 
in the old Lincoln School building and the 
reorganized Central School was shoe-horned 
into the bottom floor of  the Box Elder High 
School Building on 400 East. As my dad had 
taught 5th and 6th grades at the Lincoln 
School, he now moved to the reconfigured 
Central School to teach there. And as fate 
would have it, he was my homeroom teacher 
for the 6th grade.

 
My First Date 

The biggest change for me was a whole 
bunch of  new classmates. There were new 
boys to fit into the pecking order and new girls 
that seemed more interesting than the ones we 
had gone to school with for four years. There 
was one that particularly caught my eye. She 

was both polite and attractive and seemed 
so much more knowledgeable than me. Her 
name was Donna Jean Prisbrey. She lived 
right by the high school and her dad taught 
there. She seemed to be interested in me and 
I was very interested in her. On a couple of  
occasions I rode my bike from 700 West where 
I lived to 400 East where she lived. We also 
started to share little candies and notes during 
class time. I also learned that we were born on 
the same day in 1937. Karma for sure! Well, I 
finally got up the nerve to ask her if  she would 
go to the Sixth Grade Reception dance with 
me. I asked her by writing my invitation on a 
candy wafer called a Necco. When she figured 
out what I was asking, her face lit up with a 
pleasant smile and she promptly wrote yes on 
the wafer and passed it back to me. Needless 
to say I was very happy. 

As I recall, the Sixth Grade Reception 
was sponsored by the high school as a kind 
of  welcome to high school. It was held in the 
spring and I had asked her in the fall. Our 
friendship was kind of  up and down through 
the year but was up in the spring so we went 

High School Years
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to the dance together. I remember it rained 
that night so I took a taxi from our home to 
hers. I had bought her a small corsage for 
the occasion and we were both dressed very 
nicely. I had a brand new suit which I had 
bought with paper route money. I would also 
need it to wear when I was ordained a deacon 
that summer. The dance was fine and we 
exchanged dances with a few of  our friends. 
After the dance and I saw her home I walked 
home in the rain. This was my last date until I 
turned 16. I would go to dances through those 
years but I must have liked going without a 
date, then I could dance with whoever I chose.

Just a last bit on Donna Jean, I really think 
her mother liked me better than she did. We 
did date again some in our senior year. In fact, 
she was my date for the Senior Prom. She got 
married about a year after high school. I didn’t 
know her husband but I was asked to help 
with guest greeting at their reception. Her 
mother kind of  embarrassed both us when she 
introduced me to some of  the guests with the 
comment that she had tried to play Cupid but 
it didn’t work. I will add that even with our 
dating history, we never shared a kiss. Maybe 
we were such good friends that it would be like 
kissing your cousin.

 
History, Geography and
Baseball

I thoroughly enjoyed having my dad for 
a sixth grade teacher. In the sixth grade we 
studied world history and the geography of  
Europe and Asia. Dad made it interesting 
and I really learned to love history. I feel I 
have retained much from our study of  Egypt, 
Greece, Persia, Rome and the Middle Ages. 
Dad also taught baseball. He arranged to have 
the World Series piped into the classrooms. 
It was between the Cleveland Indians and 
the Boston Braves that year. Both teams had 
great pitchers. Cleveland had Bob Feller and 
Bob Lemon; Boston had Warren Spahn and 
Johnny Sain. Dad would discuss it for us in 

the context of  past great players like Babe 
Ruth and Walter Johnson as well as dark days 
like the Black Sox scandal and Shoeless Joe 
Jackson. We had baseball teams from the four 
home room classes and played each other for 
the school championship. I wasn’t very good 
at it but stuck with it for several years and 
got to the point where I enjoyed it and was 
reasonably competent.

Junior High
I did pretty well in the 7th, 8th and 9th 

grades. Each year I took math, English, history 
and science. I liked all four subjects and got A’s 

The pond is finally ice free.  
Time for baseball. Hoorah!
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and B’s for the most part. I also took physical 
education as required and chose wood shop, 
art, speech and seminary as electives. My worst 
subject was art, maybe because I didn’t care for 
the teacher. I did run for Junior High Student 
Body President but didn’t win. I had the lead 
male role in the Christmas play. I received an 
individual award for athletics in the seventh 
grade, mainly because I was part of  the best 
team in intramural physical education. I had 
to behave in Seminary because my teacher 
was also my bishop.

 
Moving Closer to Town

In the spring of  1950 my parents bought 
a small red brick home at 120 South 400 West 
in Brigham City. It was just half  a block south 
of  Grandpa and Grandma Anderson’s home. 
I loved my grandparents and I particularly 
enjoyed my relationship with Grandpa. 
Grandpa was a country peddler. He had 
outfitted an older car (a 1936 Chevrolet as I 
remember) to hold a stock of  the most popular 
items. The products he sold were from the W. 
T. Rawleigh Company. His customers were 

all farm families that bought farm family 
oriented products such as fly spray, salve for 
people and livestock, vanilla extract, cough 
medicine, pepper and spices, fruit punch 
concentrate, etc. He would drive from farm 
to farm and sold primarily to farm wives who 
usually handled the activities that called for 
such commodities. Sometimes during the 
summer Grandpa would take me out in the 
country where he made his calls. He was 
a good salesman and was well liked by his 
customers. Grandpa was very articulate and 
was asked to speak at many of  his customers’ 
funerals. Traveling with him taught me a lot. 
He would never call when it was lunch time. 
When I traveled with him we would usually 
stop at a country store and pick up some milk 
and lunch materials. We would then find a 
park or a place by an irrigation canal and 
enjoy a nice lunch. He would sometimes read 
me a story from Reader’s Digest and then 
take a short nap before we hit the road again. 
Sometimes we went so far from Brigham that 
we would stay in the area for a night or two. 
We would stay with a farm family that had 

Grandpa made his sales rounds summer or winter. Picture taken about 1952. 
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empty beds from children that had left home. 
Grandpa would trade commodities for our 
bed and meals. After dinner we would usually 
play Chinese checkers with the family for 
several hours. Grandpa was very good at it. 
On the way home we would usually stop at 
Crystal Hot Springs for a nice swim. That is 
where I learned to swim.

 
New Friends

Moving to a new neighborhood meant 
new neighborhood friends. Three stand out 
in particular: Lynn Reeder, Hal Reeder and 
Jerry Valentine. All were very good athletes 
and running with them made me better. Lynn 
and Hal were brothers just one year apart. 
Lynn was a very good runner and held the 
high school region record for the 440 yard 
race. Hal was an all purpose tailback on 
the football team and a pitcher on the high 
school baseball team. Both were also on the 
basketball team. Hal went to the University 
of  Utah on an athletic scholarship. Jerry was 
an excellent basketball and volleyball player. 
Jerry and I roomed together for a couple 
years at Utah State. We all spent a lot of  time 
together during our last six junior and senior 
high school years. We fished together, hunted 
together and slept out on our lawn in the 
summer together. The last two years of  high 
school we also chased girls together.

 
Surgery

During the seventh grade we were all 
required to have a physical examination. Two 
or three of  the local doctors came to the school 
one day and all the students, boys in one area, 
girls in another, were paraded through for 
their examination. When it was my turn, Dr. 
Felt came to the part where he pokes his finger 
in an uncomfortable place and then instructed 
me to cough. After an anguished cough he 
says, “Again!” I cough again and then he tells 
me to have my mother give him a call.

When I got home that day I told mom 

to call Dr. Felt, which she did. Here is the 
conversation as I recall.

Mom: “Richard said I needed to call you.”
Dr. Felt: “Yes, Richard has a hernia.”
Mom: “What do we need to do?”
Dr. Felt: “He should have surgery.”
Mom: “Is that major surgery?”
Dr. Felt: “Yes!”
Mom: “How much would that cost?” (We 

had no health insurance then.)
Dr. Felt: “I will do the whole thing for $150 

including two follow up visits. He will be in the 
hospital about three days at $20 per day plus 
$25 for the operating room. So figure about 
$235 for everything.”

How far we’ve come!
So a day or two after school was out in the 

spring of  1950 I had surgery for that hernia. I 
still have about a four inch scar on the left side 
of  my lower abdomen. The anesthesia used 
was ether, which was administered through a 
mask over my nose and mouth. It took about 
ten days to recover so I could walk fully erect 
again. I played baseball all summer but my 
parents talked me out of  going out for football 
in the ninth grade. They were worried that 
I would ‘rupture’ myself  again. I probably 
wouldn’t have been very good at it. I was tall 
and thin and only weighed 165 lbs when I 
graduated from high school. But I could catch 
a ball pretty well, so maybe if  I had added 
twenty pounds of  muscle I might have been 
ok as a tight end.

 
Smoking Caffeine

Through my youth years I stayed very 
close to my cousin, Gary Quinney. His mother 
was my dad’s sister. They lived in Montpelier, 
Idaho which is about 100 miles from Brigham 
City. We tried to spend a week or two 
together each summer. Either I would travel 
to Montpelier or he would come to Brigham 
City, and then anything was worth trying. One 
year when he was staying with me in Brigham 
we decided we needed to learn to smoke, so we 
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My cousin Gary and I with Grandpa Anderson 
and his youngest daughter, Aunt Jeannine. 

We were his oldest grandsons. 1939.

carved ourselves pipes out of  dried corn cobs. 
For the stem we used a hollowed out reed. 
Now what do we do for tobacco? My parents 
didn’t smoke and the stores would never sell us 
Bull Durham or Prince Albert tobacco. Well, 
tobacco and raw coffee look a lot alike, and 
grocers would sell coffee to minors. Besides, 
coffee smells good and would probably smoke 
pleasantly as well.

One day when both Gary and his parents 
were in town it was decided we would have an 
outing and dinner in a campground up Box 
Elder Canyon. Gary and I told them we would 
walk up ahead of  time and fish the stream that 
ran down the canyon. So with fishing gear in 
hand we left for the canyon, stopping first at 
Ken Jensen’s Market to buy a can of  Folgers 
Coffee. Well, we were so anxious to test our 

smoking hypothesis that we couldn’t wait to 
even get to the canyon. As soon as we reached 
the edge of  town we got out our pipes, opened 
the can of  coffee, loaded our pipes and lit up. 

It was summer and there was a lot of  
dry grass where we were lighting up. One 
of  us dropped a burning match (probably 
me) and a small clump of  grass caught fire. 
We immediately tried to stomp it out but to 
no avail. In just seconds the fire circle was 
about ten foot in diameter and we were losing 
the battle. A couple of  passing cars saw the 
smoke and we quickly got some help. Then we 
heard the fire alarm in the city go off and just 
minutes later the fire truck and crew arrived. 
Fortunately, with the folks that stopped to help 
we had the fire out and were greatly relieved. 

The chief  of  the fire crew asked if  we were 
trying to build a campfire. We responded, 
“Yes, that is what we were trying to do 
alright.” We got a good lecture on dry grass 
not being suitable for a campfire. We assured 
them that it would never happen again. As 
soon as we reached the river the coffee can 
was emptied. I wonder if  the fish downstream 
got hooked on caffeine. We finished our hike 
to the campground and awaited our fate when 
our parents arrived. As it turned out, they had 
heard the alarm but didn’t think it was us. We 
had a hard time convincing them that it was 
us, so there were very few repercussions. It had 
a big impact on both Gary and me. Neither 
smoking nor coffee belonged in our future.

 
The Firecracker Run for the 
Border

The summer when Gary and I were both 
fourteen, I stayed a few days in Montpelier 
with him. At that time, Idaho kids could get 
a daytime drivers license at fourteen. Gary 
had his license and had access to an old 
Hudson (circa 1934) to drive around in. We 
decided one day to drive to a spot on the road 
called Border, Wyoming. There was nothing 
there except a small store that sold stuff that 
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wasn’t available in Idaho. For us, the special 
contraband was very potent firecrackers. 

There was one problem—the radiator in 
the Hudson leaked. No problem, the road to 
the border ran along the Bear River, so we 
carried a two quart bottle and would stop every 
few miles, run down to the river, fill the bottle, 
add the water to the radiator and continue the 
run. It must have been quite a sight—two little 
boys that could barely see over the dashboard 
herding this big old Hudson down the road, 
with frequent stops to get water from the river.

 
High School and the Theater

Technically, senior high school started 
with the tenth grade. For me that was the 
school year of  1952 and 1953. 

That fall I got a job at the Roxy Theater, 
even though I was still fifteen. I started out 
as an usher and ticket taker. The Roxy was a 
classical, single auditorium, sit-down theater. 
It would seat about 300 people and had a 
viewing screen about 25 ft wide by 15 ft high. 
While I worked there, movie technology 
advanced to widescreen and some three 
dimensional movies so the screen was replaced 
by a curved one that was about 30 ft by 20 ft. 

I mention that because I had undertaken a 

very full day. I would get up at 5:00 to pass my 
paper route by 7:00, hurry home to eat and be 
to school by 9:00. At 3:30 school was out and 
many days I had to collect for papers and then 
be to work at the Roxy from 6:00 until 9:00 
pm. It was a very long day for a 15 year old. 

Twice a week I would change the marquee 
letters and the window posters on the front of  
the theater. That took about an hour and was 
mostly done on a ladder. It was a miserable 
job on cold winter nights as it had to be done 
after 9:00 pm. 

When I turned 16 I trained to be a 
projectionist. I projected movies on weekends 
from then until a few months after Moonyeen 
and I were married and had moved to Logan, 
almost six year altogether. I projected some 
great movies over that time—The Caine 
Mutiny, The Ten Commandments, From 
Here to Eternity, The Greatest Show on 
Earth, Rear Window, the Abbott and Costello 
Series, and the Martin and Lewis Series, to 
name a few.

 
High School Classes and 
Grades

In my sophomore year I took Plain 
Geometry, English, Biology, Seminary, 

 Roxy Theater in Brigham City where I was a projectionist from 1953 to 1958. 
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Physical Education and Typing. It was a pretty 
easy year and I think I remember getting 
A’s and B’s. My favorite class that year was 
English.

In my junior year I took Algebra and 
Trigonometry, English, American History, 
Physical Education, Chemistry, and Seminary. 
My favorite was the math class; my least 
favorite was American History as I didn’t get 
along very well with the teacher. My Seminary 
Teacher was a young Boyd K. Packer who 
later became an Apostle and President of  the 
Quorum of  The Twelve Apostles. During 
my junior year I had my jobs, a car, and girl 
friends, so I didn’t do as well in school, mostly 
B’s and some C’s.

I did better my senior year. I took 
College Algebra and Analytical Geometry, 
Physics, English, Mechanical Drawing and 
Electronics/Radio. I only took five classes and 
reserved one hour each day for study time in 
the library. That gave me a chance for better 
grades and put me under a little less pressure. 
My grades were better, mostly A’s and B’s. 
I enjoyed all the classes and made the clear 
decision to major in Electrical Engineering in 
college.

Let me comment here on some additional 
work I found in my senior year. That year after 
winter was over, I turned my paper route over 
to my brother, Kent. 

My math teacher was one of  my all-time 
favorites. His name was William H. Griffiths, 

or “Griff” as he was known to his math boys. 
There were about twenty of  us that took every 
math class that Griff taught. It was an all male 
class, as fields like engineering were considered 
purely masculine at that time. The jokes told 
and language used was all boy. Most of  us did 
go on to become engineers and scientists with 
many earning advanced degrees and enjoying 
rewarding and successful careers. 

In the spring of  my senior year, Griff 
offered me a job assisting him as an assistant 
surveyor. The other assistant was Lester A. 
(LA) Richardson, my high school physics 
teacher. Griff also held the elected office of  
county engineer and did all the surveying work 
for roads, canals and building sites. When we 
would go out on surveys, Griff would run the 
transit and the level while Lester and I would 
man the chain, hold the calibrated rod and 
drive the stakes. We would discuss the survey 
results, estimate the fill and cut requirements 
and estimate project times and costs. They 
would have me check the arithmetic and 
climb the difficult terrain. I learned a lot and 
loved every minute of  it.

 
In 1955 I received my high school diploma. 

I was offered no scholarships and received no 
rewards or special recognition. I was just an 
average kid that wanted to go on to college 
with modest hope for a decent future, but also 
one that knew how to work hard when it was 
needed.
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In the spring of  1953 when I was still 15, 
I bought my first car. I bought it from Hansen 
Motors in Montpelier, Idaho. My uncle, 
George Quinney (Gary’s father), worked for 
them and he arranged the sale. It was a 1946 
Chevrolet Fleetmaster. It was a good sized 
car and it could easily fit four dating teenage 
couples—two couples in the front seat and two 
in the back. We all loved the coziness. The car 
had a ‘three on the tree’ manual transmission, 
an 85-horsepower straight six engine that could 
just barely get the car up to 72 miles per hour. 
It was blue and white to which I added red 
fender skirts. I named it the Roaming Rocket 
and I loved it. Especially since it opened up a 
whole new world for me—dating!

