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History of William Gordello Worthen
September 6, 1905, 
William Worthen and Mary 
Ann Cox, married less than 
a year, welcomed into their 
happy lives their first child, 
a son, and named him 
William Gordello after his 
father William.  He was 
born at home.

His mother, Mary Ann, 
says he was a really 
beautiful child.  By the time 
he was four months old, he 

was all she could carry.  
With the aid of a new baby buggy she trundled him around 
the small town of St. George, Utah, where they lived.  The 
name of Willy, was used for many years.

At six months the family moved to St. Thomas, Nevada, a 
town now covered by Lake Mead, a lake created by the 
Hoover Dam.  They returned to St. George for a short time 
and then moved to Johannsburg, California, where Willyʼs 
father hauled freight from the railroad to Bullfrog.  He 
made good money, which they saved, and upon returning 
to St. George they bought their own home located at 5th 
West and 4th North.  William added a cellar and granary to 
the home.  There on 11 February 1911, Willyʼs baby sister 
was born and named Clesta.

Willyʼs father, William, was a bricklayer and had been 
since he was very young, learning the skilled trade from 
his father, Joseph Smith Worthen.  He was a natural 
musician, but did not read music.  He played the 
harmonica, guitar, drums, organ, and piano, and sang 
beautifully.  He was known for his beautiful kept lot with so 
many things growing.
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early pioneers of this valley, they never forgot to be kind to 
those in need.  

! Richard Morris died December 12, 1901 in St. 
George, Utah.

! Emma Packer Morris died November 15, 1916  in St. 
George, Utah.

Willyʼs mother, Mary Ann, was an accomplished 
homemaker and seamstress when she married at the age 
of 19.  Her mother, Abigail McMullin, had passed away 
eight months before Mary Annʼs wedding day, and that left 
Mary Ann to be the homemaker for her five younger 
brothers and sisters.  Two of her sisters, Etta, and Abbie, 
came to live with her and William when they were married.
Willy, hereafter called Dad, was taught by hard working, 
loving parents to work, to enjoy it, and to be proud of his 
accomplishments.  

The family home, located three or four blocks west, and 
two blocks north of the Tabernacle, and within a couple of 
blocks of the black hill, was in the old part of St. George, 
called Sandtown.  The home had only two rooms and a 
hall, and all four of them shared this humble home for 
many years.  There was a wood stove in each room and 
kerosene lights to see by.  They slept in one room and ate 
and studied in the other.

The following are quotes from Dad:

“I remember the worst punishment I had was the day I had 
to wear a dress of Ettaʼs.  I used to stay late after school 
and play marbles.  I was the best marble player and that 
was our only form of recreation.  But, it sure made a mess 
of your pants, and when I got home Mom made me wear a 
dress the rest of the evening.  I was never late coming 
home from school again.”

“I got up early each morning (before the animals were 
turned out to water along the ditch bank) to claim drinking 
water, carrying it to a wood barrel outside of the house and 
then covered the outside edge with burlap and then wet 
the cloth to keep the water cool for drinking.”

“Every afternoon, I was to trim the wick on the kerosene 
lights, fill the lamps, feed the pig, feed the cow, milk the 



cow, scythe the lucerne under the grape vines, pick 
currants, grapes, almonds, cherries and peaches.  Boy! 
They were good peaches, plums and pears.  Cows were 
taken to water and brought back in.  We had straw 
mattresses made with flour sacks, and straw under the 
carpets.  The carpets were made of woven rags and were 
swept.  The straw under the carpet kept the floor warmer.  
Once a year, after threshing, the carpets were taken 
outside on the lawn or fence and beat with a stick or 
broom, while new straw was put down, then the carpet put 
back.  Also, the bed straw was changed.”

“When the work was finished, Dad, would take his old 
single barrel shotgun and go up to the watercress and 
come down over the Red Hill where the water tank is.  I 
went with him many times.  We brought home rabbit and 
quail.  It added variety to our meals.  It was a special time 
as his son to be alone with him.  He never went deer 
hunting.”

“There were no cars in St. George, all was done with 
horse, buggy, and wagon.  The streets were sandy with 
big wagon tracks in the sand.  At that time there was a 
temple buggy to pick the people up to go to the temple.  
They did one session in one day.”

“Once a year we walked from Sandtown to the cemetery, 
carry a rake and hoe to cut the salt grass ready for 
Decoration Day.  It took all day to walk, clean, and return 
home.  Lucerne grew under the grape vines, so I took the 
cow to feed and held her head down so she couldnʼt eat 
the grape vine runners, until I learned to tie rope from the 
horn to the front foot so she couldnʼt raise her head.”

“Granddad Worthen (Joseph Smith Worthen) lived about 
four blocks south of the high school, about 13 blocks from 
home.  All the family met there for Thanksgivings.  There 
were so many chores to be done that we didnʼt get to go 
there often.  No wonder my knees are worn out the way 

of the boys and girls of that time was to gather at the 
Morris home and be served with a piece of bread and 
honey.  

! From the time of his arrival in the Dixie Mission, 
Richard Morris, was a pioneer in work pertaining to the 
growth and development of the younger generation.  His 
first public service was as trustee of the Fourth Ward 
School Board at the time that school house building was 
erected.   In 1882-83, he served on the city council under 
Henry Eyring, Mayor.  

! He served the Church as Sunday School 
superintendant and later as Stake Sunday School 
Superintendant.  To fill this office the duties and work 
required a great amount of time and travel.  At that time 
the Stake extended from Springdale, at the entrance to 
Zion National Park down the Rio Virgin River to St. 
Thomas, and up along the Meadow Valley (Panaca area)  
to as far as White River settlement at Lund and all places 
between.  This travel was all done by team and buggy.

! He and his boys built a nice rock home in the 
Washington field.  It was this investment and their farm 
interests that impelled them and other farmers to look for 
some permanent way of diverting the waters of the Virgin 
River to their lands,  and made possible the building of the 
Washington Field Dam, spillway, and canal that now 
stands as a monument to their industry and foresight.  

! Richard and Emma were most generous.  They were 
mindful to those less fortunate than they.  Richard was 
often seen carrying a basket of goodies to those who were 
ill.  He was known on various occasions to take people to 
his store and fit them up with clothing, or to pack a box of 
food for them if they were in need.  Richard and Emma 
were not among the rich, but they were very comfortable, 
in their latter years and having known all the trials of the 



! Their father continued with his trade as shoemaker, 
and farmed, or rather he purchased a farm and his sons 
did most of the farming, and  later, he went into the 
mercantile business.  

! Emma, was a very quiet, aristocratic lady.  She was 
always a devoted soul to her church, an obedient, helpful 
wife, and a most unusual mother.  She was a very capable 
homemaker, being gifted in the arts of cooking and sewing 
and she taught her daughters these things and all of them 
were known for their ability in these lines.  She was 
president of the Relief Society for many years and did 
much to cheer the sick and weary hearted, and was loved 
by all who knew her.  She was always ready to prepare 
meals for any number of people, for she never knew how 
many Richard might invite for meals.  

! A family story about Grandma Morris,  is when she 
was in church at a Sacrament Meeting, and felt something 
in her blouse.   She grabbed onto whatever it was, and 
held it until the meeting was over, not making a move or a 
sound.  When she left the meeting, she found it was a 
small lizard caught in her blouse.  

! Alfalfa or lucerne hay was planted on the farm lands, 
and large crops were produced, much of which was 
hauled to Silver Reef Mining Camp for the feed of the 
many teams which hauled freight to the mining town, and 
ore from the mine to the mills.  A high price was received 
for this hay, at time up to $40 per ton.  For best feeding 
results for hay, the crop was allowed to grow until in full 
bloom.  When this occurred, which was often four times a 
year, the alfalfa bloom provided bees with nectar which 
produced great amounts of honey.  The honey gathering 
was taken over by Richard Morris and Sons, and they 
established a large apiary.  As the planting of the alfalfa 
crop increased in the fields, so was increased the 
gathering of honey, to such an extent, that between 300 
and 400 stands or hives were kept.  One of the pleasures 

we used to have to walk.  The whole Worthen family got 
together and it was a big deal.  The Worthen family was 
one of the biggest families in St. George.  We had lots to 
eat and lots of fun with all the cousins.”

“Our holiday traditions were simple.  For Christmas you 
just hung up a sock any place you could find.  We were 
brick masons and we didnʼt have a fireplace.  If you got an 
orange in the toe of your stocking that was really 
something because they were very hard to come by.  You 
really appreciated all you received.  My favorite holiday 
was the 4th of July because we would drink homemade 
rootbeer, sleep out, and run races. “

“The things I remember about our house as a child sound 
like the good old days.  Youʼve never been to one of the 
privys (outhouse).  Boy!  Did they stink!  You would get 
them just as far away from the house as possible and then 
you used the old catalogs to wipe with.  Dad would dig a 
hole four or five feet deep and set the privy over two long 
boards.  You had to do this to keep it from shifting and 
falling into the hole.  Man alive the flies!  They would get 
you coming and going.  Itʼs a wonder we didnʼt all die.  You 
had a pig pen, a privy, and a woodpile altogether in the 
back yard.  The pig pen to help cover the odor of the privy, 
and whenever you used the privy you brought back a load 
of wood.”

Dad lived nine blocks from the Woodard School (grade 
school), and he walked home and back at lunchtime.  A 
gong (a bell) would ring and all the children would stand in 
lines, in class groups, to march in as the teachers watched 
the children stay in step with the music played by the 
band, who were on a deck half-way up the building.  
Younger classes were on the ground floor, and the older 
ones on the second floor.  Punishment was to stand in the 
corner with your arms in the air, or stay at night and clean 
the blackboards or visit the principal.



After the eighth grade, Dad went to Dixie High School for 
four years.  His favorite classes were athletics, woodshop, 
recess, chasing girls, and acting in plays.  He ran in the 
relay, hurdles, and standing broad jump.  He was Senior 
class president, but he missed speaking at the 
Baccalaureate because he went with the track team to 
Salt Lake City for competition.  He admits he was glad to 
leave!  He made several things in woodshop, a library 
table, pedestal stand, and a swirling bookcase.  He 
learned to sharpen planes and saws, and all his life he has 
been using the skills learned there.  

Dad quoting:  “The swimming pool was at a friends 
LaCone Hemingway.  It was at the foot of the Red Hill, 
made of black rock.  If I didnʼt have a friend with a horse it 
was a 5-6 block walk.  Weʼd go in groups to clean mud out 
in the spring.  LaConeʼs Dad, would wait to water until 
everyone was through swimming for the day.  Then it 
would fill and prepare for a new day.  After about three 
years, they began alternating days to swim; boys one day, 
girls the next.  Boys dressed in their birthday suits.“

Dadʼs friends were Emerald Cox, Grant Empey, Walter 
Riding, Jess and Tom Pierce, and LaCone Hemingway.

Until late in his high school career, Dad did odd jobs for 
two bits or a quarter an hour; hoeing weeds, mixing 
mortar, or helping tend the brick layers.  After his second 
year of high school, he worked on the salt trail on the 
south side of Pine Valley Mountain for the Forest Service 
making trails to carry salt to the cattle.  He had a 
frightening experience with lightening while working on this 
job.  The group was at the foot of the mountain when it 
began to storm heavily.  They all headed back to the tents 
and the rain had swollen one of the gullies so they had to 
wait unil it went down.  Electricity hit the tree and all of 
them got a tingle.  There were seven guys, three tents and 
two horses.  The ranger brought food on pack horses 
every week or two.  This job lasted most of the summer, 

the first store of its kind opened on State Street.   Again 
they were prosperous and invested some of their profits in 
real estate.  Continuing their trade for seven years in Salt 
Lake, their property was then valued at $20,000 according 
to the tax roll.   In 1937, the business was still being 
operated by a son of Joseph in the original location.

! Richard and Emma were sealed in the Endowment 
House, 

November 29, 1861, and four girls were born to them 
while living in Salt Lake City:  Dora, 1862;  Esther, 1864;  
Eva, 1865; and  Ida, 1867. 

!  In the semi-annual conference of the LDS Church in 
October of 1867, Richard Morris and his family were called 
with many others to the Dixie Mission in the southern part 
of the state.   The move began immediately, and they 
arrived in St. George, November 19, 1867, where they 
spent their remaining days.  

! Richard began buying farm land in Santa Clara and 
Washington.  Richard Alexander, now age eleven and his 
brother, David, worked diligently on the farm.  In common 
with the settlers in Dixie, the Morris family's food supply 
was meager, and often the boy's lunch consisted only of a 
slice of bread, or lacking wheat flour, cornmeal biscuits.  
During the first years in Dixie, molasses provided their 
only sweet, but as time passed the many peach trees bore 
fruit, and peach preserves was made by adding the whole 
fresh peaches to the boiling molasses.