She Took Her Glasses Off
My friend, Jerry Valentine, had a cousin 

that lived in the little farm town of  Bothwell, 
Utah. She had several friends (girls, of  course) 
that also lived in Bothwell. She had arranged 
for three of  my friends to meet three of  her 
friends for a sort of  friendly pairing off. She 
chose to pair with another of  Jerry’s friends. 

This was the summer of  1953 and I had just 
gotten my driver’s license and I had a car. 
My friends were anxious to have me join in 
on their arrangement since I had a means 
of  getting us all to Bothwell which was some 
twenty miles from Brigham. But to interest me 
they had to find another girl. Well, they did! 
She was a year older than the other girls and 
the same age as me. A date was arranged and 
four of  us took four girls to a movie.

The girl they picked for me was an 
attractive blond. She wore large glasses with 
plastic rims. She seemed a little older than 
her age and had obviously dated before. She 
had applied a very alluring perfume before 
our date and leaned close to me during the 
movie. We held hands during the movie and it 
seemed we both liked that. 

After the movie we rode around for a 
while and then decided to go visit an old 
abandoned farm house that was alleged to be 
haunted. While we sat in the car talking, all 
eight of  us, it got kind of  quiet and then my 
date took her glasses off. It quickly occurred 
to me that a somewhat experienced girl would 

High School
Dating and Romances
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only take her glasses off at a time like that if  
she expected to be kissed. Well, who was I to 
frustrate her expectations? I was right in my 
conclusion and she seemed pleased with my 
response. We tried it a few more times and 
then all decided it was time to take the girls 
to their homes. I was hooked. I liked dating. 
I liked girls. I even thought I was in love. We 
dated a few more times and while I think she 
did like me, she was also dating others and 
took her glasses off then as well. I decided to 
move on.

 
A Steady Girlfriend 

I next started dating a girl named Mary. 
She was from Tremonton where her father 
owned the local telephone company. She was 
primarily of  Italian ancestry. She was an A 
student, very athletic, a little stocky in build 
with a cute smile and dark impish eyes. She 
was fun to be with and I dated her regularly 
for about a year. We exchanged nice Christmas 
and birthday gifts. Since we lived some twenty 
miles apart and since I worked we could only 
manage about one date per week. 

 
Dating was a very big thing when and 

where I went to high school. If  you didn’t 
have a dependable dating partner, you were 
considered a loser. The norm was a date per 
week and it was easy to get down on yourself  
if  it didn’t happen. Mary was a reliable date 
and we enjoyed our time together. We usually 

dated with one or more other couples. We 
would go to high school ball games and dances, 
to movies, swimming and skating at Crystal 
Springs and sometimes to church. Everything 
was pretty safe—even the movies were free of  
sex scenes and bad language. Mary was not a 
member of  my church but I understand that 
she did join later in life. I never, at this stage, 
thought in terms of  marriage and we never 
discussed it. The fall of  my senior year we 
started to drift apart. I dated other girls and 
she started dating a guy that I wouldn’t want 
my sister to choose. We broke it off and went 
our own ways. She did marry that guy but I 
am told it didn’t go well.

 
Playing the Field

For the rest of  my senior year, through 
the summer, and my first year of  college, I 
dated many different girls. Names I remember 
include Shirlene, Ila, Beverly, Francine, Donna, 
Dorthy, Catherine, Elva, Elberta, Barbara, 
Donna Jean, Connie, and a few others whose 
names I can’t remember. I enjoyed that period 
because it helped me with my confidence 
around women and gave me a better idea of  
what I would like in a wife when I felt the time 
had come to look seriously. I am very happy I 
chose to date regularly over several years and 
at various levels of  commitment. I think it 
made me ready to recognize it when the right 
one came into my life. And the right one did 
come and at the right time!
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Richard and his first car, the “Roaming 
Rocket”, in 1954. The actual color of  the 
fender skirts was bright red. This made the 

“Roaming Rocket” red, white and blue. 

The ‘Cool Cats’ of  the Second Ward.
Back: Jerry Valentine, Hal Reeder, 

Richard Anderson; Front: Jerry Meservy, 
Lynn Reeder. Circa 1954!
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In the fall of  1955, I enrolled at Utah State 
Agriculture College and declared Electrical 
Engineering as my major. I quickly learned 
that I had chosen the most demanding major 
that Utah State offered. I was more than a 
little concerned that my high school extra 
curricular working and dating might put me 
at a disadvantage in such a rigorous major. 
Electrical Engineering then required 216 
credit hours over 12 quarters or 18 credit 
hours each quarter to graduate. And, all but 
about 30 of  216 credit hours covered very 
difficult technical subjects. To make matters 
worse, I still had to work weekends and for the 
first month I also worked the night shift at the 
Perry Cannery. I commuted from Brigham to 
Logan each day with Randall Jensen, Wallace 
Bunnell, Paul Siggard and Masayoshi Sumida. 
We each drove one day a week.

About December 1st it started to be 
very wintery and it was hard to get over the 
mountains to Logan, so most of  us joined with 
some other male students from Brigham and 
boarded with a family in Logan, the Hubbards. 
My most difficult class that first quarter was 

chemistry. The quarter ended at Christmas 
time and I actually did ok, escaping with a 
B+ average. We stayed with the Hubbards 
through winter quarter and then commuted 
again in the spring. I dated infrequently that 
year as study demand was much higher than 
high school and weekend work pulled me away 
from most college activities. I did manage 
to hold my grades above a B so I was pretty 
much on track heading into my second year.

My second year at Utah State, I, along 
with three of  my friends, Jerry Valentine, Paul 
Siggard, and John Willie, decided to rent an 
apartment in Logan rather than commute 
from Brigham each day. We rented two 
upstairs rooms and a bathroom in an older 
home on Logan’s west side. One of  the rooms 
held two double beds where we slept, two to 
a bed. The other room was modified to be a 
kitchen. I know that would be unthought of  
today but we were all secure in our manhood 
so there was never a problem. Just stay on your 
own side of  the bed and no farting. The cost 
was $40 per month or $10 each. We bought 

College Days
Becoming an Aggie



College Days, Becoming an Aggie   |   47

a few groceries, brought some bottled fruit 
and other items from home and lived pretty 
cheaply. I would add that we all, pretty much, 
financed our own education.

While I’m on the subject of  financing, let 
me write a bit about summer jobs through 
high school and college. I have already written 
about my year-round jobs with the paper route 
and the theater. My approach in the summers 
was: if  there was an available job, I took it. In 
high school it was mostly farm work. I picked 
cherries, peaches, apricots, tomatoes and 
cantaloupes. I thinned peaches, hauled hay, 
thinned sugar beets, topped sugar beets and 
irrigated fields and orchards. I would keep my 
name with the Utah State Employment Office 
in Brigham. That got me a lot of  short term 
jobs in construction such as mixing mortar 
and helping set tile. 

In my later high school summers I worked 
at the Perry Cannery. They canned peas, 
carrots, tomatoes, peaches and pie cherries. 
The boss there was a big tall man named 
Valroy (Valey) Christensen. He was always 
coming by the work area to make sure we 
were working hard and fast. I think he liked 
me and in time he let me take over some of  
the supervision tasks. I learned how to say, 
“Get your hind end in gear!” with plenty of  
emphasis. I probably wasn’t the most popular 
guy in the warehouse. The jobs helped a lot 
and I learned a lot from the experiences.

 
My second year courses were the 

advanced math series, physics, electricity and 
magnetism and basic electronics. I enjoyed all 
my classes and my grades improved markedly 
over my freshman year. I also took Military 
Science and Tactics, also known as Army 
ROTC. Utah State was a land grant college 
so all male students were required, by law, 
to be registered for the draft and to take two 
years of  ROTC unless they were veterans or 
in some branch of  the military reserve. We 
were issued a uniform and an M1 rifle and 

provided a locker for our weapon. We had two 
classes each week and then either two hours 
of  marching drill or weapon training if  the 
weather was bad. I actually enjoyed it and did 
quite well. We worked through student ranks 
starting as a private and adding rank if  we did 
well. The top rank a sophomore could obtain 
was Platoon Sergeant which I made during 
that year. I was gaining a lot of  confidence 
that I would be able to finish the engineering 
program and have good career options. Maybe 
it was time to start looking more seriously for 
a helpmate.

In the spring of  that year my roommates 
John and Jerry went back to commuting so 
Paul and I moved into a different apartment 
with Dean Olsen and Stan Shelby. They were 
a little older than us and had both served in 
the military. They had been trained to keep 
their quarters meticulously clean and orderly 
so it was new rules for Paul and me. We still 
went home for weekends but we had to leave 
things spic and span for when we got back 
Sunday night. On Friday afternoon the floors 
were mopped, the shower scrubbed, the 
toilet cleaned, cabinets wiped down, bedding 
washed, and refrigerator cleaned out before 
we could leave. But we got used to it and 
actually appreciated the discipline.

 
One of  the nice things at Utah State 

was the LDS Institute of  Religion. I enjoyed 
classes there which I usually took during lunch 
hour as the teachers were kind enough to let 
us eat our lunch during class. Even more I 
enjoyed Tuesday night MIA which featured 
dancing after the classes. I had been dating 
a girl named Marge but it had pretty much 
wound down so I was pretty much out of  date 
options. 

During the midterm week of  spring 
quarter, Dean, Paul and I had decided to 
stay home that night and study for our mid-
term exams. Stan was going to MIA and the 
dance. Well, about the time for the dancing to 
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start, we got a call from Stan: “Hey! You guys 
don’t know what you’re missing. The place is 
crawling with girls. You need to get up here!” 

A fast shower and shave, splash on the Old 
Spice and we were off to the Institute. When 
we got there, the place was virtually empty—
one person playing records and two couples 
dancing. That was all, no Stan, of  course. 
“Boy, are we going to kill that guy when we 
get home.” That was when I decided, “Hey! I 
didn’t come all the way here to not even dance 
one dance!”

Resolved, I looked at the two dancing 
couples and recognized that the one girl had 
been in a class with me so I decided to cut 
in there. When the guy saw me coming he 
figured my intent and swirled her gracefully 
away. So, what the heck? I just turned quickly 
to the other couple and tapped that guy on 
the shoulder. That was very normal then and 
he obligingly turned the young lady over to 
me. We introduced ourselves and finished the 
dance. It turned out to be the last dance of  the 
night so I asked her if  she needed a ride home. 
She accepted my offer and we four got in one 
car and then dropped her off at her home 
about four blocks from the Institute.

Every year in those days, Utah State 
had a big invitation event to attract high 
school seniors. It was called Agathon. Each 
department had displays, the ROTC had 
people recruiting, there was a regional high 
school track meet, free Aggie ice cream, and 
it was capped off with a very nice dance on 
Friday night. The dance usually featured 
a top dance band like Les Brown or a vocal 
group like The Four Freshmen. It was always 
a wonderful evening. Well, Agathon was 
coming up and I didn’t have a date. Hey, I 
thought, the girl that I danced with the other 
night was quite good looking and seemed very 
nice. I wonder if  she would go to the Agathon 
dance with me.

 

Marching in place, a step in 
time or was it stalking?

My problem was I couldn’t even remember 
her name. Finally I recalled that her last name 
was Rigby and she had a very strange first 
name. Maybe that was enough information 
to locate her. So, I went to the large student 
records files in Old Main. Those records were 
open then. I went to the Rs, then found the 
Rigbys and then went record card by record 
card until I found a strange name: M O O N 
Y E E N. How in the world do you pronounce 
that? No matter; the file also included her 
class list and classroom number. I saw that on 
that day, her last class was in the classroom 
at the south end of  Old Main. So I hatched 
a plot. I would just happen to be walking by 
the classroom when she came out and started 
down the hall. At the appropriate time I went 
to the south door of  Old Main and waited 
for the bell to ring. Then I slowly walked in 
place until she finally emerged from the class 
room. Then I picked up the pace and walked 
up beside her.

“Oh, hello! Fancy meeting you here!”
“Oh, hello!” she replied.
“Do you have another class today?” I 

already knew the answer.
“No, I am on my way home.”
“May I walk you there?”
“Sure!”
My little scheme had worked. On the 

way home I asked her if  she would go to the 
Agathon Dance with me. She said she would 
and our lives were on a new path that we 
both believe was more than an accidental 
consequence of  a dirty little prank phone call.

The Agathon dance was wonderful. I 
quickly learned that she was a marvelous 
dancer and very fun to be with. When I 
dropped her off at her apartment in the 
basement of  a home on 600 North, we closed 
a wonderful evening off with the best part of  
the night. We shared one short sweet kiss.
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After our first big date we continued to see 
each other on a regular basis. She continued 
her classes in Sociology and Social Work and I 
did the same in Engineering. Whenever I could, 
I would give her a ride home from school. 
However, summer was coming and she would 
probably be returning home to Wyoming. I 
was afraid that our relationship was too brief  
to last three months of  separation. My fears 
were soon abated when I learned that she had 
decided to stay in Logan for the summer and 
attend summer school. She did go home for a 
couple of  weeks but we kept in touch with a 
couple of  letters.

That summer while she took classes at 
Utah State, I joined a construction crew that 
was laying an oiled road from a location near 
Promontory, Utah to a place called Little 
Valley on the peninsula in the Great Salt Lake. 
There had been a railroad track called the 
Lucin Cutoff across the lake. The fill under 
the rails had failed in a big storm in the early 
1950s. Little Valley was created for temporary 
home sites for construction workers engaged 
in rebuilding a new and stronger rail line 

across the lake. Initially only a dirt road led 
to the peninsula construction site and it could 
be impassable in wet or winter weather. It 
was hard dirty work for me but the pay was 
good. With my night job at the theater, I could 
save money that I secretly hoped would buy 
wedding rings if  things developed as I hoped 
they would.

Even with the hard work schedule, I made 
every effort to get to Logan for a date each 
weekend. Depending on the day we would 
either go to church, as Moonyeen was the 
ward organist, or we would see a movie if  
it wasn’t Sunday. Driving back to Brigham 
after our date was always a problem since I 
would be very sleepy from my intense work 
schedule, but I survived and it was worth it. 
We had one very nice date that summer. Over 
one of  the July holidays we went to a dance 
and show at Lagoon, an entertainment park 
north of  Salt Lake City. There we enjoyed 
the incomparable music and singing of  the 
great Louis Armstrong. He and his band 
had recently been in a movie, titled High 
Society, which also featured Grace Kelly. The 

Courtship, Marriage, 
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musicians with Louis were the same ones in 
the movie. You can probably still see it on a 
classical movie channel.

 
Look What Followed Me 
Home

As the summer of  1957 came to a close, 
Moonyeen wanted to go home for a visit 
before she started her senior year. She also saw 
this as the time to take her new friend home 
to meet her family. My family had already met 
her and they loved her. So, the week before 
school started I drove her to Alta, Wyoming 
for her to visit and me to meet her family. I am 
sure that they wondered about me. However, I 
was a bit taken back by her brothers Billy and 
Lawrence’s tussles. My most vivid recollection 
was the two of  them wrestling in the bathroom 
and Billy pushing Lawrence’s head into the 
toilet bowl.

School had already started in Teton Valley 
so I didn’t see much more of  her siblings. I 
think Billy was getting ready for his second 
year at Ricks College. Sandra was the most Moonyeen about 1957.

Moonyeen in a Jitterbug dance contest in 1957—but not with me.



quiet of  the family, but she was excited to be 
starting her senior year at Teton High. Toni 
was her fun-loving self, active in everything 
and blessed with a strong, deep voice that 
didn’t seem to fit a little girl, but it definitely 
fit her personality. I recall that Lawrence 
was trying out for football but it seems that 
wrestling was his real forte. I could see that they 
were a very good family, not endowed with 
much wealth, but clearly, Ross and Geneva 
would do anything for their children. I was 
also impressed that Geneva’s mother, Mette 
Hansen, lived in a small house the family had 
built a few feet from the Rigby home. She 
had suffered a stroke years before and needed 
help with almost everything she did. Ross 
and Geneva provided her total care for over 
sixteen years. They were a great example of  a 
cohesive, nurturing, God-fearing family.

Our next visit to Wyoming 
was for Thanksgiving. That was 
when I didn’t fit in so well. Ski 
season was in full swing and I 
hadn’t taken up skiing yet. I was 
also poorly dressed for Teton 
Valley winters. My car didn’t 
have tires to match the roads 
there so I was pretty well tied to 
whatever the family was doing. It 
was getting to crunch time in the 
first quarter of  my third year in 
the Engineering program. Since I 
still worked weekends, I couldn’t 
afford to let any time be spent in 
idle activities. So my studies went 
with me. When there wasn’t much 
going on, I studied. Moonyeen 
and her siblings went skiing at a 
place called Big Piney. I went with 
them. There wasn’t much for me 
to do there so I sat in the small 
lodge or else their car and studied. 
I knew by then that I would want 
to go to graduate school after I 
graduated with my BSEE, so I 

wanted to have grades to get me there. After 
that visit I know the family wondered about 
me. Was I a person or just an oversized slide 
rule? I think Moonyeen kind of  wondered 
herself.

That fall was also complicated by a severe 
influenza epidemic, the Asian Flu!

Moonyeen and I both contracted it and 
were pretty sick. Working in the Animal 
Science Department, she was able to get a 
penicillin shot, even if  it was with a big cow 
needle. But for me, cough, sneeze, ache, puke 
and diarrhea! In December things were fine 
for both of  us so I took my summer road 
construction earnings and bought her a 
diamond engagement and wedding ring set. 
I presented them the night of  the College 
Christmas Dance along with a bended-knee 
proposal of  marriage. She accepted and we 

Courtship, Marriage, and Graduations   |   51

Moonyeen and I when we were dating.



52   |  Together Forever—Richard and Mooyneen Anderson52   |  Together Forever—Richard and Mooyneen Anderson

were formally engaged.
On the way home to Brigham after the 

dance I was at ease but very sleepy. While 
driving through Sardine Canyon I observed 
the headlights of  a car coming toward me. I 
closed my eyes for a second and actually dozed 
a bit. When I opened my eyes I was shocked 
that the lights were no longer there. Had I 
passed the oncoming car while asleep? After 
several more feet I realized that I hadn’t. The 
approaching car had gone off the road and 
was at the bottom of  a gully. Apparently the 
driver of  that car had been even more sleepy. 
I stopped, hiked down through the snow and 
cleared the car door so they could get out. It 
was a young couple with three small children. 
The father got out and the two of  us carried 
the children up the embankment and put 

them in my car. The parents climbed in and I 
drove them to the state road sheds at the top 
of  the pass. It was warm there and the night 
crew called some of  their family to come pick 
them up. It was almost sunrise by the time I 
got to my parents’ home in Brigham. I didn’t 
get sleepy again for several hours. Moonyeen 
went home for Christmas and probably got 
some static for accepting my proposal, but 
I think they resolved themselves that their 
sister would be Mrs. Anderson. She returned 
to Logan just in time to go to a New Year’s 
dance. I was glad that she hadn’t changed her 
mind.

The rest of  the school year went by in a 
hurry. Moonyeen had her job in the Animal 
Science Department, mainly cleaning 
and sanitizing test tubes and vaccination 
equipment. Whenever I could, I would pick 
her up after work and give her a ride home. 
We both did well in our classes. After my 
sophomore year I had expected to go into 
advanced ROTC and accept an officer 
commission in the Army. Because of  the full 
load requirement of  Electrical Engineering, I 
would have to take another year if  I went that 
route. Things were pretty quiet that summer 
so I decided the risk of  being drafted was low 
so I put off ROTC and loaded up fully on 
my third year engineering program. Then I 
could take my senior program plus advanced 
ROTC over the last two years and also take 
some graduate courses toward a master’s 
degree. It was a good decision to focus on my 
engineering program, as I would later learn.

On June 7, 1958, Moonyeen graduated 
from Utah State with a Bachelor’s Degree 
in Social Work. Her mom came to her 
graduation ceremony and then Moonyeen 
rode with her mother back to Alta for last 
minute preparations for a wedding—hers! 

On June 9, I drove to Alta and stayed the 
night in the boys’ bedroom. Early the next 
morning, June 10, 1958, we drove from Alta 

Moonyeen’s graduation from Utah State.
June 7, 1958



to Idaho Falls where both of  us, together 
with members of  her family and my family, 
went through a full temple ceremony where 
we received our endowments. After that we 
were sealed together for time and all eternity 
in the Idaho Falls Temple. President Alberto 
Choules, who had been Moonyeen’s Stake 
President, administered the sealing ordinance. 
After that we went to Moonyeen’s Uncle 
Charles and Aunt Mary Jane Rigby’s for a 
very nice wedding lunch, then back to Alta 
for a reception in the church cultural hall. 
We had many guests, including my college 
roommates who made the long journey to 
support us. After the reception we drove to 
Rexberg where we spent our wedding night. 
No more details will be provided but it was 
the culmination of  a long and wonderful day.

Married Life
The next day we started out on our 

honeymoon. Our plan was to drive north to 
Glacier National Park which straddles the 
Canadian and Montana border. The first 
night we stayed in Yellowstone National Park. 
We saw a lot of  bears that seemed to be quite 
hungry after the long winter hibernation. The 
next day we continued north taking the Cooke 
City Highway to Cooke City, Montana. It was 
a beautiful drive and we enjoyed a night’s 
stay there. I might add that these places are 
at high altitude and it can still be very cold 
in mid-June. All the better for cuddling, my 
dear! After Cooke City we drove to Billings 
and stayed there for a couple of  nights. While 
there we visited Moonyeen’s Uncle Noel and 
Aunt Mary who lived there with their two 
daughters, Mary Margaret and Elsa. We also 
started to reflect on our financial situation. 
1958 was a recession year and neither of  us 
had jobs for the summer. We figured it would 
be just as nice to honeymoon in the little 
apartment we had rented in Brigham City. So 
we decided we could see Glacier Park another 
time and get back to Brigham. We did drive 

down through Yellowstone and Jackson Hole 
and then over Teton Pass to Alta. We loaded 
the car with as many wedding gifts as we could 
and headed to Brigham to look for work.

We were able to find jobs for each of  us 
that weren’t too great for honeymooning. 
Mooneen got a job as a telephone operator 
working the 3:00 to 11:00 pm shift. I got the job 
running the pea viner in Harper Ward north 
of  Brigham City. Farmers cut their peas in the 
evening after sundown. At 12:00 am the viner 
would start accepting the peas and proceed to 
separate the peas from the vines and the shells. 
My job was to open the viner, start it running, 
and manage accepting, weighing and issuing 
receipt tags to the farmers. The viner stayed 
open until about 8:00 am when the truckers 
came and hauled the peas to the cannery. After 
that, the viner had to be thoroughly cleaned 
and closed down until the next night. I usually 
got home just in time to take Moonyeen to 
work. Then I would sleep until time to pick 
her up from work at 11:00 pm and then off to 
start the viner again. Maybe we should have 
stayed in Montana.

But better jobs were on their way. After the 
pea harvest was over, I got a job with a State 
Road engineering crew. The job was in Cache 
Valley and consisted mostly of  surveying and 
marking for construction of  an asphalt-paved 
road up Blacksmith Fork Canyon. The new 
road would run from Hyrum to Hardware 
Ranch. It was our job to mark turning points, 
center lines and set cut and fill stakes. We 
also marked brush and trees for removal or 
trimming and tested concrete in bridges as 
they were constructed. It was outdoor work 
in a beautiful canyon at a very slow pace. We 
would arrive at the office in Logan at about 
8:00 and organize our materials for the day. 
At about 9:00 we would start for the job site 
but only after a stop at a donut shop for coffee 
or chocolate with donuts.

At about 10:00 we would get to the job 
site where discussion would be held with the 
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Our Wedding Day
June 10, 1958

Wedding reception with parents.
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foreman and crew, usually covering subjects I 
won’t comment on here, then maybe an hour 
and a half  of  real work before lunch. Lunch 
took about half  an hour and then the card 
deck came out for about an hour of  playing 
a game called ‘Solo’. Then back to work for 
about two hours, and it was then time to head 
back to the office to turn in our report and 
put the equipment away. No wonder it’s hard 
to get people to quit government jobs. And 
the pay is pretty good to boot. When it came 
time for the public schools to start, Moonyeen 
was offered a teaching job at Bunderson 
Elementary School in Brigham where she 
taught second grade. I started my senior year 
in Electrical Engineering at Utah State.

About Christmas time we decided to 
move to Logan. We rented a small four-
room house on the ‘Island’. The rent was $40 
per month and we had to pay for electricity 
and oil for the one little heater that supplied 
heat for the whole house. Shortly after the 
move to Logan, Moonyeen realized she was 
pregnant. It was good to be in Logan where 
I was given a job at the University correcting 
homework and grading tests of  sophomore 
and junior Engineering students. It did mean 
that Moonyeen had to join a carpool to get 
to the school in Brigham. I also worked the 
Christmas holidays on a University-contracted 
upper air research project.

In January I started interviewing for jobs 
after graduation. One of  the companies that I 
interviewed was Hewlett Packard, a small Palo 
Alto company that produced very high quality 
electronic test equipment. The man that 
interviewed me was named Bruce Wholey. 
We seemed to get along well and I received 
an offer to fly to California for a much more 
intensive interview. In February I made the 
flight, my first time on an airplane. It was on 
a propeller-driven DC3 operated by United 
Airlines. Shortly after my trip there I received 
an offer to work at HP for $425 per month plus 
a production bonus that might take my salary 

to $565 per month. I promptly accepted the 
offer with plans to join the company in June. It 
is interesting that some years later I accepted 
the job that Bruce Wholey had held for many 
years.

 
In June of  1959 I graduated from Utah 

State in Electrical Engineering. I had gotten 
almost all A’s the last two years. So I felt ready 
to see if  I could succeed as an engineer at a 
very highly respected electronics company. 
Meanwhile, Moonyeen had finished her year 
teaching school and we were ready to open a 
new chapter in our lives. We felt blessed that 
we had each other and could open the new 
chapter together. By now we knew that there 
would be at least three in this new adventure.

Graduating USU, 1959. 
Debbie is present but not visible.



56   |  Together Forever—Richard and Mooyneen Anderson56   |  Together Forever—Richard and Mooyneen Anderson

The Monday after Richard graduated 
from Utah State, we loaded as much as we 
could into our little 1958 Fiat and headed 
west on US Highway 40. There was no 
Interstate 80 in 1959. Richard’s brother 
Kent accompanied us to help with any move-
in tasks. The trip took two days with a stay 
overnight in Winnemucca, Nevada. The 
next day we finished the drive to Palo Alto. 
The last part of  the trip we took El Camino 
Real through some of  the cities south of  San 
Francisco. Moonyeen was close to depression 
when she saw how close the houses were. She 
felt better when we arrived in Palo Alto where 
lot sizes seemed much more reasonable. We 
stayed in a motel in Palo Alto that night.

The next day we went looking for an 
apartment to rent. We hoped to find a 
nice furnished apartment since we had no 
furniture. Palo Alto was impossible. There 
were very few rentals and the rent rates were 
much higher than we felt we could handle so 
we moved south to Mountain View. Mountain 
View had far more rentals but very few were 
furnished. The ones that were furnished 

catered to a poorer market and were grungy to 
say the least. Finally we found a new complex 
being built on Ednamary Way. The units were 
unfurnished but brand new. The complex also 
had two swimming pools, one just outside the 
building that we chose to live in. The rent 
was $115 per month, almost three times what 
we paid in Logan. Oh well, get used to high 
California prices.

But what do we do for furniture? The 
first night we slept on the floor with only a 
bit of  bedding we brought with us in the Fiat. 
Moonyeen was seven months pregnant which 
made for an uncomfortable night. The next 
day we decided to go shopping to see what 
we could do for furniture. We ended up in the 
Montgomery Ward Department Store in Palo 
Alto. You can ask your grandmother what 
that was. After identifying a few pieces that we 
wanted to buy, I showed the finance manager a 
copy of  my offer letter from Hewlett Packard. 
He knew HP very well and, on the strength 
of  that letter, he agreed to extend us credit. 
We bought two kitchen chairs, a double bed, 
a chest of  drawers, two bedside tables, a sofa 

Starting Career and Family 
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that could be opened to a bed, an end table 
and a table lamp. That was enough to get us 
going and was the last furniture we ever bought 
on time. As it turned out the apartment had 
a small, built-in kitchen table and one of  our 
new neighbors gave us a rocking chair that 
they didn’t need anymore. All the comforts of  
home. The first thing we looked up was the 
address of  the closest LDS church. We went 
the first Sunday we were there and have rarely 
missed a Sunday since. Not until this year 
(2020) that is, with the Covid-19.

 
On June 10, 1959 I joined the Hewlett 

Packard Company as an Engineer Trainee. 
Hewlett Packard was in Palo Alto on Page Mill 
Road. Palo Alto is at the north end of  Santa 
Clara County, now often referred to as Silicon 
Valley. There was no such identification at that 
time. There was a growing electronics industry 
in the area. The major players were Lockheed, 
Sylvania, Philco, Varian Associates, Ampex, 
Eitel McCullough, Litton Industries and, 
of  course, Hewlett Packard. The dominant 
technology of  all these companies was 
vacuum tubes. But, there was a really small 
company in Mountain View called Schockly 
Semiconductors. Change was coming.

My first training assignment at HP was 
testing HP 150A Oscilloscopes. From there 
I worked briefly in almost every part of  the 
company. Dave Packard and Bill Hewlett 
wanted their engineers to really understand 
how the company worked. The training 
program lasted some six months and was a 
great learning experience for me. It didn’t 
take me long to realize that I had joined 
an exceptional company formed by two 
outstanding leaders.

While I was still on the training program 
on August 17, 1959 I received a page on 
the company PA system. When I called the 
operator she told me to call home. Moonyeen 
was having labor pains and suggested that I 
hurry home. This I did and by the time I got 

there her water had broken, so we headed as 
fast as we could to the old Palo Alto Hospital. 
Her doctor was a Dr. Ted Hopkins. She had 
already called him to report her situation. It 
turned out, though, that he couldn’t be there 
but his associate, Dr John D. Milburn lll, 
would be there to assist her. We arrived at the 
hospital and pulled into emergency at about 
6:00 pm. The orderlies met us and helped her 
into a wheelchair and wheeled her into the 
delivery room. In what seemed like minutes 
Dr Milburn came into the waiting room 
carrying a beautiful baby girl that would be 
our Deborah. I was given a few minutes to see 
Moonyeen and was home fixing myself  some 
dinner by 8:00 pm. Not too shabby for a first 
baby. It turns out that Dr. Milburn delivered 
all five of  our children, as well as Debbie’s first 
child, Tyler.

I continued with the training program 
until the Christmas holidays when I became 

Debbie
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Top: Debbie, Moonyeen, Grandma Rigby, 
Great-grandma Hansen. 1960.

Center: Debbie, Moonyeen, Grandpa Rigby, 
Great-grandma Rigby-Wilson. 1960.

Bottom: Stanford Graduation, 1963.



eligible for one week of  paid vacation. We 
decided to drive down to Los Angeles to 
visit relatives there and to go to Disneyland. 
Moonyeen had three uncles there and I had an 
uncle and aunt. It was a nice trip and Debbie 
seemed to enjoy Disneyland even though she 
was only four months old.

When we got back home I interviewed the 
various engineering department heads to see 
where I might fit best as a new engineer. At Utah 
State I had taken classes on electromagnetic 
theory, microwave devices, antennas, guided 
waves and transmission lines. I had also 
worked the Christmas before on measuring the 
characteristics of  ionized patches in the upper 
air layers of  the atmosphere. I was excited 
to learn that the HP Microwave Lab was 
undertaking a project to design a Microwave 
Spectrum Analyzer. I was even more excited 
when the project manager, Art Fong, asked me 
to join the team. I promptly joined and took 
all of  the plans home every night to study and 
get up to speed on the project. I was assigned 
the microwave portion, probably based on my 
college emphasis. As 
the newest engineer 
on the project, I just 
focused on getting 
my part done and 
didn’t try to add 
much to the other 
parts of  the system. 
I continued in that 
mode for my first 
year on the project.

In the fall of  
1960, we took our 
annual vacation with 
a car trip to Utah 
and Wyoming. We 
attended the temples 
in Idaho Falls and 
Salt Lake City, went 
fishing in the Tetons, 
enjoyed Peach Days 

in Brigham City and had nice visits with our 
families. When we got back to Mountain View, 
I started the next phase of  my educational 
pursuits. I was approved by Hewlett Packard 
Management and Stanford University to 
enroll in the Engineering Department to seek 
a Master’s Degree in Electrical Engineering. 
Since I would continue my job at HP it would 
take me three years to earn my MSEE from 
Stanford in 1963. HP would give me time off 
for classes but I had to keep my project work 
on schedule, which I did. I took a broad mix 
of  classes and generally did quite well. In fact, 
I had a higher grade point average at Stanford 
than I did at Utah State. During all this time 
Moonyeen and I stayed very active in our 
church. I was ward financial clerk and she was 
the young women’s president.