! As time passed, Richard, acquired more land in the 
fields and added a goodly number of livestock to his 
possessions, all of which made a great deal more work for 
his two sons.   Four more children were added to the 
family:  George, 1869; Orpha, 1872; Isabelle, 1874; and 
Mary, 1877.  



with other Saints and come to America.  They left England, 
November 30, 1855, on the boat, "Emerald Isle,  in  
company with 349 converts.  The following day, December 
1, 1855, Richard and Emma were married as the boat 
moved quietly across the English Channel.  They arrived 
in New York, December 29, 1855, and made their first 
home in Williamsburg, New York, New York, where their 
first child, Richard Alexander, was born, November 27, 
1856.  

! The family continued to live at this place until the year 
1860.  Richard and his brother Joseph, engaged in their 
trade as shoemakers.  Being quite successful in their 
business, they saved their money and sent to England for 
their father, mother, two brothers, William and Robert, and 
their three sisters, Elizabeth, Susan and Mary.  A second 
son was born to Emma, April 6, 1858, and they named him 
David Henry.

! In May 1860, Richard and Emma and their two sons, 
along with brother Jospeh,  left New York  for Utah.  A third 
son, John Hope, was born in Florence, Nebraska, and we 
are not surprised to learn that he was a very delicate child.  
June 19, 1860, two weeks after the birth of the baby,  they 
left Felorence, Nebraska, and began the trek across the 
plain to Utah.  J. E. Murphy was captain of the company, 
and said company consisted of 38 wagons, 164 oxen, and 
39 cows, and 279 saints.    No doubt their trip across the 
plains was very similar to that of many others.  Little 
recorded history of the Morris family was left to posterity, 
but tradition reveals that Emma prayed each day, as she 
walked the long miles, that she would not have to bury her 
infant on the plains.  The baby died the  day they arrived in 
the Salt Lake Valley, August 30, 1860.

! Again, Richard and his brother, Joseph established 
their shoemaker business.  Later, they built their own 
tannery, and still later entered into the mercantile business 
known as the Morris Feed and Produce Exchange.  It was 

then, they went to Lund, Nevada, and worked for the 
railroad.  Here Dad played on the first player piano he had 
ever seen.

The next summer (3rd year of high school), he worked at a 
smelter plant as a fireman to refine gold and silver.  This 
was at Selby, California in northern California, Oakland 
side of the bay.  Dadʼs Uncles, Walt and Wilford Cox, lived 
there.  Dad traveled on the train to get there.

During Dadʼs 4th year of high school (April 1926) the 
family moved into a new home that he had helped his Dad 
build at 364 W 200 N.  It had taken about two years to 
complete.  This home was next to Grandpa Isaiah Coxʼs 
home.  In fact, Grandpa William, had bought the lot from 
Grandpa Cox after completing Grandpa Coxʼs home.  
White clay was used to make the adobes and Emerald 
Cox worked with Dad on making them.  An adobe is a sun-
dried clay mud that will not stand moisture.  The eves of 
the house hung out far enough to protect the rain from 
falling on the adobes.  The foundation was 2-3 feet high to 
protect from the snow.  When the home was finished, the 
family had a big party with all the Sandtown crowd invited.  
That is the only time they had a party in their own home.  
There was very little furniture, and they danced in the two 
front rooms.  Clesta play, “Over The Waves,” on the piano 
for them to dance to.  

After the 4th year of High School, Dad began laying brick 
with his Uncle Bob Worthen and his father, anywhere from 
Mesquite, Nevada, to Cedar City, Utah.  His first masonry 
work was on the Pickett Lumber Building in St. George on 
the first floor of the staircase before graduating from 
school.

Dad met Mom (Mary Andrus) in High School, and they 
spent a lot of time together during play practices.  After 
Dad returned from working in California, they knew there 
was something special developing between them.  Dad 



says he ate the candy that Momʼs boyfriend brought to 
her.  Just after graduating from High School, Dad bought a 
1926 Ford Coupe, and promised his Mary that when it was 
paid for they would get married.  It took just a year.  They 
were married in the St. George Temple on 23 Nov 1927.  
Dad was 22 years old, and Mom only 19.

About a week after the wedding, Dad and Mom packed up 
the Ford and drove to Bell, California where Dad had work 
with Emsco Galvanizing Plant.  They spent time with 
Momʼs brother Dick Andrus, and Dadʼs Aunt Abbie, and 
Uncle Charlie Moore, and their daughter, Zella.  They were 
only there for a few months when work became scarce, 
and they moved north to Selby, California, where Dadʼs 
Aunt Etta lived.

“I worked at the Selby Smelter Plant, swing shift most of 
the time.  We lived in company housing, and Mary stayed 
with Aunt Helen, Walterʼs wife, when I working nights.  
Here I got to handle gold and silver for the first time.  It 
was brought out between 4-5 AM, and loaded onto a truck.  
I did the loading.  It was then taken to the mint in San 
Francisco.”

“Mary began her pregnancy and was quite ill.  I was afraid, 
had not been around this before, so called Dad and they 
were laying brick for Pickett Mortuary, so we went home to 
St. George.  We made it to Beaver Dam, when the coil box 
melted tar and got on the points and the car would not run, 
so we slept there, Mary in the car, and me on the ground. 
She was afraid to be in the open.  The next morning the 
service station man knew how to clean off the coils and we 
went on home.”

For several years they rented small homes with only two 
rooms.  Their first child, a son was born 25 December 
1928, at Grandma Andrusʼ home.  He was named Richard 
Gordello, called RG.  Their second child, a daughter, 

! She became interested in the gatherings conducted 
by the Mormon Elders and no doubt it was because they 
taguht that through faith and prayer so many miracles had 
been wrought.  She attended their meetings and because 
they appealed to her so much she told her mother and 
sisters about how she felt toward the Mormon Elders.  She 
was met with such bitter opposition that she no longer 
confided her feelings to them, but she continued to go to 
the meetings without them knowing just where she was.  
This information was gathered when Emma's son, David 
H. Morris, was in England on a mission, as Emma was 
very quiet and said very little about her home life.  

! One can readily understand that when there was no 
one at home in which she could confide, it was only 
natural that she look elsewhere for companionship, and 
she found that much needed companionship in Richard 
Morris,  who had joined the church prior to this time and 
he did all in his power to bring Emma into the fold.  At 
length she was converted and at the appointed time she 
went with others for baptism.  She went up to the waters of 
baptism using her crutches.  She was promised that if she 
had sufficient faith she would never need them again, and 
much to the astonishment of all who witnessed, she 
walked without her crutches from the waters of baptism 
and never again did she need them.