 
In February of  1961, we purchased our 

first home. It was a nice, three bedroom home 
on Arbor Avenue in the Country Club Area 
of  Los Altos, California. We paid $23,500 for 
it and the previous owner carried a second 
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mortgage since we could only come up with 
$1,000 for a down payment. Later he agreed 
to discount the second by $600 if  we could 
pay it off early. We refinanced the home with a 
larger loan at a slightly lower interest rate. We 
paid off the second mortgage so we now felt 
much more secure financially.

In July of  that year, Moonyeen delivered 
our son, Richard Michael, on her 25th 
birthday, July 21, 1961. He was a handsome 
baby. Unfortunately he had to put up with 
a brace on his legs for the first couple of  
years. Mike was born in the brand new, 
beautiful Stanford Hospital. We were now a 
family of  four, living in our own home in an 
exceptionally nice neighborhood with a good 
job and me pursuing a master’s degree at one 
of  the nations top universities. The Lord was 
truly blessing us.

On August 19, 1963, we had another 
major family event. Our daughter Rachelle 
was born. As had also been the case when 
Moonyeen was pregnant with Mike, she was 
the ward dance director. In both of  those 
years, our stake participated in regional dance 
festivals. In 1963 it was held in Santa Rosa. It 
was a lot of  work for Moonyeen. She taught 
the kids the dance steps, in spite of  being 
conspicuously pregnant. At that time, I rode 
a bike to and from work at HP, about seven 

miles each way. The ride would have been 
much longer but for a commuter train line 
that ran from Los Gatos to San Francisco. 
It went through Los Altos along what is now 
Foothill Expressway. There was a dirt service 
road alongside the tracks on which I rode my 
bike. A few days before Rachelle was born, 
Moonyeen had the feeling that she was going 
into labor. I jumped on my bike and pedaled 
home as fast as I could. This happened several 
days, but, every time the symptoms had passed 
by the time I got home. So, no hospital trip 
that day. As I recall, I was home when the time 
came so we had plenty of  time to get to El 
Camino Hospital. Dr. Milburn assisted in the 
delivery of  our third child, a cute little girl with 
some very blond hair. We were now a family 
of  five. Shortly after that, Moonyeen’s mother 
and younger sister, Toni, flew to California to 
see the new arrival. While they were there, 
Moonyeen’s Grandma Hansen passed away. 
Moonyeen’s mother, by then in bad health 
herself, was so sad that she wasn’t with her 
mother at the end.

In 1965 the Stork visited the Anderson 
household for the fourth time. On September 
16, 1965 our third daughter was born. This 
would be our Suzette. She was a very pleasant 
and attractive baby. Moonyeen’s mother 
had gone girl, boy, girl, boy, girl. Up to then, 
Moonyeen had gone girl, boy, girl. Maybe 
she was on the same track as her mother, but 
it wasn’t to be. When Suzette was born her 
Grandmother Rigby was in the hospital in 
Salt Lake City. While Moonyeen was still in 
the hospital she called her mother to give her 
the news. Her mother’s response was, “I knew 
you couldn’t do it!” 

That would be Moonyeen’s last 
conversation with her mother. Mette Geneva 
Hansen Rigby passed away on September 
24, 1965. Moonyeen was unable to go to her 
funeral, so I attended to represent our little 
family of  six. Moonyeen’s father asked me to 
dedicate her grave which I did. Her body has 

Our first home in Los Altos. This is the 
newspaper ad we ran when we sold it. 



Mike

Sue

Shellie

Tina
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been at rest for over 55 years in the Tetonia, 
Idaho Cemetery.

I should add that my church calling during 
this time was teaching early morning seminary 
for the two wards that met in our church 
building. I enjoyed it very much and clearly 
learned more than the students. I taught for 
four years covering the Old Testament, New 
Testament, Church History and Book of  
Mormon. Class went from 6:30 to 7:30 am, 
five days a week. Then I went to work at HP, 
starting my work day at 8:00 am and usually 
running to 6:00 pm. Then after dinner I 
helped put the kids to bed and then prepared 

the next day’s seminary lesson. It was a very 
rigorous schedule.

The Stork didn’t visit again for almost nine 
long years, but then on May 9, 1974 he finally 
found our chimney. On that day our fifth child 
and our fourth daughter was born at Stanford 
Hospital. Yes, Dr. Milburn delivered the 
goods, for the fifth time. This was the first time 
that I was permitted in the delivery room. It 
was a very pleasant and sacred event. She was 
good sized and pretty as could be. We gave 
her the name of  Kjirstina which we took from 
her Norwegian Great Great Grandmother, 
Kjerstianna Jonsdotter Ora.



The Farm
As early as 1979 we started thinking 

about our later years and retirement. That 
year we bought a small farm in Monterey 
County. It was about five miles east of  Moss 
Landing. It had a three-bedroom house and 
an adjacent building that we remodeled to be 
an apartment. There was a total of  ten acres, 
with two barns, a metal shed, two small horse 
sheds and a well and well shed. The living 
room in the home had a great fireplace which 
was usable year around before California 
turned daffy. We had some fruit trees, grape 
vines and raspberries. We kept two or three 
horses there, some chickens and usually raised 
a beef  or two. It was a great weekend retreat 
and we could be there in about an hour and 
fifteen minutes. Being near Monterey we had 
great seafood restaurants within minutes. 
We loved that place. We considered it for a 
retirement home but instead decided to sell it 
in 1996.

 
The Ranch

In 1983 we purchased a cattle ranch about 

ten miles north of  Soda Springs, Idaho. We 
bought it as a partnership with Moonyeen’s 
brother, Lawrence, and our oldest son, Mike. 
We bought it with a reasonable down payment 
and a fairly large mortgage from a rancher 
named Ross Rudd. The ranch consists of  
some 1240 acres of  grazing and mountain 
land. We also lease some adjacent land from 
the Bureau of  Land Management. It will 
usually hold over 300 animal units over three 
to four summer months. After a few years the 
note came due with a large balloon payment. 
We were the only ones able to cover it so we 
paid it off which increased our ownership 
substantially. Later we bought out Lawrence 
and Mike’s remaining interest. About 2010 
we gave the ranch to our grandchildren, for 
the most part. It is held in an LLC called 
Anderson Caribou Cattle Company. Each of  
our thirteen grandchildren are 7% members. 
Our five natural children are 1% members 
and Moonyeen and I are joint 4% members. 
We have enjoyed the ranch and spent many 
summer days and nights there in a motorhome. 
The first few years we ran it ourselves but now 

Retirement...
Well, Almost
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The Anderson family, about 1989.
Children left to right: Tina, Sue, David, Shellie, Mike, Debbie

On the farm in Castroville.
December 1987

Life on the ranch. Richard on Monjuna, Mike on Sonny, Debbie on Nugget.



we lease it out for summer range to a couple 
of  ranchers.

 
Utah homes and farm

In the early nineties it was becoming 
clear that California was in serious decline. 
It was no longer balanced politically and the 
wrong party was taking over. Homelessness, 
drug crimes, infrastructure deterioration, 
wealth distribution, quality of  life, disaster 
management, and educational achievement 
were all going in the wrong direction. We 
needed to find other options.

In 1991 our son, Mike, started a small 
business in Logan, Utah. My parents were 
also still living in Brigham City. Over the 
years we had kept some attention in Utah. In 
particular, I had stayed actively involved with 
Utah State University and at that time I was 
a member of  University President Stanford 
Cazier’s National Advisory Board. I was also 
a member of  the College of  Engineering 
Advisory Board. I was also providing a little 
help and financing to help Mike get his 
business going. With all this going on, I asked 
Mike to look around and see if  he could find 
something that Moonyeen and I would enjoy. 
He found a real winner. In late 1992 he found 
a large Tudor-style home between Wellsville 
and Hyrum on some 33 farmed acres. It took 
a couple months of  negotiation but in early 
1993 we consummated the deal and, it seems, 
put our retirement plan in place. Mike and 
Mindy then moved into the home which was 
fine with us since I was still working and would 
be for several years. By 1997 when I retired 
from HP we had sold the farm but still owned 
our Los Altos home, the Utah home and farm 
and our Idaho ranch interest.

 
Passing of my father, Norman 
H. Anderson—December 29, 
1996.

Some eight months before I retired from 
Hewlett Packard my father passed away at 

age 88. He had spent the last five years of  
his life in a rest home in Brigham City. He 
hated it. We tried to visit him there as much 
as we could. The two years before I retired we 
spent a lot of  weekends in Utah. That gave us 
time to spend with Dad and Mom and also to 
work with Mike getting his company, ScyTek 
Laboratories, going. Dad had been a very wise 
and frugal money manager but his rest home 
stay cut into his savings and investments. 
Nevertheless, he and Mom left a good amount 
on their death. Before Dad died, I asked them 
to bypass me in their wills and leave what they 
had intended for me to our six children. They 
did comply with that wish and I am sure our 
children appreciated it.

 
MTI and Taiwan

Immediately after retiring in August 
of  1997, I joined a Taiwan company, 
Microelectronics Technology Inc or MTI. 
In the 1960’s I had been involved in hiring 
a young Taiwanese engineer by the name of  
Patrick Wang who had just completed a PhD 
at Stanford. Patrick worked for about twelve 
years in the Microwave Divisions and then 
got together with some of  his Taiwan friends 
and started a company in Taiwan that they 
called MTI. Hewlett Packard was supportive 
of  their endeavor and provided a good deal of  
HP instruments in return for a 23% common 
stock ownership. This ownership provided 
for a board seat. The last few years of  my 
career at HP, I served on the MTI Board 
representing HP’s shares and interests. Upon 
my pending retirement, I informed Patrick, 
who was at that time the chairman of  MTI, 
that I was retiring and would no longer be 
HP’s board representative. Patrick then asked 
if  I would be willing to stay if  they could 
come up with other shares, and additionally, 
would I be willing to work with MTI on some 
management issues that they were facing. 
After discussing it at length with Moonyeen, I 
agreed to work for MTI for eighteen months 
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and requested that all of  my compensation 
would be in MTI stock.

 
Working in Taiwan

Soon after joining MTI in Taiwan, Patrick 
asked me to join him and the company CFO, 
Amy Ding, in a series of  meetings with 
their bankers in Taipei. The objective of  
the meetings was to assure the various bank 
officials that MTI was on track and deserved 
continuing decent lines of  credit. I can’t recall 
which banks were providing lines of  credit but 
I seem to recall Credit Agricole and Credit 

Lyonnais as being there. The meeting was a 
little testy as MTI had missed some financial 
objectives. Patrick introduced me and assured 
them that I would be a big help. I made a slide 
presentation on the direction I hoped to move 
the company. As I recall they gave Patrick the 
OK but wanted me to play a bigger role than 
just consulting. The MTI board took the step 
to appoint me Chairman of  the Executive 
Council and CEO for the duration of  my time 
there. A big part of  MTI’s difficulty was trying 
to do too many things at once. They had a 
business in digital radios of  the type used in 

point to point microwave links. 
They built LNBs or block down 
converters for satellite television 
reception. They were doing a 
little bit of  business in cellular 
base stations and looking for 
opportunities in diverse market 
areas. They were a little too 
spread out for the size of  the 
organization and the dynamics 
of  a fast changing market. With 
the reprieve from the bankers 
and me in a position of  more 
responsibility it was time to go 
to work.

Our time in Taiwan was 
very interesting. Patrick had 
a reasonably nice home in 
Hsinchu Science Park, the 
Silicon Valley of  Taiwan. It was 
a five minute drive from MTI 
headquarters. It was a short 
walk to a public school where 
we went every morning to run 
and exercise. About a quarter 
mile farther on was a market 
area where we could buy most 
of  what we needed. There was 
also a very good Japanese-
style sushi restaurant. We were 
provided a car and driver which 
took me to and from work each 

Top: MTI Management Team with HP visitors, 
Duane Hartley and Bill Wurst.

    

Bottom: MTI Board Dinner at Maddox. 1995.



day. Taiwan was a challenging place to drive 
with thousands of  motor scooters competing 
with automobiles for a place on the road. We 
were also driven to church each Sunday. We 
attended an English speaking branch that was 
about 50% Americans working in Taiwan and 
50% Filipino’s working on the production lines 
in semiconductor plants. I taught the Gospel 
Doctrine class and really developed a love of  
the Filipino people. Usually after church our 
driver took us to a nice hotel restaurant for an 
excellent Sunday brunch.

One interesting learning was that even 
in a science park electric power was limited. 
Patrick apparently never did laundry at home. 
His wife lived most of  the time in Taipei and 
Patrick was just in Hsinchu for the work week. 
Patrick bought us a washer and dryer. The 
first time we used the dryer, we lost our TV. 
It turns out the neighborhood cable TV was 
powered from our house on the same circuit 
as our dryer. After that we dried our clothes 
in the middle of  the night after we unplugged 
the cable system. We figured the only ones 
watching at that time were dirty old men 
watching porn movies. It worked out very well 
for us. It wasn’t a lot of  upkeep work and I 
could put a lot of  evening hours preparing for 

the next day with the MTI team.
Through the end of  1997 we held a lot 

of  company meetings covering values, culture, 
objectives, strategy and tactics. We also 
worked better as a team to meet production 
and engineering schedules. We began to see a 
little better sales and profit performance. The 
bankers felt better and we all breathed a little 
better. By then we were better focused on a 
more coherent direction. We wanted to really 
excel at building excellent communication 
transceivers that would delight our customers. 
We were gaining confidence in our future. 
This led us to start thinking more about where 
the future should take us. After all, I only 
planned to be there another year. MTI would 
need new, committed leadership to achieve 
their vision.

Early in 1998 a cold wind of  reality blew 
over us. Asia was gripped in sudden economic 
downturn that threatened to upset everything 
we had accomplished. We called on our sales 
champions to do all they could to fill the 
order pipeline. Our VP of  marketing took 
up residency in the passenger cabins of  the 
world’s airlines. After a lot of  soul searching we 
committed ourselves to saving every expense 
NT (New Taiwan Dollar) we could but keep the 
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initiatives in transceivers on track. This turned 
out to be the right decision. On the subject of  
succession planning, my success was mixed. 
I recommended that Allen Yen be promoted 
to President and CEO on my departure. As 
it turned out, MTI was unwilling to give the 
job to someone so young and with little tenure 
in the company. He would be skipping over 
people much his senior. Last I looked, MTI 
was about $250 million US and Allen Yen is 
Chairman of  the Board. I also believe that 
MTI is now partially owned by Foxconn. All 
in all it was an enjoyable experience for both 
of  us and my only regret is they didn’t move 
faster on the organization suggestions.

 
Back to Zion 

After we finished up at MTI in 1999 we 
kind of  bounced back and forth between 
Utah and California. In August we had a 
large family reunion for the Heber and Judith 
Anderson descendants at our Wellsville home. 
Over one hundred family members were 
there. Mike and Mindy were moved into 
their beautiful new home by then. We still 
maintained a presence in both states.

 
Social Services 

It was back in 1980 that we welcomed 
the last of  our children to our family. During 
the 1970’s we had taken in several distressed 
youth. As I recall we took in four unwed 
mothers through the LDS Social Services 
Program. They would live with us until their 
baby was due and then Moonyeen would take 
them to the hospital for delivery. Usually then 
the baby would be put up for adoption. As 
our children got a little older we decided it 
would be better to discontinue these acts of  
service and switch to a happier alternative. At 
this time California Law allowed for a mother 
giving up her baby for adoption to have a few 
days to change her mind. It would obviously 
be bad policy to place the baby with adoptive 
parents before the change of  mind option had 

expired. So instead of  caring for prospective 
mothers we provided care for pre-adoption 
babies. As I remember we also cared for about 
four newborn babies on this program. I would 
add that all was voluntary and we covered the 
living expenses for mothers and babies we 
cared for.