! When her son, David, was in England on his mission, 
one of the sisters of Emma asked if his mother was still 
lame.  When he told her that his mother had never been 
lame she could scarcely believe him.  When he asked her 
how she accounted for the miracle, about which she gave 
him the details, she answered, "Nothing but the spirit of 
the devil."

! Emma suffered with a very distinct relationship of 
members of her family who could not bring themselves to 
understand her devotion to this new religion, and in a short 
time she and Richard made secret palsn to leave England 



History of Emma Packer
! Richard Morris was 
the son of Richard and 
Elizabeth Alexander 
Morris.  He was born in 
Vernon, England, on the 
24th of June, 1835.  Not 
too much information is 
available relative to the 
early life of Richard Morris.  
We do know, however, the 
family, while not wealthy, 
were in comfortable 
circumstances.  They 
welcomed the Mormon 

Elders in their home in England, and most of the family 
became members of the church.  Richard was converted 
while yet in his teens, and he was very active in the 
branch in the vicinity of his home.  He was instrumental in 
converting our grandmother, Emma Packer Morris.

! Emma Packer was the daughter of Isaac and Sophia 
Packer, and was born April 22, 1833, in Reading, England.  
She was the only one in her family that was interested in 
the Mormon church.  They were people who lived in some 
degree of comfort, though like our grandfather's people 
were not wealthy.  They were rather haughty toward the 
Mormon Elders and never changed their way of thinking 
even though Emma joined the Church.  

! Emma was, perhaps, especially interested because 
she was suffering from rheumatism of some sort and was 
crippled to the extent that it was necessary for her to use 
crutches all the time.  I think we are safe in supposing that 
Emma Packer, was a very attractive young girl, because 
she was just that as she grew older.  
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Carlita, was born 3 April 1930 at Grandma Worthenʼs 
home.  

They bought their own home in August 1930.  Dad tells 
about it.

“We bought a little old shanty, two room house from a real 
estate man, W. O. Bentley.  He thought sure I should sign 
for more than $10 a month, but I felt I could always pay 
more if I had it.  This was east of what would be our new 
home, a couple of lots.  The adobe chimney fell in.  We 
closed in part of the screen porch, built a trap door and 
dug under to build a place to incubate chickens with 
kerosene.  The chickens were to Mathis Market at fryer 
stage to get salt, sugar, pepper, etc.

We had two cows, calves, pigs, and chickens.  We had 
lucern, garden, and pear tree.  We sold milk, bottled fruit 
that we got from our folks, and traded for flour.  During the 
depression I borrowed several times from Grandpa Cox to 
make the house payments.  We also had a washing 
machine on time payments and borrowed from Uncle Bob 
Lund for that a few times.  Both were repaid.

I bought a two door green Ford, made a four-wheel trailer 
with a wood rack and hay rack for it.  I was the first one to 
haul hay with a trailer drawn by car.  All the others used 
team and wagon.  Uncle Charles Andrus gave me a job to 
haul his, and I hauled 4-5 loads a day, and a team could 
only do one a day.  I hired a big neighbor boy to help me.  I 
was paid in hay and sold enough to buy gasoline.  The 
hay was raked into windrows, left for one or two days then 
turned on to the other side.  We pitch forked it onto the 
rack from both sides of the trailer.  After the first season of 
the hay hauling everyone joined the parade.

Bricklaying was summer work, when there was work.  
Summer was spent paying debts.  We watered every five 
days for four hours.  It was ditch water and we had a two 



hour turn day or night.  I remember trying to teach Dick to 
milk.  He would follow me when I went to do the milking, 
and liked having it squirted into his mouth, but hated 
milking.  I thought it easier to do it myself than put up with 
it, but I knew it best if he learned.  The chickens laid eggs 
most anywhere, once some were laid under the outhouse 
and Dick found them when they were rotten—Stink???”

22 November 1933, a great sadness came to Dad.  His 
father, William, when he had been working with suddenly 
passed away.  Day says,  “I was working with Dad out to 
the state road when he died.  Working on the culvert about 
where the Wittwer Motel is.  We worked one day and the 
next day I called for him because I had the car, and he 
couldnʼt go to work but he wanted me to go.  I worked for a 
while that day and then the next day Dad died.  Dad used 
to take a lot of soda.  He took it for gas and acid.  He 
never complained.  His family was known for sugar 
diabetes, but it just took him quickly and I felt the great 
loss.  Dadʼs death was a shock.”

“Maryʼs father, Moses Willard Andrus, used his team or 
scraper and dug the basement for our new home.  I 
bought an old GMC  single tire back and hauled rock from 
the Indian farm for the walls of the basement.  I also 
hauled sand from Diamond Valley to make brick for the 
West Ward Chapel.  In return for this I got brick to build the 
house.  I traded work for the painting and carpenter work.  
I hauled adobe clay from where the college is now, east of 
town to make our own adobes.  The house is brick outside 
and adobe inside.  This was our first indoor bathroom.  
This was in 1937.”

By this time three more children had joined the family:  
Clarence Meryln, 8 November 1931; Isabel, 11 November 
1934; and Leola, 2 July 1937.

“While living there, I made malt beer in the attic in the front 
point of the house.  I didnʼt get it bottled when it was ready, 

Abigail died of consumption 28 March, 1904, at the very 
young age of 43. Mary Ann Cox had just turned nineteen 
at the time, and took over in the home with much of the 
responsibility of caring for the younger children until her 
marriage later in the year. At that time she took Henrietta 
(Etta) with her for several years. (I am Clesta Worthen, 
daughter of Mary Ann Cox, and these are some of the 
things I remember that my mother told me. ) She said her 
mother, Abigail McMullin, was a very small woman, good 
at handling her children. During her final illness she 
seemed to realize the danger of her disease infecting her 
family and instructed the older children to dig a deep hole 
away form the house and dispose of the waste that she 
coughed up by burying it in the hole and overing with a 
layer of dirt each time.

Just before she died she called her family around her and 
sat up in bed and appeared to be looking into the future as 
she recited a poem about the future of her family. The 
poem was not recorded, but my mother recalled that it told 
of some of her sons going to foreign lands, which two of 
them did. Wilford and Lawrence fought in France in World 
War I. The poem was very unusual, as she was not a poet 
- just seemed to be inspired at that time.

In My 1976 I wrote to Aunt Abbie Moore to see if she 
remembered any of the poem her mother recited before 
she died. This is all she could remember:

Children of Earth remember me
While on this land or on the sea
There is no better friend to thee
Than Father, Mother and God, these three.



Abigail McMullin
by Clesta Worthen Adams

Abigail McMullin was born 
in Payson, Utah County, 
Utah, 12 November 1861. 
Daughter of Willard Glover 
McMullin and Mary Ann 
Holmes. In December 
1862 she moved with her 
parents, who had been 
called to colonize the 
cotton mission, to 
Harrisburg, Wash Co., 
Utah. Her father died 18 

Oct 1884. Her mother continued to live in Harrisburg for 
several years and then moved to Leeds, Wash. Co.. She 
married Isaiah Cox, Jr., 15 November 1882. They were the 
parent of eight children:

Walter McMullin Cox, born 11 Aug 1883, at Leeds, 
Washington, Utah
Mary Ann Cox, born 23 Jan 1885, at Harrisburg, Wash., 
Utah
Willard Glover Cox, born 13 Feb 1887 at Harrisburg, 
Wash., Utah
Abbie Cox, born 1 June 1888, at Harrisburg, Wash., Utah
Wilford Fenton Cox, born 10 Aug 1890, at Harrisburg, 
Wash., Utah
Lawrence Janes Cox born 4 March 1893 at Harrisburg, 
Wash., Utah
Elson Holmes Cox, born 15 Oct 1896, at St. George, 
Wash., Utah
Henrietta Cox, born 12 Apr 1900, at St. George, Wash., 
Utah
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so I added more sugar.  It foamed over and spoiled the 
ceiling.”

“Work wasnʼt plentiful, so I would travel to Las Vegas, 
Nevada, on Monday morning and return on Friday 
evening. I did brick work all week, and I stayed with Uncle 
Bob Worthen, he also was commuting.  Gasoline and tires 
were both rationed because of World War II.  On Motherʼs 
Day, 1942, I moved the family to Las Vegas.  We bought a 
home at 1107 South 3rd Street.  We remodeled it, before 
moving to 213 N 6th St in October 1943.”

“After moving to Las Vegas, I started work at Basic 
Magnesium Plant in Henderson, Nevada.  I worked in the 
grinding shed, grinding brick to precise measurement to 
go into vats where they put hot metal.  I was foreman of 
the swing shift over about seventy men.  This is where I 
got ulcers.  Two Germans worked for me.  They were good 
workers and I tried to protect them.  I was moved to day 
shift and wasnʼt foreman and didnʼt get along, so was 
moved to Manganese Ore, which is north of Henderson on 
top of the hill as bricklayer lining furnaces.  I wore gloves 
and a mask, but got some gas in my system so was off for 
a while.”

Dadʼs health was not good for sometime and he had to 
change jobs.  He tried construction work, bread delivery, 
and the railroad.

“I went to work as a brakeman for the railroad.  I walked 
the length of the train to check for fire and also switch the 
tracks to put the freight train I was with to the hole so 
another train could pass.  After working a while I got a 
monkey suit or uniform to work on passenger trains, and 
worked on troop trains hauling prisoners between Caliente 
(Nevada) and Barstow (California) with some civilians.  
Just before we got to Barstow, the conductor would throw 
all left over food supplies out, butter, eggs, meat, etc., so 
they wouldnʼt be shorted on the next trip.  I was able to 



bring some of that home.  My lungs were injured and it 
was necessary to work in the fresh air and an easy job, so 
the railroad job was good.  After I had it moving I walked 
the length of the train and laid down in the fresh air on the 
caboose until I was needed again.”

In October 1945, Dad returned to the mason trade, 
working with his Uncle George Worthen and later with Tom 
West and Mike Syas.  There is a great deal of beautiful 
brickwork in Vegas completed by his competent hands.  
He continued bricklaying until retiring in 1966 at the age of 
61.

After 11 years with no little babies, Dad welcomed another 
little one into his family.  On the 13th of August 1948, 
Sheila was born in the hospital!  She was a great blessing 
and joy to Dad and Mom and was responsible for keeping 
Mom and Dad “young” all these years.  Why, his favorite 
pet was Toby the cat that Sheila had.

The death of Dadʼs mother, Mary Ann Worthen, brought 
great sorrow to him.  She died at his home 4 March 1961.  
Dad had gone to St. George months before and had found 
Grandma very sick with her blood pressure extremely low.  
He took her to the hospital to get her blood built up, then 
brought her to Las Vegas to live where Mom, Dad, and 
Sheila, could give her the special, tender care that she 
needed.  She died of stomach cancer.  

If there is one thing that Dad could be known for it was his 
hard  working drive.  He was always working unless he 
was sick, and even then he had to be SICK before he 
would give up a dayʼs work.  And a full days work on the 
job did not keep him from working at home after a good 
supper.  After buying the property on North 6th St., Dad 
and his sons, Dick and Clair, were busy tearing down the 
old buildings on the back of the lot; putting in a driveway; 
new lawns; adding on a bedroom; digging out a basement 
area for storage; building a barbecue (this was written up 

early pioneers of this valley, they never forgot to be kind to 
those in need.  

! Richard Morris died December 12, 1901 in St. 
George, Utah.

! Emma Packer Morris died November 15, 1916  in St. 
George, Utah.



of the boys and girls of that time was to gather at the 
Morris home and be served with a piece of bread and 
honey.  

! From the time of his arrival in the Dixie Mission, 
Richard Morris, was a pioneer in work pertaining to the 
growth and development of the younger generation.  His 
first public service was as trustee of the Fourth Ward 
School Board at the time that school house building was 
erected.   In 1882-83, he served on the city council under 
Henry Eyring, Mayor.  

! He served the Church as Sunday School 
superintendant and later as Stake Sunday School 
Superintendant.  To fill this office the duties and work 
required a great amount of time and travel.  At that time 
the Stake extended from Springdale, at the entrance to 
Zion National Park down the Rio Virgin River to St. 
Thomas, and up along the Meadow Valley (Panaca area)  
to as far as White River settlement at Lund and all places 
between.  This travel was all done by team and buggy.

! He and his boys built a nice rock home in the 
Washington field.  It was this investment and their farm 
interests that impelled them and other farmers to look for 
some permanent way of diverting the waters of the Virgin 
River to their lands,  and made possible the building of the 
Washington Field Dam, spillway, and canal that now 
stands as a monument to their industry and foresight.  

! Richard and Emma were most generous.  They were 
mindful to those less fortunate than they.  Richard was 
often seen carrying a basket of goodies to those who were 
ill.  He was known on various occasions to take people to 
his store and fit them up with clothing, or to pack a box of 
food for them if they were in need.  Richard and Emma 
were not among the rich, but they were very comfortable, 
in their latter years and having known all the trials of the 

in the local newspaper including a picture); and adding on 
one-room rentals at the back of the lot.  He started with 8 
and ended with 24 which added to their income, and 
spoken from a childʼs point of view, gave the children 
something to work at and learn from.  