 
David

In late 1979 we were asked by the Church 
Social Services if  we would take a baby boy 
about six months old whose parents were 
having marriage problems. We took the 
little guy that had the name of  David Lewis 
Garrison. It was expected that the parents 
would get back together again. When he was 
brought to our home it was clear that he had 
been badly neglected. He couldn’t even roll 
over by himself. Well, we showed him the 
attention and care that he had been denied. 
We taught him to roll over, then crawl and 
then to walk. He even learned to talk some and 
was doing quite well. The following summer 
when David was just over a year old we got 
a call from the Social Services that the family 
was reuniting and they would be by to pick 
David up. Right after that we left for a family 
vacation. When we returned from vacation 
we were home for about ten minutes when the 
phone rang. It was the county this time. The 
family had blown up again and they needed a 
place for David. Would we be willing to take 
him for a while under the county program 
since he knew us? We said yes and David 
was with us again. Again it was expected to 
be short term while adoptive parents were 
found. Well, it went on and on and soon it 
was obvious that David was developmentally 
delayed and had some other issues as well. It 
was also alleged that David’s parents both used 
drugs when he was in vitro. 1981, ‘82, and ‘83 
went by and no adoption. In 1984 the county 
finally informed us that they were unable to 
find placement for David and they asked if  we 
would adopt him. The answer was yes and in 



1984 he became David Lewis Anderson. At 
that time Debbie was 25 and married, Mike 
was 23 and in college at Utah State, Shellie 
was 21 and in college, and Sue was 19 and at 
BYU. Tina was 10 years old and still at home. 
David was an issue for her because he wasn’t 
always well behaved.

David had a very difficult time in school. 
He had a hard time with the basics (reading, 
writing and arithmetic) and was often disruptive 
in class. He did pretty well in sports but that 
only counted for so much. We worked with 
the Children’s Health Council at Stanford and 
the Mountain View Los Altos School District 
to find some way to help him learn and grow. 
He attended special education classes all the 
way through junior high school. He also had 
weekly sessions with clinical psychologists and 
special education counselors. When he was 
fourteen we decided to go another route. He 
had started to strike out at Moonyeen and that 
was unacceptable. Moonyeen contracted with 
a special education resource consultant to do 
a nationwide search for effective residential 
schools that might work for David. After 
reviewing several options David enrolled at 
a residence school called Wide Horizons in 
Oak Run, California. It was a farm situation 

with a full-time special education 
program. David raised chickens 
and pigs there, winning some 
ribbons at the Shasta County 
Fair. It was a great choice for 
David.

After successfully completing 
the program at Wide Horizons, 
David enrolled at a trades-
oriented institution in Phoenix, 
AZ called Life Development 
Institute (LDI). It was recognized 
by George H. W. Bush as one of  
‘The Thousand Points of  Light.’ 
David did fine the first couple 
of  months and then things fell 
apart. David met a young lady 

who was not enrolled there and ran away with 
her. They lived sort of  half  time in her home 

David at Edinburgh Castle, Edinburgh, Scotland.

Wenjun Feng with David at the Farm.
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with her father and half  time on the streets 
or with friends. Shortly after their meeting she 
was found to be pregnant. They got married 
and we pretty much kept them from starving. 
They both found a little work but still needed 
a lot of  help. We bought them an older trailer 
house in a trailer park in hopes that they could 
have a little stability in their housing needs.

 
Terrible days 

On September 7, 1998 Trevor Quenton 
Anderson was born to David and his young 
wife. They continued to live in the trailer, 
the three of  them, until December 1999. 
One evening a few days before Christmas we 
received a call from David’s wife informing 
us that David was in jail. We learned later 
that a high school friend of  hers had recently 
been paroled and had moved in with them. 
Her friend had been incarcerated for burglary 
and strong arm robbery. He had developed 
a method of  robbing pizza delivery drivers 
before he was locked up. It turns out he got 
David to work with him to do the same but 
on one night they got caught and both went 
to jail.

We were already reeling from a hard blow. 
About a month earlier our youngest daughter, 
Tina, was diagnosed with a stage lll melanoma 
on her right flank. She had gone through 
extensive surgery to remove the tumor and 
strip out targeted lymph nodes. We didn’t 
need that double-barrel shot, then or ever. But 
our hurting wasn’t over. As I recall it was the 
night of  December 19, 1999 and we were at 
our home in California. Shellie, Peter, Tina, 
Moonyeen and I were there. At approximately 
8:00 pm the phone rang. It was Mike. They 
had just been in an accident. He was still at the 
accident site on the highway between Wellsville 
and Mendon. Mindy and Riley were badly 
injured. Mindy, in a coma, was being rushed 
by ambulance to Logan Regional Hospital. 
Riley, age 7, was near death. Mike was hurting, 
and London, 19 months, was fine. Mike and 

London were taken to the Logan Hospital 
for observation. We called Moonyeen’s sister, 
Toni, and she and her husband, Richard 
Berntsen, went directly to the hospital as we 
waited prayerfully and tearfully for word. The 
word came in a call from Richard. Riley had 
passed away and Mindy was being flown by 
helicopter to University of  Utah Hospital 
in Salt Lake City. I called Dale Bankhead, a 
neighbor and the Ward Bishop. He jumped 
into action and took Mike to be with Mindy 
and then called other members and neighbors 
to provide compassionate service to a hurting 
family. It was a long and very tearful night.

The next day we caught flights to Salt 
Lake and then drove to Wellsville. Moonyeen 
cared for London while I supported Mike. 
Together we made arrangements for a 
funeral and burial for Riley. I purchased 
some burial lots in the Wellsville Cemetery, 
worked with Bishop Bankhead on the funeral 
program, arranged for the mortuary services 
and viewing, arranged for flowers and grave 
preparation and took Mike when we could 
to visit Mindy. Mindy was in the ICU in an 
induced coma and would remain so until after 
the funeral and burial. Riley’s viewing and 
funeral were well attended and very tender. 
Bishop Bankhead conducted the funeral, 
Collette Howard played the organ, Joyce 
Murray led the music numbers. Riley’s Aunt 
Shellie read a very touching poem and both of  
his grandfathers spoke. I can tell you that no 
one wants to speak at a child’s or grandchild’s 
funeral. It is supposed to be the other way 
around. Years later I would have to do it again 
at David’s daughter, Siri’s, funeral. I pray that 
it will never happen to me again. 

I would like to acknowledge Mindy’s 
father, Brent McKinnon,  who stayed almost 
continually by Mindy’s side in the ICU while 
she was in the coma. I write this on November 
23, 2020. Brent’s funeral was today and Mindy 
spoke, giving a beautiful, heartfelt appreciation 
for the love and support of  her father.



After the funeral life got a little more 
manageable. Tina recovered from some tough 
therapies and surgeries and was able to resume 
her career as a school teacher. Mindy made 
good progress recovering from her ordeal 
and surprised and impressed us all with her 
resilience. With my Taiwan commitment long 
behind, we began to spend most of  our time 
in Wellsville. Shellie and Peter were living in 
our home in Los Altos. About a year later, on 
December 12, 2000, they would be blessed 
with the first of  two daughters. This would be 
Lauren. In April of  2000 my widowed mother 
turned 91. She still lived alone but needed lots 
of  visits to make sure she was doing well. She 
loved to have us come every Sunday afternoon 
and bring fried chicken dinners for the three of  
us. We were able to help her realize a lifetime 
dream. We took her to Hawaii and she loved 
it. She was one great lady!

The downside of  2000 was David’s trial 
in Arizona. As mentioned earlier, he and his 
wife’s friend had pulled off a couple of  pizza 
driver robberies. The drivers were roughed up 
but neither required medical care. All they got 

for it was some pocket change and a couple 
of  pizza’s. There was no need for David to 
do this—we were providing David, his wife, 
and Trevor with adequate food and essentials 
if  their own means fell short. However we 
were not providing for her boarder friend, nor 
did we even know he was living with them. 
During the summer the case went to trial. 
The Assistant DA was determined to get a 
conviction and a maximum sentence. The 
evidence at the trial indicated that David was 
probably the driver as his fingerprints were 
not found on the victim’s cars but his partners 
were. However, there is no doubt David was 
there and was involved. He was found guilty 
of  strong arm robbery and sentenced to ten 
and one half  years in the Arizona State Prison 
System. A very expensive pizza.

This situation left Trevor and his mother 
in a difficult situation. We helped her for a 
while. She was going from halfway house to 
halfway house, sometimes with Trevor and 
sometimes with him placed with friends. She 
sold the trailer we had bought for them and 
kept the money. We learned that she was 
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cohabitating with some man, so we arranged 
for an attorney to help facilitate a divorce. She 
did have a baby with this second man and 
the divorce from David went pretty smoothly. 
We tried to keep track of  Trevor as he was 
our grandson and we cared about him. In 
the summer of  2001 we learned he was living 
with a family we knew and quite liked. We 
contacted his mother and arranged for Trevor 
to stay with us for a couple of  weeks to give the 
family he was with a break. We flew to Phoenix 
and brought Trevor back with us. After about 
a week we got a call from Maricopa County 
Child Protective Services asking if  we would 
keep Trevor longer since his mother was in 
legal trouble and that Trevor would be taken 
by CPS if  he were returned to Arizona. Later 
we were granted full custody by the pertinent 
Arizona Court. We were now raising a three 
year old even though we were both in our mid 
sixties.

Actually, Trevor was one of  our easiest 
children to raise. He did pretty well in school. 
He chose good friends. He was a good worker 
and turned out to be quite handy. He loved 
sports and skiing in particular. I will admit 
that as an only child he got a lot of  special 
opportunities—several trips to Hawaii, a trip 
to Disney World and a trip to Barbados. We 
tried our best to keep his living standard about 
the same as what our other grandchildren 
enjoyed, especially Mike’s kids because they 
were nearby.

 
9/11 and the Passing of my
Mother, Esther Watkins
Anderson, October 25, 2001

On September 11, 2001 a group of  Islamic 
terrorists belonging to a terrorist network 
called Al Qaida hijacked four commercial 
jetliners and crashed two of  them into the 
twin towers of  the World Trade Center in 
New York City. A third jet was crashed into 
the Pentagon near Washington DC; the 
fourth went down in a farm field in Western 

Pennsylvania. The death toll of  this dastardly 
attack, now referred to as 9/11, was 2977 
persons. It changed everything, especially 
travel security.

My mother at that time was 92 years 
young. She was still living at home but 
having increasing difficulty caring for herself. 
Moonyeen and I were spending every Sunday 
with her and visiting her at other times during 
the week. On Sunday, October 5, we went 
over to watch General Conference with her. 
President Hinckley was speaking and with 
tears in his eyes he announced that the United 
States had attacked Al Qaida in Afghanistan 
and that bombing had commenced. It was a 
very emotional time for mother as she was also 
in a great deal of  pain in her back. We decided 
then to take her to the ER in the Brigham City 
Hospital. The doctor there determined some 
of  her blood chemicals were out of  normal 
balance so he issued a couple of  prescriptions 
for her. We picked up the prescriptions from 
Walmart and then insisted that she come to 
Wellsville and stay with us until we got her 
stable. She would never see her home again. 
Over the next twenty days she grew weaker 
and weaker. We fixed a bed for her in the small 
room adjacent to our bedroom. The evening 
of  the 24th her niece, Eva Jane Marsh, and her 
daughter visited Mom. She recognized them 
but was too weak to talk. The next morning 
she passed away clinging to Moonyeen’s hand. 
After her funeral, she was laid to rest next 
to Dad in the Brigham City Cemetery. An 
interesting note, our grandson Titan was born 
the day after Mother died. We often wondered 
if  they passed in the passageway.

 
Life on our Beautiful Farm 
in Wellsville

 We are blessed to own a very nice farm 
in Wellsville, Utah. We have raised sheep and 
hay for years. We have sold most of  what we 
produced so the farm mostly carried itself. 
There is a lot of  hard work involved. Helping 
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the ewes lamb out in March can be cold, wet 
and frustrating. Sometimes the ewes don’t milk 
well and we end up with a ‘bum lamb’ that has 
to be bottle fed every few hours. And through 
the winter there is feeding twice a day. 

Growing hay is a lot of  work including 
spraying the weeds, leveling the ground, discing 
and harrowing, fertilizing and drilling in the 
seed. Then it must be watered, maybe sprayed 
for weevil or other insects, maybe sprayed for 
weeds like foxtail. Then comes harvest time 
when it has to be swathed, raked, maybe raked 
again and then baled. To get good bales, the 
humidity needs to be in a certain range—
too dry and the leaves come off, too wet and 
the bales will mold or maybe even combust. 
Sometimes the right humidity comes at one 
or two in the morning. Sometimes not at all. 
Then it all has to be picked up, hauled and 
stacked in a well-ventilated barn. Tough way 

to make a living! 
We also have had some horses but I got 

out of  horses when I got about seventy. To 
have a good horse you need to handle and 
ride it almost every day. If  you don’t, you are 
likely to get thrown when you do get on. Not 
good when you’re seventy or eighty years old. 

Entering the beautiful Sunset Years! 

My tractors.
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And I must not forget Bert. Bert was a 
llama. His job was to keep coyotes away from 
the lambs. If  they came close he would spit 
on them and then stomp them with his sharp 
front hoofs. We sure missed old Bert when he 
died.

 
Venture Capital and Startups

For almost ten years after retirement I was 
active with two venture capital groups and 
served on boards of  some startup companies. 
The two VC groups were Dynafund and 
Vanguard Ventures. Dynafund was headed 
by Denny Ko. Denny had been part of  the 
MTI start up team. Vanguard Ventures was 
founded by Jack Gill. Some of  the companies 
I served as a board member included Novalux, 
United Internetworks, and QuickTime. I 
invested in four different funds and a few of  
their supported companies. I did OK but not 
great. I tend to have a long term investment 
view and that doesn’t work as well in small 
startups.

Utah State University
Our family, and me in particular, 

have a long relationship with USU. My 
father graduated with a bachelor’s degree 
in education, with minors in history and 
languages. He also received his master’s 
degree there in education. My uncle, Allan 
Anderson, graduated there in business and 
accounting. My aunt, Jeannine Anderson 
graduated in education. Moonyeen and I both 
earned our bachelor’s degrees at USU.

So far, three of  our children and three of  
our grandchildren have attended USU, with 
more to come. While I was at HP, I served 
on the President’s National Advisory Board 
and the Engineering Advisory Board. Over 
the years USU has awarded Moonyeen and 
me with many alumni recognition awards 
including an Honorary Doctorate Degree to 
me in 1999.

Because USU played such a big role in 
helping us move forward in our careers, we 
have tried to be supportive of  USU in both 
financial and non financial contributions. 
While at HP, I served as contact person 
between HP and USU. As such I was able to 
secure many equipment donations from HP to 
USU. Over the years it may have been close to 
$10 million in value. Personally, we have funded 
several million dollars in scholarships. We 
funded the Engineering Auditorium ($100K), 
the Choir Loft in the Arts center ($250K), an 
office for the women’s basketball coach ($50K), 
a special scholarship endowment for engineer 
athletes (over $1M) and many gifts under $25K 
each. We also endowed the Anderson Center 
for Wireless Teaching and Research ($1M). I 
served on the USU Foundation Board from 
the time it was founded until 2019, making me 
the longest-serving and oldest member of  that 
board. We have been loyal Aggie football and 
basketball fans, often sharing our suite and 
seats with friends and neighbors. In 2015, Utah 
State named the main Engineering Building 
the Richard and Moonyeen Anderson 
Engineering Building.

Bert watching over the ewes.
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November 8, 2019



Anderson Scholarship Recipients 
at their scholarship luncheon with us.

Retirement Life Goes On   |   133



134   |  Together Forever—Richard and Mooyneen Anderson134   |  Together Forever—Richard and Mooyneen Anderson



Retirement Life Goes On   |   135



136   |  Together Forever—Richard and Mooyneen Anderson



Down by the Pond   |   137

 



138   |  Together Forever—Richard and Mooyneen Anderson138   |  Together Forever—Richard and Mooyneen Anderson



Down by the Pond   |   139



140   |  Together Forever—Richard and Mooyneen Anderson140   |  Together Forever—Richard and Mooyneen Anderson





142   |  Together Forever—Richard and Mooyneen Anderson142   |  Together Forever—Richard and Mooyneen Anderson

BYU Idaho
We have also sponsored scholarships at 

BYU Idaho. Moonyeen attended there from 
1954 through 1956. One of  the ordinal 
founders of  the then Ricks College was 
Moonyeen’s great-grandfather, William F. 
Rigby. Her grandmother, Essie Price, also 
attended Ricks. In addition, three of  our 
grandchildren attended BYU Idaho.

 
Utah Festival Opera and
Musical Theater

About 2002 we learned a little about an 
arts organization in Logan. At that time it 
was called the Utah Festival Opera Company. 
We decided to try it out. It was summer and 
the performance season was in full swing. 
We bought a pair of  tickets for The Barber 

of  Seville which was playing that day. We 
enjoyed it immensely, especially the signature 
rendition of  Figaro. We went home and I 
couldn’t get that rendition out of  my mind. 
I think that was the only thing we saw that 
year but the following year we jumped in all 
the way. We decided we would buy tickets for 
everything. But first I made a call at the office 
on First West where I met a nice lady named 
Lila Geddes. It turned out that she was the 
Development Director. I gave her a check for 
$10,000 and told her it was a contribution 
from Moonyeen and me and that we also 
wanted to buy two tickets for each of  that 
season’s programs. She seemed shocked but 
said she would do better than that and gave 
us complimentary tickets for each one of  the 
year’s shows. We were sold!

b r i g h a m  y o u n g  u n i v e r s i t y - i d a h o

recognizes the establishment of the

for the support it provides students in financial need, 
disciples of Jesus Christ who will become leaders in their 

homes, the Church, and their communities.

Moonyeen R. Anderson and 
Richard W. Anderson 

Endowed Scholarship Fund 



I started a long relationship with 
the Opera company, first as an 
annual donor and patron. After a 
couple of  years I joined the Board 
serving as Vice Chair for two years 
and Chairman for two years (2012 
& 2013). I continued on the Board 
through 2019 making me the longest 
serving Board member after the 
Founding Director, Michael Ballam. 
We were also one of  the largest 
financial contributors. Over those 
years the Company presented many 
wonderful Operas and Musicals 
including Carmen, La Traviata, Nabucco, 
Madama Butterfly, The Marriage of  
Figaro, les Miserables, Sound Of  Music, 
South Pacific, Oliver, Fiddler on the Roof 
and many more. All were outstanding, 
fully choreographed and with a 
full professional orchestra. Michael 
Ballam is a unique talent and has 
brought much joy and culture to Cache 
Valley. His assistant Gary Griffin, and 
many others have also contributed much 
to this musical success. In 2020 the program 
was shut down by the Covid 19 pandemic. I 
worry if  it will recover after such a disruptive 
catastrophe. I hope so!

Cancer and Huntsman
Cancer Institute

On March 9, 2015 I received a big hit to 
my health. Moonyeen and I had just gotten 
home from a neighborhood potluck dinner. I 
went into our bathroom to take care of  some 
business and was shocked to see a bright red 
stream. We went immediately to the ER at 
Logan Regional to see what was going on. I 
couldn’t learn much that night because the 
internal bleeding was hampering observation 
so they made me an appointment to see a local 
urologist the next day. I actually had to wait a 
couple of  days before I was clear enough for 
observation. When the doctor examined me, 

he determined that I had a very bad case of  
bladder cancer. The next day, which I believe 
was Friday, he performed a Transurethral 
Resection of  the Bladder (TURB) on me and 
removed a great deal of  tumor material. He 
didn’t completely clean me out, concluding 
that my bladder was too far gone to be saved.

When I got home a neighbor that had 
been through bladder cancer recommended 
that I see a Dr. Dechet at the Huntsman 
Cancer Institute. When I had my follow up 
visit with the Logan doctor, he recommended 
that I go to Salt Lake and have my bladder 
removed. I then asked him if  he knew Dr. 
Dechet at Huntsman. He said he did and 
that Dr. Dechet was very good. He asked if  
I would like him to make an appointment. I 
told him yes and he did. Shortly thereafter I 
went to Huntsman in SLC and was examined 
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by Dr. Dechet. He said that I would probably 
lose my bladder, but let’s first finish the tumor 
clean out and then biopsy the wall muscle to 
see if  the cancer had spread to there. So I 
went through the second TURB procedure 
and awaited word on the biopsies. You can 
imagine my relief  when the call came that 
the biopsies were all negative and therefore 
I was eligible for a therapy called Bacille 
Calmette-Guerin (BCG) injection. BCG is 
actually a tuberculosis vaccine that sometimes 
stimulates antibodies that fight certain types 
of  cancer. I then received several injections 
of  BCG into my bladder at the rate of  one 
per week. So far it has kept me cancer free 
for over five years. Today is November 13, 
2020 and it turns out my next check up is this 
coming Monday.

After my success at Huntsman, we decided 
we would make a substantial contribution to 
the Huntsman Foundation to fight this type of  
cancer. With the approval of  the University 

of  Utah and the Huntsman Foundation 
we agreed to endow a chair in the Medical 
School for Research on urological cancers. 
And, incidentally, Dr. Christopher Dechet is 
the first to occupy that chair. We have also 
committed half  of  our Charitable Remainder 
Trust to fund a second chair. 

We actually have a long time 
relationship with the Huntsman Family. 
We were in the same ward in Los Altos as 
Jon’s parents, A. Blaine and Kathleen R. 
Huntsman. Jon and I are the same age but 
we didn’t know each other in California. 
He was either at Wharton or USC when we 
were there. We did get acquainted here in 
Utah before he died in 2018. In fact, we 
were privileged to attend his 80th birthday 
party. Jon is survived by his widow, Karen 
Haight Huntsman. Karen’s father, David B. 
Haight, was our Stake President and later 
an Apostle of  The Church of  Jesus Christ 
of  Latter Day Saints.



It is now November of  2020. I don’t 
know if  Moonyeen and I will have any more 
chapters in our book of  life. We hope we will, 
but maybe someone else will have to write 
them. Suffice it to say, we both have deep and 
abiding testimonies of  our Lord and Savior, 
Jesus Christ. We know that only through 
him, after we do all we can do, can we gain 
Salvation and Eternal Life. We have both 
held Temple Recommends, continuously, for 
over sixty years. We have held many callings 

to provide service to our God and to our 
fellow men. We have tried to be generous 
with our time and our resources. We love our 
family and families, including those come and 
gone, those here now and those yet to come. 
Today we have six children, thirteen living 
grandchildren, with two more deceased and 
three (soon to be four) great-grandchildren. In 
June 2021 we will have been married 63 years. 
We believe that is a record for both sides of  
our greater family.

Moonyeen and Richard today.
2020
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Right: Debbie and family, 2019.

Bottom Left: Great time with my college 
grandsons at the USU vs. BYU game. 

USU 40 BYU 24. 
September 29, 2017

Bottom Right: Trevor and 
Elder Holland, 2017.



Top: My granddaughters, Lauren and Hannah Ashby, 
with Mia Motley, the Prime Minister of  Barbados. 

December 2020 at the horse races in Barbados.

Left: Lauren Ashby

Right: Lauren and Hannah at Castilleja in 2014.
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Right: Mike and Mindy, 2019. 

Below: Great-granddaughter Jane 
Justesen, 2021.

Above: Sue, Richard, Mike, Tina, and 
Moonyeen at Trevor’s Wedding, 2019.

Left: Trevor, High School Football, 2014.



Top: Richard’s Angels

Bottom Left: Scotty, Mike’s daughter, 
our figure skater.

Bottom Right: Titan, 2019.
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Opposite

Top Left: Mike and Mindy and 
Family about 2012

Top Right: Mike, Mindy, and 
London, 2016.

Bottom: The Eickmans—Jack, Sue, 
Bradley, Ashley and Nick, about 

2018.

Right: Richard, Shellie, Sue and 
Tina about 1990.

Below: Great-grandson Asher 
Wheatley, on Battleship Missouri. 

2021.
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Top Left: Shellie, Peter, Lauren, 
and Hannah.

Top Right: First married 
granddaughter, Alexa Justesen 

Wheatly.

Bottom: Trevor and Kayla, 
September 13, 2019. “I now 
pronounce you man and wife!”



Top: Debbie’s Wedding, 1960.

Left: Hannah Ashby and her date.

Bottom: Scotty
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Top: First great-grandees, 2018.

Right: Nick, Ashley, Hannah, 
Lauren and Jack.

Bottom: Titan, chip off the old 
block.
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Church Activities and Callings

My parents, both sets of  grandparents and three of  four sets of  my great-grandparents 
were members of  the Church of  Jesus Christ of  Latter Day Saints. My blessing and naming 
ordinance was performed by my grandfather, Heber A. Anderson. I was baptized in 1945 by 
my father, Norman H. Anderson. My father also confirmed me and ordained me to the first 
four priesthood offices. Moonyeen’s story is much the same, being blessed by her grandfather, 
Alfred Hansen. All of  her great-grandparents were Church members.

Priesthood Offices Held
Deacon   Elder
Teacher   Seventy
Priest   High Priest

Callings
Stake High Council Member
President of  Stake Seventies Quorum (one of  seven)
Stake Mission Presidency
Ward Clerk
Ward Financial Clerk
Seminary Teacher
Ward Mission Leader
Ward Executive Secretary
Aaronic Priesthood General Secretary
Elders Quorum Presidency
High Priest Quorum Presidency
Stake Missionary
Ward Missionary
Deacons Quorum President
Teachers Quorum President
Priests Quorum First Assistant (to Bishop)
Ward Teacher
Home Teacher
Family Minister
Priesthood Quorum Teacher
Boy Scout Troop Committee Chairman
Stanford Area and Pacific Skyline Council Boy Scouts of  America Executive Board. Not a 
 Church Calling but close.
Sunday School Teacher (youth and adult)
Gospel Doctrine Teacher (several times)
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As I write this I am 83 years and 4 months old. I am currently one of  the assigned Gospel 
Doctrine Teachers in the Wellsville 11th Ward. This past Sunday (November 15, 2020) I taught 
the adult Sunday School class using Zoom technology.

Moonyeen and I have held temple recommends continuously for over sixty years. We have 
been full tithe payers as we understand the law of  tithing. We have contributed a generous fast 
offering and for many years we have tried to contribute to the cost of  keeping a missionary in 
the field. We have tried to attend the temple regularly though that is not now possible due to 
the global pandemic.

 
Moonyeen’s Callings

Ward Dance Director
Young Women’s President
Primary Teacher
Primary Presidency
Sunday School Teacher
Gospel Doctrine Teacher
Ward Emergency Preparedness Specialist
Cub Scout Leader (Den Mother)
Primary, Young Women and Sunday School Class Officer
Relief  Society Visiting Teacher
 
Moonyeen has always been an ardent reader of  scripture and temple attender. In California 

she attended the temple in Oakland as often as possible with her good friend, Marge Catale. 
Even now when temples are closed she spends much of  her time reading the scriptures.
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Political Views

My political views took form over many years. According to my parents, my first political 
observations and expressions started in 1940 when Wendell Lewis Wilkie ran as the Republican 
candidate against the incumbent, Franklin D. Roosevelt. My favorite expression was, “We want 
Wilkie!” I am not quite sure today if  I would be a Wilkie supporter. But at the age of  three, I 
was your typical, idealistic youth, just like we see today. 

My first serious look came in 1948. My father was my sixth grade teacher and he took the 
teaching of  history and civics very seriously. I got a much better grasp of  government then than 
from my high school history or college political science classes. Dad had everyone in the class 
take part by choosing their preferred candidate and then becoming an advocate for their chosen 
candidate. In 1948, Harry S. Truman, a Democrat, was the incumbent. He became president 
on the death of  Roosevelt in April 1945. The challenger was Thomas E. Dewey, a Republican 
and Governor of  New York. There were also two minor candidates, Strom Thurmond, a 
Dixiecrat and Henry Wallace, a Progressive. Thurmond was a hard core segregationist of  
the type that typified Southern Democrats at that time. Wallace, the Progressive, was highly 
supportive of  the Soviet Union and might be considered the Bernie Sanders of  his day. Like 
Sanders, he was a ‘Closet Communist.’

I visited the local campaign headquarters of  both the Democrats and the Republicans and 
obtained copies of  their platforms and campaign literature. Frankly, I thought the Democrats 
were a mess. They reeked of  the one-party, KKK-enforced, Jim Crow, segregated South on 
one hand, and the pro-Communist, pro-union, tax-payers-be-damned Liberals on the other. I 
couldn’t support a party that messed up, and I still can’t. I see the Democratic Party as being 
in opposition to almost everything I believe in as pertaining to religion, philosophy, culture, 
human dignity and values.

A Constitutional Republic with Division of Powers 
‘Power corrupts. Absolute power corrupts absolutely!’ The wisdom of  the Constitution 

is the division of  power. That division is intended to avoid corruption and avoid putting 
the government in control of  the people. The United States Constitution puts the people in 
control of  the government. First, the powers are divided between the states and the federal 
government. Then, power in the federal government is divided between the Legislative branch, 
the Executive branch and the Judicial branch. The Democrats have consistently worked to 
remove these safeguards and concentrate power and control. See attempts to pack the Supreme 
Court by Roosevelt and the push to create Democrat States as they did before the Civil War. 
And especially serious would be throwing out the Electoral College.

Blessed with a Divinely Inspired Constitution 
I hold the United States Constitution in reverence on par with the Holy Scriptures. We 

know by modern revelation that the Constitution was established by Jesus Christ for the benefit 
of  all mankind (D&C 101:77). I favor interpreting the Constitution as it was written, under 
inspiration by the Lord, and not as what some judge wishes it said. Democrats have vehemently 
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opposed interpreting the Constitution as written. They want Democrat sympathetic judges that 
will legislate their agenda from the Bench.

 
God-Given Rights

From the Declaration of  Independence: “...All men are created equal, that they are 
endowed by their Creator with certain unalienable rights among these are Life, Liberty, and the 
pursuit of  Happiness.” I believe that the natural rights of  man come from God. I also believe 
that the rights of  government come from the citizens and not the other way around. The Covid 
19 Pandemic has shown the Democrats desire to have it government-first as the dispenser and 
controller of  all rights.

Socialism, the End of Liberty, Lucifer’s (Satan’s) Plan! 
We know from the Book of  Revelation that there was a great Council in Pre-mortal times 

where plans for peopling the earth were presented and compared. One plan was presented by 
Christ. His plan provided for mankind to be endowed with agency which allowed for growth 
and improvement but also the risk of  not doing well. The second was presented by Lucifer, the 
devil, and proposed equal treatment for all with no agency, no growth, no improvement, no 
winners, no losers and no glory. The glory would all go to Lucifer, the ultimate monarch. For 
many centuries the rights of  man were infringed by monarchs and despots. In the late eighteenth 
and early nineteenth century, one monarchy after another fell in revolutions. Unfortunately 
about that same time various forms of  socialism tried to fill the vacuum left by toppled despots. 
The parallels are profound.

Birds of  a feather and their failed and cruel socialist systems!
 

Socialist Regime
Lucifer’s Plan
Soviet Union
Nazi Germany
Fascist Italy
Red China
Cuba
North Korea
Venezuela
Democratic Socialism

Dictator
Lucifer
Stalin et. al.
Hitler
Mussolini
Mao
Castro
Kim Family
Chavez/Madura
Bernie Sanders?

In my view, the power behind the throne (Dictator) in all of  these Socialist Regimes, is 
Lucifer, or Satan, that old devil, himself.

 
Taxes

‘The Power to Tax is the Power to Destroy!’ High taxes are a form of  slavery. The Democrats 
are the party of  Taxing, Spending and Debt. Very destructive, especially to the elderly and less 
well off.
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Racism
Which party is the party of  slavery, the Ku Klux Klan, Jim Crow, Dred Scott, Japanese 

Internment? And, don’t forget, Blacks that don’t vote for me (Joe Biden) aren’t really Black? 
The Democrats seem to see everything through the prism of  race. Meanwhile, almost entirely 
white, Utah just elected a Black man with entirely Republican votes. The Democrats opposed 
him 100%. Who are the real racists?

 
Gender

There are only two genders, male and female. That is how God created us and that is what 
God has declared. Who are we to contradict God? Anything else is the creation of  men and is 
false and divisive.

 
Abortion

Every human being is a child of  God. Every child is precious to God. It is not Which Lives 
Matter? Each life is precious. Democrats favor abortion by an overwhelming majority. They 
talk about a fetus rather than a baby. What’s the difference between a fetus and a baby? About 
a minute! The baby in the womb is no more a part of  the woman’s body than a baby in her 
arms. Roe vs Wade was a tragically wrong decision on par with Dred Scott. Both depreciated 
a human soul and child of  God to the category of  property to be used or cast aside by the 
‘owner’.

 
Climate Change

The man-caused climate change thing shows how dumb people can be! Will someone 
explain how a one part increase in 10,000 parts of  atmospheric CO2 can cause a one part 
increase in 288 degrees of  temperature? It is all about trying to control the world. I am very 
much in favor of  carefully reducing pollution but not at the expense of  destroying our liberties 
and quality of  life on the basis of  a hoax. The California fires of  the last two years put more 
pollution in the air than all the fossil fuel burning, world-wide, over the entire two year time 
period. The fires were the result of  the misguided environmental policies of  California’s foolish 
political leaders.