When Dad retired from bricklaying in 1966, at the age of 
61, he was ready to work at having a good time: fishing, 
hunting, traveling, camping, visiting his children and 
grandchildren scattered around, and resting.  Amazingly 
enough, he has learned how to take a nap and enjoy it!

Dad has survived, supported and attended all the 
weddings of his sons and daughters:

Dick to LaRue Snarr, 14 May 1948
Carlita to John Wadsworth Wilcox, 18 Feb 1950
Clair to Ema Gaye Cannon, 1 June 1951
Isabel to Joseph Carl Free, 9 Sep 1955
Leola to Ercil Terry Henrie, 9 Sep 1955
Sheila to Gary Edward Mohler, 8 Jul 1967

In 1967 he bought an International truck and a camper to 
make the adventures more pleasurable.  Once such 
adventure nearly turned into a tragedy.  While driving to 
Texas with Leola and Terry, hauling a load of horses, the 
truck/camper tipped over.  Except for being shaken up, 
everyone was fine.  The camper however, had to be 
replaced.

Later Dad bought a Winnebago motor home which he still 
has, and a larger boat.  Dad and Mom have spent many 
hours enjoying one anotherʼs company in the Winnie as it 
was called.  They have traveled all over most of the west 
even into Canada.  There have been quiet trips, and not 
so quiet trips, depending on the number and ages of those 
traveling with them.



The grandchildren started arriving six months after Sheila 
was born.   He had 49 grandchildren!  He loved to feed 
and play with all of them.

July 29, 1974, Dad traded the home on 6th Street, along 
with the 24 rental units he had built in the back and moved 
to 1505 Ryan Ave., still in the same ward, but much closer 
to Dick and his family.  This relieved Dad of the burden of 
keeping the units in good condition and rented, and also 
allowed him more freedom to go, and a safer area for he 
and mother to live in.

From 1974 until 1986, Dad worked a few hours a day at 
Dickʼs mobile park, making repairs, keeping the renters 
happy, cleaning the grounds and directing the men hired to 
help.  This was a good experience for Dad and just 
enough work to keep him in good shape.

Dad was the first and only barber for most of the 
grandsons for many years.  And, any thing broken or a 
puzzle to repair could be brought to Dad and he would 
work away at it until it was repaired or found to be 
unrepairable.  

He was usually willing to take the boat out to the lake for 
fishing or water skiing whenever the grandchildren wanted 
him to and the weather permitted.  And, he was known not 
to turn down an offer for a fishing trip anywhere: lake, 
reservoir, stream, or ocean. 

Another favorite activity was pinenut hunting in the fall.  He 
and Mother would collect the cones, bring them home to 
clean out, sack them up, then make sure every family had 
some for the fall evenings.

Dad has had some serious health problems over the 
years.  At one time, he was told by the doctor, that he 
ought to have a zipper put in so they could easily tell what 
needed repairing next.  One time both he and mother were 

! Their father continued with his trade as shoemaker, 
and farmed, or rather he purchased a farm and his sons 
did most of the farming, and  later, he went into the 
mercantile business.  

! Emma, was a very quiet, aristocratic lady.  She was 
always a devoted soul to her church, an obedient, helpful 
wife, and a most unusual mother.  She was a very capable 
homemaker, being gifted in the arts of cooking and sewing 
and she taught her daughters these things and all of them 
were known for their ability in these lines.  She was 
president of the Relief Society for many years and did 
much to cheer the sick and weary hearted, and was loved 
by all who knew her.  She was always ready to prepare 
meals for any number of people, for she never knew how 
many Richard might invite for meals.  

! A family story about Grandma Morris,  is when she 
was in church at a Sacrament Meeting, and felt something 
in her blouse.   She grabbed onto whatever it was, and 
held it until the meeting was over, not making a move or a 
sound.  When she left the meeting, she found it was a 
small lizard caught in her blouse.  

! Alfalfa or lucerne hay was planted on the farm lands, 
and large crops were produced, much of which was 
hauled to Silver Reef Mining Camp for the feed of the 
many teams which hauled freight to the mining town, and 
ore from the mine to the mills.  A high price was received 
for this hay, at time up to $40 per ton.  For best feeding 
results for hay, the crop was allowed to grow until in full 
bloom.  When this occurred, which was often four times a 
year, the alfalfa bloom provided bees with nectar which 
produced great amounts of honey.  The honey gathering 
was taken over by Richard Morris and Sons, and they 
established a large apiary.  As the planting of the alfalfa 
crop increased in the fields, so was increased the 
gathering of honey, to such an extent, that between 300 
and 400 stands or hives were kept.  One of the pleasures 



the first store of its kind opened on State Street.   Again 
they were prosperous and invested some of their profits in 
real estate.  Continuing their trade for seven years in Salt 
Lake, their property was then valued at $20,000 according 
to the tax roll.   In 1937, the business was still being 
operated by a son of Joseph in the original location.

! Richard and Emma were sealed in the Endowment 
House, 

November 29, 1861, and four girls were born to them 
while living in Salt Lake City:  Dora, 1862;  Esther, 1864;  
Eva, 1865; and  Ida, 1867. 

!  In the semi-annual conference of the LDS Church in 
October of 1867, Richard Morris and his family were called 
with many others to the Dixie Mission in the southern part 
of the state.   The move began immediately, and they 
arrived in St. George, November 19, 1867, where they 
spent their remaining days.  

! Richard began buying farm land in Santa Clara and 
Washington.  Richard Alexander, now age eleven and his 
brother, David, worked diligently on the farm.  In common 
with the settlers in Dixie, the Morris family's food supply 
was meager, and often the boy's lunch consisted only of a 
slice of bread, or lacking wheat flour, cornmeal biscuits.  
During the first years in Dixie, molasses provided their 
only sweet, but as time passed the many peach trees bore 
fruit, and peach preserves was made by adding the whole 
fresh peaches to the boiling molasses.

! As time passed, Richard, acquired more land in the 
fields and added a goodly number of livestock to his 
possessions, all of which made a great deal more work for 
his two sons.   Four more children were added to the 
family:  George, 1869; Orpha, 1872; Isabelle, 1874; and 
Mary, 1877.  

in the hospital at the same time.  There is a picture of them 
helping one another walk down the corridor carrying their 
bottles and tubes.  His stomach ulcers (surgery required); 
knees giving out (surgery for two new ones); eyes growing 
dim (new bifocals); are just a few of his painful 
discomforts, but through all this time his heart grew bigger 
and warmer and was filled and expanded with love for his 
ever growing posterity.  He seems so happy to have them 
around him, whether in big reunions or small Sunday night 
snack-time at his house, or visiting in their home.  The little 
ones all know him as the Grandpa with the candy pieces 
in his pockets.

Dad was greatly saddened by the passing of three of his 
grandchildren:  Jackie Wilcox only 12, in May 1977; 
Russell Mohler, not quite 4, in June 1982; and Gary 
Henrie, 26, in July 1986.

In 1984 Dick developed an area of property, south and 
west of where they had been living for his family to build 
homes.  He made it possible for Dad to use a piece in 
Worthen Circle, and so in November of that year plans 
were completed and all the families gathered for a house 
building, Thanksgiving holiday.  The home for Mom and 
Dad, was a lovely three bedroom and was started and 
completed within three months, thanks to the willing work 
of many sons, grandson, and friends.  They had learned 
well from Dad that a job worth doing was worth doing as 
fast as possible.  Mom and Dad moved in to their new 
home in January 1985, and are surrounded by family: Dick 
and LaRue, grandchildren and great-grandchildren, all 
willing to help and learn from Dad and Mom.

At both the Ryan home and the new home at 124 Worthen 
Circle, Dad has spent a great deal of time in developing 
gardening skills.  The local newspaper wrote an article 
about his great success in growing a garden in Las Vegas.  
He admits he has spent more money on the garden than 
he ever got off of it, but he has enjoyed the experience.  



Dad is not really happy when there is not a challenge to 
tackle.  Of course, all the produce is shared with family or 
ward members or friends.

He and Mother have been to Hawaii, Alaska, Canada, all 
across the United States and into Mexico.  They have 
traveled by car, motor home, plane, bus, and ship.  They 
made it possible for all their six children and companions 
to be with them on a grand vacation in Mexico twice, and 
once on a boat cruise.  And since their 50th wedding 
anniversary in 1977, the family has had reunions almost 
every year, each year adding several more members to 
the overall count.  At the December 1987 count there are 
155, and Mother and Dad have been married 60 years.

For more details about the “growing up” years of his 
children read Motherʼs history.

Dad passed away quietly, in Jun 1999 at his home.  

with other Saints and come to America.  They left England, 
November 30, 1855, on the boat, "Emerald Isle,  in  
company with 349 converts.  The following day, December 
1, 1855, Richard and Emma were married as the boat 
moved quietly across the English Channel.  They arrived 
in New York, December 29, 1855, and made their first 
home in Williamsburg, New York, New York, where their 
first child, Richard Alexander, was born, November 27, 
1856.  

! The family continued to live at this place until the year 
1860.  Richard and his brother Joseph, engaged in their 
trade as shoemakers.  Being quite successful in their 
business, they saved their money and sent to England for 
their father, mother, two brothers, William and Robert, and 
their three sisters, Elizabeth, Susan and Mary.  A second 
son was born to Emma, April 6, 1858, and they named him 
David Henry.

! In May 1860, Richard and Emma and their two sons, 
along with brother Jospeh,  left New York  for Utah.  A third 
son, John Hope, was born in Florence, Nebraska, and we 
are not surprised to learn that he was a very delicate child.  
June 19, 1860, two weeks after the birth of the baby,  they 
left Felorence, Nebraska, and began the trek across the 
plain to Utah.  J. E. Murphy was captain of the company, 
and said company consisted of 38 wagons, 164 oxen, and 
39 cows, and 279 saints.    No doubt their trip across the 
plains was very similar to that of many others.  Little 
recorded history of the Morris family was left to posterity, 
but tradition reveals that Emma prayed each day, as she 
walked the long miles, that she would not have to bury her 
infant on the plains.  The baby died the  day they arrived in 
the Salt Lake Valley, August 30, 1860.

! Again, Richard and his brother, Joseph established 
their shoemaker business.  Later, they built their own 
tannery, and still later entered into the mercantile business 
known as the Morris Feed and Produce Exchange.  It was 



! She became interested in the gatherings conducted 
by the Mormon Elders and no doubt it was because they 
taguht that through faith and prayer so many miracles had 
been wrought.  She attended their meetings and because 
they appealed to her so much she told her mother and 
sisters about how she felt toward the Mormon Elders.  She 
was met with such bitter opposition that she no longer 
confided her feelings to them, but she continued to go to 
the meetings without them knowing just where she was.  
This information was gathered when Emma's son, David 
H. Morris, was in England on a mission, as Emma was 
very quiet and said very little about her home life.  

! One can readily understand that when there was no 
one at home in which she could confide, it was only 
natural that she look elsewhere for companionship, and 
she found that much needed companionship in Richard 
Morris,  who had joined the church prior to this time and 
he did all in his power to bring Emma into the fold.  At 
length she was converted and at the appointed time she 
went with others for baptism.  She went up to the waters of 
baptism using her crutches.  She was promised that if she 
had sufficient faith she would never need them again, and 
much to the astonishment of all who witnessed, she 
walked without her crutches from the waters of baptism 
and never again did she need them.

! When her son, David, was in England on his mission, 
one of the sisters of Emma asked if his mother was still 
lame.  When he told her that his mother had never been 
lame she could scarcely believe him.  When he asked her 
how she accounted for the miracle, about which she gave 
him the details, she answered, "Nothing but the spirit of 
the devil."

! Emma suffered with a very distinct relationship of 
members of her family who could not bring themselves to 
understand her devotion to this new religion, and in a short 
time she and Richard made secret palsn to leave England 

History of Mary Andrus Worthen
written by herself

1908-July 28th, Moses 
Willard and Elizabeth 
Orpha Morris Andrus 
welcomed their 8th child 
into their home.  Twins, 
Charles and Etta, and son, 
Roy, had died as infants.  I 
was their 4th daughter.  
Orpha, Willard, Pauline 
and Richard were my older 
brothers and sisters.  
James was born four years 
later.

The day was, Iʼve been told, one of the most extremely 
hot, sultry, cloudy days that July weather could bring to St. 
George, Utah.  No relief to be found through aid of fans or 
coolers—electric power came much later.  Mother has told 
me that before I came she laid on the floor in front of the 
door, fanning herself with a folder paper to get some relief 
from the heat.