 
Redistribution of Wealth

The best way to distribute wealth is through voluntary and free exchange. I have a good 
or service that I want to sell, trade or donate. You have a need for that which I wish to sell, 
trade or donate. If  we get together and voluntarily agree to the terms of  exchange, we both go 
away happier than before. This is the definition of  win-win. Government-mandated terms of  
exchange are never satisfying for anyone but the government operatives. Government-mandated 
terms of  exchange always lead to less exchange and severe maldistribution. Socialism, like 
monarchism, is the epitome of  governmental mandates.

 
I am proud to say that I have never, knowingly, voted for a Democrat. In actuality, I can 

find no principle or policy of  that party that I agree with, and, unless they change on these and 
other very important issues, I never will vote that ticket. It is the policies and principles, not the 
personality and demeanor, that count with me.
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I was born June 27, 1908. I was born on 
a Saturday. A man told my dad that because I 
was born on a Saturday, I would have to work 
hard all my life. I did work hard for many years. 
One year during the World War II I taught 
school and worked at the Army Supply Depot 
Saturdays and Sundays and seven days a week 
in the summer when there was no school.

When I was working at the Army Supply 
Depot on Second Street in Ogden, I worked 
very often four hours overtime. I would ride 
home on the Utah Idaho Central Electric 
Railroad. This railroad ran from Ogden, 
Utah to Preston, Idaho. The train ran through 
Brigham City on Fifth West.

I worked hard for many years. Now that I 
am eighty-three years old and have arthritis, I 
do very little. My wife Esther, bless her, does 
nearly everything that is done.

I was born in Redmond, Utah, a small 
town in Sevier County. We lived in an adobe 
brick house. We were poor. I have always been 
surprised that my mother would leave a nice 
city like Bergen, Norway to live in a desolate 
region like Redmond.

I remember nothing about my first three 
years of  life. My parents told me that I refused 
to drink milk when I was a baby. They were 
worrying that I might not survive.

In 1911, my family moved to Brigham 
City. I remember just an incident. My brother, 
Clifford, was two years old. We were sitting on 
the floor of  the buggy and my mother pointed 
and said, “That is the direction we are going 
in.” I don’t remember arriving in Brigham 
City. At first we lived on the east side of  
Brigham City in the First Ward. I don’t know 
how long we lived there. We later moved to 
Fourth West and First South. We rented part 
of  Laura Olsen’s house. She was a widow with 
two boys.

My folks brought the north half  of  Mrs. 
Olsen’s lot and built a house there. It was a 
square house with four rooms. There was no 
lawn. Instead there was a raspberry patch. 
There was not a bathroom. Over the years it 
was remodeled several times. That house is 
where I spent my boyhood years. I have many 
fond memories of  this place.

My brother, Allan, was born in this house 
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June 25, 1912. Now I cannot be sure about 
this. Maybe Allan was born in Laura Olsen’s 
house; I don’t know. The house was built 
either in the summer of  1912 or the summer 
of  1913. I remember the men were laying the 
floor of  the front porch. When the house was 
finished it was painted green.

I remember getting up one morning and 
my folks told me I had a baby sister. This 
sister, Florence was born October 20, 1913. 
Florence grew up to be a very beautiful girl. 
In 1930 she was chosen as Miss Utah. A year 
or so later she was chosen as “The Queen of  
the Rockies.”

In 1914 I started school. I went to the 
Central School. My first grade teacher was 
named Miss Thorpe. She was called “little 
Miss Thorpe.”

I still remember how nice I thought the 
school grounds were. There was a number of  
trees on the grounds.

In the second grade I attended the Lincoln 
School. Forest Street was the dividing line 
between the Central and the Lincoln School. 
All who lived south of  Forest Street were 
supposed to go to the Central School. Those 
who lived north of  Forest Street were supposed 
to go to the Lincoln School. However, the 
Central School was crowded and the Lincoln 
School was not crowded so they sent those 
of  us who lived north of  First South to the 
Lincoln School.

My second grade teacher was named Miss 
Hansen. Miss Hansen was very strict. In those 
days the students would line up on the sidewalk 
when the bell would ring. One day a boy in 
our class was acting up. Miss Hansen said that 
boy and all who were back of  him would stay 
after school and march in the awkward squad. 
I was back of  the boy who was acting up. 

When we lined up to go into the building 
a teacher would play the piano and a student 
would beat a triangle and we would march 
into the building.

I spent about half  my time in the Central 
School and about half  my time in the Lincoln 
School.

When I was in the fifth grade in the 
Lincoln School, my teacher, Miss Zundell, 
said I was too poor a writer to go to the sixth 
grade. I was held back. When school had been 
going a week or two in my second year in the 
fifth grade the principal came into the room 
and said some of  us could go to the Central 
School. We left the Lincoln School during the 
noon hour. When we arrived at the Central 
School it was after one o’clock. We were 
met back of  the school by the principal, F. 
Joseph Law, a young man who was in his first 
or second year of  teaching. I spoke up and 
said, “I don’t want to be in that red headed 
teacher’s room.” Mr. Law answered me and 
said, “That is just where you are going.” That 
is where I went. The red headed teacher was 
in her first or second year of  teaching, also. 
That year was one of  the most enjoyable years 
in all my school days. I loved that red headed 
teacher.

About Thanksgiving Day time, Mr. Law 
and Miss Jeppsen asked me if  I wanted to go 
into the sixth grade. I was afraid to change. 
I liked the children in Miss Jeppsen’s class. I 
liked the teacher so much that I decided to 
stay in the fifth grade. This was perhaps a 
mistake as I lost a year.

During the year we put on a play dealing 
with the Pilgrims and the Indians. It was a 
Thanksgiving play. I was Deacon ****. Roma 
Hansen was my wife. It was the only play I 
was ever in while I was going to school.

I was in Mr. Law’s room in the sixth grade. 
I enjoyed that year very much.

I enjoyed playing soccer in school.
I did well in some subjects such as reading, 

history, and arithmetic. Art and music were not 
my favorite subjects. I remember in art we had 
crayons and we would make booklets. I would 



start to make a cover with a border. I would 
set out to make the border a quarter inch 
wide. I could not stay within the boundaries 
so I would change to a half  inch border then 
a three quarter inch boundary. I would end 
up with an inch border and it was not within 
the boundary. I enjoyed hearing the other kids 
sing but I did not join in.

As I was growing up I enjoyed Christmas 
more than anything. My parents were poor 
but they outdid themselves for us at Christmas. 
I remember we kids would get up during the 
night to see if  Santa Claus had been there. 
When we saw the presents we would say, “Yes, 
he has been here.”

When I would go outside on Christmas 
Eve it seemed there was magic in the air.

My parents sent us to church every Sunday 
and we always attended Sunday School, 
Primary and Religion Class. When I went to 
the Lincoln School, I had to hurry from the 
school to the meeting house so as not to be late 
for Religion Class on Wednesday afternoons.

When we were in Miss Jeppsen’s class 
in school, she was also our Sunday School 
teacher. My mother worried about how Miss 
Jeppsen felt about Clifford and I wearing the 
same clothes to Sunday School that we wore 
to regular school.

Clifford and I were baptized March 30, 
1918 by J.A. Fishburn. We were baptized in 
a building on First West between Forest Street 
and First West. It was known as the Tithing 
Office.

I was ordained a deacon November 8, 1920 
by N.J. Valentine. When Axel Christensen, an 
old Danish man, would offer the invocation 
or benediction we would stuff our caps in our 
mouths to keep from giggling because he had a 
very strong Danish accent. We deacons would 
be sitting on the front bench so we could pass 
the sacrament.

We kids enjoyed playing cowboy. We 
bought pistols that would click when we pulled 
the trigger. A pistol cost twenty cents. We went 
to the picture show nearly every Saturday 
afternoon. We enjoyed the cowboy shows. I 
played I was Douglas Fairbanks, although he 
was not really a cowboy. Clifford was Tom 
Mix, another boy was William S. Hart, and 
so on.

Also on Saturday, they had what we called 
continued shows. The installments lasted 
thirty minutes and went on for about fifteen 
weeks. We would stay in the theater and see 
the show twice. Those shows were silent but 
we enjoyed them very much.

During the late winter and spring of  
1921 when I was visiting Harold Christensen, 
a boy about my same age, I started reading 
the sports page of  the Deseret News. I soon 
became a rabid baseball fan. I read about 
the Salt Lake City Bees who played in the 
Pacific Coast League. I persuaded my parents 
to subscribe for the Deseret News so I could 
follow the baseball games in the Pacific Coast 
League and also in the American League and 
the National League.

For a few years after that, I bought a 
Spaulding baseball guide and rule book. I 
also bought a Spaulding record book. I spent 
hours studying these baseball books. I figured 
out that there had never been a player I did 
not know something about. My favorite player 
was Tris Speaker, the center fielder for the 
Cleveland Indians. I considered Ty Cobb, who 
played in the outfield for the Detroit Tigers, 
the greatest player who ever lived.

We kids played baseball in the street. There 
was no asphalt in the street. We would start 
playing about 9:00 or 10:00 in the morning 
and play until dark. My Dad used to say that 
I became unhappy if  a kid after playing for 
several hours in the July or August sun wanted 
to stop to get a drink of  water.

When I became interested in anything 
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I go to the extreme. I don’t become mildly 
interested in things.

We used to go down to the baseball 
park and see the Brigham Peaches play ball. 
Brigham City had professional baseball 
players in those days. I used to, along with the 
other kids, go to the outfield to try to catch 
the fly balls when the ball players took batting 
practice. My brother, Allan, was sitting in the 
grand stand when a man pointed to me and 
said, “That kid can catch them.”

When I took gym as a freshman in high 
school at the end of  the gym period Coach 
Ferguson would tell us to go out and run 
around the quarter mile track once. I soon 
found to my surprise that I could pass most of  
the boys in the class.

I was in a carpentry class where I was a 
complete failure. As my family knows, I have 
no skill in making or repairing things. Three 
boys came into the carpentry class and asked 
the teacher if  I could be excused from the class. 
The class track meet was going on and these 
three boys needed a fourth boy to run on the 
freshman relay team. Mr. Pratt, the teacher, 
was glad to let me go. He often referred to me 
as the “Village Wit.”

We went out to where the track meet was 
going on. It was raining and it was cold and 
they were about to stop the track meet and 
go in the building. Then they called for the 
quarter mile race which is 440 yards. I told 
the other boys I was going to enter the race 
because I was cold. There were five of  us in 
the race. I was the only freshman in the group. 
I was lucky enough to finish in second place.

In my sophomore year, Coach Ferguson 
asked me to try out for the school track team. 
My first race for the high school was the City 
Creek run in Salt Lake City. The distance was 
about two and one half  miles. There were 
about sixty five kids from Utah and southern 
Idaho entered in the race. I had never run 
that far before. I started too fast and at the 

halfway mark I was in second place. During 
the second half  I was so tired I had to walk 
some of  the way. I did not finish in the top 
twenty. I was not a real good runner. I got in 
the state track meet in my junior year in high 
school. I finished about twelfth in the state 
meet. My senior year I did not run because 
Doctor Pearse told me my heart could not 
take it.

When I was in high school, Leon and Leah 
were born. They were born on Friday the 
thirteenth of  July, 1923. Leah died October 
the thirteenth 1924. Leon died December 
seventh 1924. We all felt very bad about Leah 
and Leon dying. My mother would talk about 
the twins to everybody who came to the house. 
This went on for years. Now she is with them 
again.

I did not spend all my time playing as 
a child. I remember my mother used to tell 
people, “My boys will be glad to pick your 
cherries.”

The first job I remember was picking 
cherries in 1916 or 1917. It seemed that no 
matter how careful I was, I pulled the leaves 
off when I picked the cherries. When the 
lady came out of  the house and told me to 
be careful I climbed down out of  the tree and 
went home after she had gone back into the 
house.

I thinned beets for Oliver Ingram in 1918. 
In 1919 my brother, Clifford, and I thinned 
beets for Orvil Jensen. We made $3.55.

In 1920 we made our first real money. We 
worked for Judge Call, David (Whitey) Call’s 
dad. We were paid $10.00 an acre for thinning 
the beets. We received 50 cents a row. The 
most I ever thinned was seven rows, which was 
$3.50. I earned $50.50 total.

As I was growing up most of  my work was 
done for farmers, thinning and topping beets, 
picking cherries, peaches, tomatoes and beans.

That kind of  work was hard for me as I 



was always so slow. I have often said I was 
born with two left hands. I have no mechanical 
ability at all.

In 1928 I went to work on the section for 
Carl Nelson on the Union Pacific Railroad. 
I worked for Robert Lamont on the section 
during the summer of  1929 and 1930.

I liked that kind of  work much better than 
working for farmers.

Shortly after being graduated from high 
school I received a letter from someone. In the 
letter was $20.00 in green backs. The letter said 
I would receive an equal amount each month 
if  I would attend college. This was given to 
me because I had been injured in high school 
athletics. I stated earlier in this report that I 
quit running for Box Elder because Doctor 
Pearse said my heart could not take it.

I attended Weber Junior College that year 
and the money came every month.

Weber College is in Ogden and it made it 
possible for me to attend college while living at 
home. I rode in a bus to school. The bus was 
$.50 a day making it $90.00 for the year. My 
tuition, books, etc., cost $90.00 for the year. 
Just imagine one year of  college for $180.00, 
including transportation.

It took me three years to complete two 
years of  college. I received my graduation 
diploma in May 1930.

During the winter of  1929-1930 I became 
acquainted with Esther Watkins. I had been in 
a class in high school with her but I could not 
remember that I had ever seen her before. I 
could remember some of  the other kids in the 
class. I must have been blind.

Esther’s folks lived on West Forest Street 
in Brigham City. There was a pond right near 
the house. In the winter, the ice was cut and 
stored in the ice house. People did not have 
electric refrigerators in those days.

My folks had a refrigerator that was kept 

cold by putting a block of  ice in it, after fifty 
pounds was put in the refrigerator at the time.

I would take a coaster wagon and go 
down to Watkins to get a block of  ice. I would 
always hope that Esther would come outside. 
She usually did come out of  the house. When 
I finally did get home with the ice about half  
the ice would be melted because it would be 
midnight or later. I still remember the first kiss 
I received. We were down by the old poultry 
plant on Eighth West and Forest Street.

I think of  that often, I enjoyed that 
summer very much. Many of  our dates were 
when I would walk Esther to church and then 
home again. We did attend the pageant in 
the Tabernacle at Temple Square when the 
church was a hundred years old.

During the summer of  1930, Bishop J. 
Carlos Sedenholm asked me to go on a mission 
for the church. My farewell was held the 26th 
of  October 1930. Esther was in the hospital 
recovering from an appendix operation. I 
went to the mission home the next day.

I left Ogden on Union Pacific Railroad 
train, November 6, 1930. There was a big 
group of  missionaries on the train. We spent 
one day seeing Niagara Falls. I was homesick 
and I was wishing Esther was there. 

I arrived in France, November 20, 1930. 
We crossed the ocean in a ship named the 
George Washington. It took eight days to 
cross the ocean.

I spent a couple of  days in the mission home 
and attended church in Paris on Sunday. I met 
my first companion at the meeting. He was 
Edward B. Kimball. His father was Edward B. 
Kimball who had been Tabernacle organist. 
At that time he was President of  the German 
Mission. My companion was the announcer 
on the radio for the first Tabernacle Choir 
broadcast.

I went with Elder Kimball to the city of  
Limoges, France. While we were in Limoges, 
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a millionaire who was vacationing in Cannes, 
France sent Elder Kimball a letter asking him 
and his companion to come to Cannes and 
administer to his sick wife. We went and for 
once in my life I lived the life of  a millionaire. 
The man paid for everything. We stayed in a 
big hotel. Our breakfast was brought to our 
room.

I was six months in Switzerland and 
two years in France. I did not feel that I 
accomplished much on my mission. Converts 
were few and far between in the French Mission. 
I had no baptisms. I had no companions that 
had any baptisms that I knew of. I saw two 
women baptized. They had been investigating 
the church for years.

After I was released from my mission 
in May 1933, I did some traveling. I went 
through Germany, visiting Berlin and other 
cities. I went from Germany to Denmark. I 
had a meal in Copenhagen. I was in Malmo, 
Sweden. That was one of  the prettiest little 
cities I have ever seen.

In Norway, I spent a few hours in Bergen. 
Bergen is where my mother lived when she 
was in Norway.

In Trondheim, I visited a couple of  days 
with Earl Hansen who was serving a mission 
in Norway.

After leaving Trondheim, I went to 
Volda in Norway. I spent a few days with my 
grandfather, my uncle Olaf  and his family, 
and Mother’s two half  sisters were living with 
my grandfather. We still correspond with my 
cousin Kjellaug. I enjoyed my visit very much 
to Volda. None of  my Norwegian relatives 
ever joined the church. They all treated me 
very well. The night before I left, one of  my 
mother’s half-sisters pressed my clothes for 
me.

In the past few years, cousins Kjellaug 
and Per have been to our home in Brigham 
City. Uncle Olaf ’s son-in-law Ottar 

Vegsund spent several days with us. Seiv, 
Kjellaug’s granddaughter, was here once for 
Thanksgiving dinner. We marveled at how 
well they all speak English.

When I arrived home in June 1933, the 
Great Depression was on in full force. The 
first job I got when I came home was a job 
thinning beets.

Alf  Olsen needed apricot pickers so I 
went to see him. He asked me if  I had any 
experience picking apricots. I told him I had 
no experience picking apricots. He then said I 
could go over in the cherry orchard and pick 
cherries.

I had very little work for a few months. In 
March of  1934, I obtained a job on a railroad 
extra gang for the Union Pacific Railroad. 
Our job was to take out the old ties and put 
in new ones.

The boss was Roy Young. He was a great-
grandson of  Brigham Young. He referred to 
him as Old Brigham. He was twenty-nine 
years old and weighed about two hundred 
pounds. The gang consisted of  twenty men. 
The first man hired was number one and the 
second man number two, and so on. The job 
lasted about four months and although jobs 
were hard to find, the last man hired was fifty-
something. Four men of  the first twenty hired 
lasted the four months. Roy Young hired and 
fired. For some reason he was good to me. 
He referred to me as the bishop. If  he had 
not been good to me, I would not have lasted, 
as slow as I was. I worked on the gang three 
or four springs. Roy Young was not the boss 
much after the second year started. A Davey 
Daniels replaced him and he was a mild man.

In the fall of  1934, Bishop J. Carlos 
Sedenholm gave me the job of  meeting house 
janitor so I could get married. The job paid 
twenty dollars a month.

Esther and I were married December 21, 



1934 in the Logan Temple.
As I look back on it, I wonder how I dared 

to get married. The only job I had was the 
meeting house janitor job. I had no skills and 
very little ability. I wonder how Esther figured 
I could support her. She took a big risk when 
we were married. We had forty dollars when 
we married.

A friend said to me, “I guess you have as 
much right to starve a wife as anybody.”

When spring came, I went back on the 
extra gang. When the gang disbanded, Esther, 
who was working at the Perry Cannery, got me 
a job there. We worked long days, sometimes 
eighteen or nineteen hours a day. Some nights 
I went to bed at 4:00 a.m. and got up at 5:00 
a.m. We also had the meeting house to take 
care of. My Dad helped us at times.

Although we married with nothing we 
have always had a place to live and something 
to eat. The Lord blessed us and we have always 
been able to pay our bills.

We were getting nowhere when my 
brothers, Clifford and Allan, suggested that 
I go to school again and finish my college 
education. As you know I had attended two 
years at Weber Junior College. They both 
helped me with some money. Allan gave 
me four hundred dollars, which was a lot of  
money in those Depression days.

I enrolled at Utah State Agricultural 
College, in Logan, January 1937. We lived in 
the furnace room in the basement of  a nice 
home near the college.

While I was in France, my sister, Jeanine, 
was born. She was born September 3, 1931.  
She spent a week or two with us in Logan. I 
was graduated in the spring of  1937. Esther 
was pregnant and she would be a mother on 
Mother’s Day. Mother’s Day is the second 
Sunday in May. Richard was born July 23, 
1937. 

He seemed like he did not want to come 
into the world. The ordeal in the Pearse 
Hospital took hours. I stood by Esther and I 
thought I was patting her arms but she said 
I was nervous and did not realize how hard 
I was hitting her. Dr. Pearse’s wife said the 
doctor will save both your wife and the baby. 
I was frightened, I had no idea it was that 
serious. Finally, Dr. Pearse said he was going 
after the baby, by using instruments. Richard 
was born at 11:48 p.m.

Richard has been a joy for us. As a boy he 
did a good job keeping out of  trouble.  He has 
always been a hard worker. When Richard 
was six we could send him up town to buy 
groceries. Mrs. Thomas, co-owner of  Skaggs 
grocery store, was astounded at how Richard 
brought string beans to the store, and then 
would buy groceries and take them home in 
a coaster wagon. He worked hard in Lamar 
Valentine’s peach orchard. He started passing 
the Salt Lake Tribune when he was eleven 
years old. Richard did very well in school. I 
had him as a student when he was in the sixth 
grade. He did very well in college and he has 
done well working for Hewlett Packard where 
he is now one of  their Vice-Presidents.

Ruth was born June 8, 1941. Kent was 
born May 21, 1943. When Ruth was born, we 
were happy to have a girl. Richard would tell 
people that he had a sister baby. We have tried 
to be good parents to our children. We loved 
them and did the best we could for them.

Like Richard, Ruth and Kent have been 
hard workers. Kent was a projectionist for the 
Roxy Theater. Ruth also worked at the Roxy 
Theater. Both Ruth and Kent had several jobs 
as they were growing up. Kent took over the 
passing of  the Tribune when Richard quit the 
job. 

I was never in the military service and 
neither was Richard. Kent spent a year in 
Vietnam where the fight was going on. Kent 
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also served a mission in the Spanish American 
Mission. He has mastered the Spanish 
language very well. He now teaches Spanish 
in a Los Angeles school. He is now a counselor 
in the bishopric. 

Ruth is a hairdresser and she worked 
for several years at Job Corps, which was a 
difficult job.

When I was ready to hunt for a teaching 
position, I had attended the following 
institutions:

Weber College Associate of  Science
Utah State Agricultural College Bachelor 
 of  Science
Utah State Agricultural College Master of  
 Science

Schools where I taught, Grades taught:
Park Valley School Eighth, Ninth and 

 Tenth
Lincoln School Fifth, Sixth Grade
Central School Sixth Grade
Box Elder Junior High School English and 
 Foreign Languages

I was unable to find a job when I had been 
graduated by Utah State Agricultural College 
in 1938. I attended the University of  Idaho in 
Moscow, Idaho. Richard was not quite a year 
old then.

In the fall of  1939, I obtained my first 
teaching job. I was principal in the school and 
I taught the eighth, ninth and tenth grades in 
one room. That was a rough year. I was glad 
when it was over. My second year of  teaching 
was in Elwood and that was better.

My third year, I taught in the Lincoln 
School. I taught a total of  twenty-nine years at 
the Lincoln School. I enjoyed teaching there. 
The last four or five were the hardest.

The Central School burned down in 
1958. The fifth and sixth grades were sent to 
the Box Elder High School building which 
at that time was on Fourth East. Although 
the students were from Central and Lincoln 
schools it was called the Central School. I 
taught for two years in the Central School. 
I enjoyed teaching there. Richard was one 
of  my students. I taught one year in the Box 
Elder Junior High School.

I retired from teaching in 1963. 

I have served in many Church capacities. 
I taught Sunday School classes several 
times. I enjoyed the Gospel Doctrine class 
the most. I taught that class for four years. 
I enjoyed a class of  about six boys who were 
about seventeen or eighteen years old. These 
boys were good students and well behaved.

Earl Hansen was president of  the Mutual 
and he asked me to be his activity counselor. 
I accepted and I had a long miserable year. I 
was no more fit for that position than I would Beloved Daughter and Sister, Ruth Anderson



have been if  they asked me to be conductor 
of  the ward choir. I served as a President for 
the Seventies Quorum. I was senior president 
most of  the time. I was Stake Missionary for 
a while. I served as a High Counselor for a 
few years. After I was released from the High 
Council, I served as the High Priest Group 
Leader in our ward, the Fifth Ward.

When I was asked by President O. Dee 
Lund to be on the High Council, I told him we 
never went to the temple. He said that could 
be changed. He assigned our former bishop, 
Claudius Olsen, who was then a member of  
the High Council to get us going, and get us 
going he did.

Like anything I do, we, Esther and myself, 
went to the extreme. Many times we did seven 
endowments a day. We led the Council by 
a long ways. A couple of  times we did eight 
endowments in the day. In just a few years 
I did more than one thousand five hundred 
endowments. Esther did over one thousand 
four hundred.

The last few years, because of  physical 
reasons, I have been unable to go to the 
temple.

I have had my good days. I have had 
narrow escapes and I have been hurt in 
accidents while at work. I have had heart 
trouble, shingles, and I now have an itch I 
have had for three years. The itch is not as bad 
as it once was, but I still have to doctor it every 
night before I go to bed. The itch is always 
worse at night. I now need a walking stick to 
help me maintain my balance when I walk. 

Esther and I have arthritis. We have been 
blessed in many ways. We are both in our 
eighties. Our combined ages of  one hundred 
and sixty-five years make us the oldest couple 
in the Fifth Ward. I was lucky enough to get a 
wonderful wife. She does so much for me and 
I love her very much.

We attend church as much as is possible, 

although we miss some Sundays now. We 
have always paid a full tithing since we 
were children. We both have a testimony of  
Joseph Smith and the gospel. We pray night 
and morning. We appreciated and love our 
twelve grandchildren and our ten great-
grandchildren.

As long as I can read and figure, my 
retirement will not be boring. Books, 
newspaper, radio and television keep me from 
boredom. Esther is my most prized possession. 
I ask the Lord to bless Esther, my children, my 
grandchildren and great-grandchildren.

I have things happen that I will always 
remember. When I came home from my 
mission in 1933, I had a sister, I had never 
seen. She was born while I was on my mission. 
It took a little while for my sister, Jeanine, to 
get used to me but after she did we got along 
fine.

Now, when I see a dog on a television 
commercial, I look at the dog and pay no 
attention to the commercial. When I was a 
teenager, my brother, Clifford, brought a dog 
home one day. The dog’s name was Craig. We 
thought a lot of  Craig.

After I was married, we had several dogs. 
We had Pal, Trimpy and maybe one or two 
more. None of  them lived very long.

One day in about 1983 or 1984, Jeannine 
came over to our place followed by a little dog. 
The little dog was trembling and her paws 
were black. I think she had walked where 
there was tar.

We were standing on our driveway. Phyllis 
Worthington was there along with Jeannine, 
Esther and myself. We were discussing what 
was to happen to the dog. We think someone 
had put her out of  an automobile and then 
drove off and left her. Phyllis Worthington 
said, “I will take the dog for Jimmy.” Jimmy 
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was her son.
Phyllis took the dog. I said, “We don’t 

want the dog.” We had never had any luck 
with dogs.

Phyllis wanted to go to Arizona for a visit. 
She asked if  we would take care of  the dog. 
We agreed to take care of  the dog. Kent was 
here when the dog came here that first day. 
He suggested she be called Peanuts and that 
became her name.

While Phyllis was in Arizona, Esther and 
I became very fond of  Peanuts. She was at 
our place as much as she was at the home 
of  Phyllis. We bought dog food for her. We 
bought her license each year.

She was attacked twice by another dog. 
We shared the veterinary bills with Phyllis. 
For years I would take a walk in the morning. 
I would attach a leash to Peanuts and she 
would accompany me. When she would see 
me coming from town she would always come 
running to meet me. She knew our car and 
when we would come home in it she would 
stand in the middle of  the driveway. She knew 
we would not run over her.

When Phyllis would go to work at Thiokol 
early in the morning, she would fasten the 
leash to a table leg and I would go over a little 
later and get her and then she would stay with 
us until it was time to go to bed.

Many people thought Peanuts was our dog. 
One day Esther and I were going up to Earl 
Hanson’s place. I was backing out of  the garage, 
I could see Peanuts on the driveway. Esther had 
her move. A little while later we came home 
and when we went to drive in on the driveway, 
we could not see Peanuts. I told Esther she had 
better get out of  the car and see where Peanuts 

was. I then drove on in the garage.
When I got out of  the car, Esther was 

talking to Phyllis. Phyllis said Peanuts had just 
died. Peanuts died October 28, 1988.

I still miss the little dog very much. When 
I went walking alone I would think about 
Peanuts. I loved that little dog very much.

I know this is not a well organized life 
history but I want to mention a few things in 
closing.

My Mother and Dad had seven children. 
I was the first born, June 27, 1908; Clifford, 
June 15, 1909; Allan, June 25, 1912; Florence, 
October 20, 1913; Leon and Leah, July 13, 
1923; Jeannine, September 3, 1931. Jeannine, 
the youngest, and myself, the oldest, are the 
only ones still alive on the eighteenth of  April, 
1992.

My parents were like the parents of  Nephi 
in the Book of  Mormon. They were goodly 
parents. They did their best for their children. 
I am grateful for many things. I am grateful 
that I was born in the Church. I am grateful 
that I have lived most of  my life in Brigham 
City. There is no place on earth where I would 
rather live than in Brigham City.

I love my children, grandchildren, and 
great-grandchildren. Above all, I am thankful 
for my wife. She has been and is very good to 
me. I would be lost without her.

It is the desire of  Esther and me that we 
can all be together in the next life.

Special thanks to David and Callie Johnson 
(Grandson) who have given of  their time and talent to 
make the final copies of  this history.
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WELLSVILLE, UT - Long time Brigham 
City resident, Esther Watkins Anderson, age 
92, passed away peacefully at the Wellsville 
home of  her oldest son on Thursday, October 
25, 2001.

Esther was born April 9, 1909, in Brigham 
City, the daughter of  John Hyrum and Lucy 
Clara Yates Watkins. She was born in the 
home of  her grandfather, William Lampard 
Watkins, the same home where her father was 
born some forty years earlier. Shortly after 
Esther was born, her father was called to serve 
a mission to Great Britain.

Esther remembered that when her 
father returned from his mission he had a 
small moustache and that she refused to kiss 
him until he shaved it off. After her father 
returned from his mission, the family lived 
and operated a farm in Beaver Dam. Esther 
had many fond memories of  Beaver Dam, 
especially the memory of  being the only girl 
in her school class. The seven or eight boys in 
the class would push and shove each other for 
the privilege of  sitting next to Esther.

When Esther was a young woman, the 

Watkins family sold the farm and moved to 
Brigham City where they operated an ice 
business on West Forest Street opposite Rees 
Pioneer Park. Esther remembered her father 
cutting ice on the pond and hauling the large 
blocks by horse team to the storage barn. 
Esther also remembered a shy young man by 
the name of  Norman Anderson who came to 
buy ice for his parents. It seemed that Norman 
was always in trouble with his mother for 
staying so long that the ice was mostly melted 
by the time he got home.

On December 21, 1934, Esther was 
married in the Logan Temple to Norman 
Heber Anderson, the same shy young ice 
customer, but by then, a returned missionary, 
having served two and a half  years in France. 
Norman and Esther made their home in 
Brigham City where Norman taught school 
and Esther focused on nurturing their three 
children. Richard W. Anderson now of  
Wellsville, Ruth A. Rasmussen of  Roy, and 
Kent L. Anderson of  Upland, California. 
Esther and Norman loved their children, 
grandchildren and great-grandchildren and 

Life Sketch of
Esther Watkins Anderson
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were always great examples of  righteousness, 
industriousness, charity, frugality and 
patriotism.

Esther was always active in The Church of  
Jesus Christ of  Latter-day Saints. She enjoyed 
doing temple work and loved reading the 
Book of  Mormon. She had a special interest 
in blessing the lives of  the less fortunate and 
usually sponsored at least one poor child 
in an underdeveloped country. She was an 
avid gardener. The yard about her home on 
400 West was always neatly and tastefully 
garnished with many varieties of  beautiful 
flowers. She had a great sense of  humor that 
came through, even on the last day of  her 
mortal life. She was an exceptional canner 
and a wonderful cook. Her cheesecake and 

floating island cus tards were favorites of  four 
family generations.

Esther is preceded in death by her husband, 
five sisters, one brother, one granddaughter 
and two great-grandsons.

She is survived by a brother, Ray H. 
Watkins of  Brigham City, her three children 
named above, 12 grandchildren and 16 great-
grandchildren.

We will all miss her great example and 
wonderful sense of  humor but we know she 
is very happy to be with Norman and other 
loved ones again.

Funeral services were on Tuesday, October 
30, at the Brigham City Fifth Ward Chapel.

Interment in the Brigham City Cemetery.
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