Of course, the birth took place at home.  Dr. Frank 
Woodbury, assisted by a midwife, Ida Seegmiller, motherʼs 
sister.  Aunt Ida had just returned from Salt Lake City 
where she prepared to earn her living and support her 
eight children.  Her husband had been killed some three or 
four years before in an accident.  I was the second baby 
she helped to deliver.  She also helped bring four of my 
babies into the world, Carlita, Clair, Isabel and Leola.  I 
was 29 years old when Leola came, and she was among 
Aunt Idaʼs last deliveries, having put in many years of 
faithful service to mothers in St. George.  Each morning, 
for ten days, or longer, if necessary, she called in to bath 
the baby and give the mother a refreshing bath, so many 
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blocks to walk each day, no buggy or car, and her fee was 
$10.

Baby pictures mother has given me show I must have 
been a very pretty baby with lots of curly dark hair.  At age 
three or four my hair had turned a shade lighter, medium 
brown.

Sometime near this age I became very ill, had one 
convulsion after another.  Dr. Woodbury finally kept me 
under the influence of chloroform until the condition 
changed.  Only blessings of the priesthood, faith and 
prayers of loved ones and the Lordʼs goodness made me 
well.  I feel that my life was spared to become a mother 
and see the day that we would have a large family, 
children, grandchildren and great grandchildren.

Childhood days bring memories of love and happiness, 
and an abundance of assurance that I was loved and 
wanted.  Grandparents, aunts and uncles on both sides 
were so very kind to me.  On my Grandpa and Grandma 
Morris side I was the youngest granddaughter.  I was 
named for their youngest daughter Mary Morris William, 
who had passed away the year before in childbirth.

Kindergarten through eighth grade I attended the old 
Woodward School, a building Joseph Smith Worthen and 
his sons had done the stone-work on.  Second grade we 
had a very ambitious, strict teacher who insisted we 
complete two grades in one year.  She did just that, and 
many of us skipped the third and went into the fourth the 
next fall.  She wasnʼt a teacher one remembers for her 
love and tenderness, but she truly taught us a great deal.  
Other teachers were all wonderful people, gave much love 
as well as training, taking a real interest in all I did.  They 
will always remain an inspiration to me and remembered 
with love.  I was no brain child, but was usually prepared 
and made friends with schoolmates rather easily.

History of Richard Morris Jr.
! Richard Morris was 
the son of Richard and 
Elizabeth Alexander 
Morris.  He was born in 
Vernon, England, on the 
24th of June, 1835.  Not 
too much information is 
available relative to the 
early life of Richard Morris.  
We do know, however, the 
family, while not wealthy, 
were in comfortable 
circumstances.  They 
welcomed the Mormon 

Elders in their home in England, and most of the family 
became members of the church.  Richard was converted 
while yet in his teens, and he was very active in the 
branch in the vicinity of his home.  He was instrumental in 
converting our grandmother, Emma Packer Morris.

! Emma Packer was the daughter of Isaac and Sophia 
Packer, and was born April 22, 1833, in Reading, England.  
She was the only one in her family that was interested in 
the Mormon church.  They were people who lived in some 
degree of comfort, though like our grandfather's people 
were not wealthy.  They were rather haughty toward the 
Mormon Elders and never changed their way of thinking 
even though Emma joined the Church.  

! Emma was, perhaps, especially interested because 
she was suffering from rheumatism of some sort and was 
crippled to the extent that it was necessary for her to use 
crutches all the time.  I think we are safe in supposing that 
Emma Packer, was a very attractive young girl, because 
she was just that as she grew older.  
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Grandpa was a tall slender man with dark hair (originally). 
I thought he was very nice looking. He had a hearty laugh, 
and I loved him. Apparently he was quite a step dancer in 
his day. Once in a while we could talk him into dancing a 
bit for us. He danced only with his feet - no arm 
movements at all - and he sort of stayed more or less int 
he same spot. We liked to watch him.

He live long enough to have a five generation picture 
taken.

[Sorry this is so messy, Isabel. I'm just trying to hurry it off 
to you. I wish I could remember more. I only knew him 
after his retirement. You probably have the following, but 
i'll include it just in case you don't.

Isaiah Cox, Jr. born 5 June 1859 at Mount Pleasant, 
Sanpete Co. Utah
blessed 29 Apr 1860 by James N. Jones
Baptized 3 Oct 1867 by Daniel D. McArthur, Confirmed by 
the same man
Endowed 15 Mar 1877
Ordained and elder 15 Mar 1877 by his father
Married 15 Nov 1882 to Abigail McMullin in St. George 
Temple (She died 28 Mar 1904)
Married Anna Elizabeth Middleton 8 Feb 1912

Mama kept me looking neat and clean even in clothes 
made over or hand-me-downs.  Hair well brushed, 
combed and braided with two ribbon bows to add glamour.  
We lived two blocks from school.  There were always 
children to chat with as we walked to and from and that to 
me was a real joy of youth.

A very dear friend, Agnes Pendleton, lived just one block 
nearer the school.  Many (in fact most) afternoons, coming 
from school we would stop at her home, go to the cellar, 
where there were large bins of apples, choose what 
seemed the largest, wash them, and as we ate, she 
walked on to the corner with me.  The board fence made 
an ideal place to sit and chat as it was near enough to 
each of our homes that either of our mothers could call us.  
There were days too, that she came on up home with me, 
there large split pomegranates picked from the row of 
trees south of our house, would complete our after school 
snack.

Verle Lund later McMullin, lived near in the neighborhood.  
She was often with us too.  They were real happy days, 
and we often slept together.   Our parents truly welcomed 
us with understanding and love in either home.  All of our 
brothers and sisters were special and made our childhood 
days a joy to remember.

February 6, 1917, Mother took Verle and I to the St. 
George temple to be baptized.  It was a long walk, but 
such a wonderful day.  The sisters were so kind to us.  In 
our homes we were still using #3 tin tubs to bathe in, but 
there they let us have a bath in a nice long tub with 
running water.  After we were baptized.  The baptismal font 
with the oxen supporting it was so impressive.  We didnʼt 
have
pictures then to see as you do now.  Brother Lemuel 
Abbott baptized us with Brother William T. Perkins 
confirming us.  



Entering high school (the old Dixie Academy), things 
changed some with different class schedules, but never 
have those childhood friendships and all the happy 
memories changed.  I was an average student, enjoyed 
many good friends of all ages, the school being small so 
everyone soon knew everyone else.  Taking part in class 
plays and the chorus in operas was great fun.  

Even in grade school, I knew a very popular Willie 
Worthen.  He lived in what was called Sandtown, six or 
seven blocks northwest of our home.  I remember well his 
passing each Saturday morning to attend primary.  He 
wore knickerbockers pants, those bloused at the knees.  
Later he and his neighborhood friends could be seen 
walking very rapidly to and from school.  It was a long walk 
home, and there was no school lunch or lunch pails, so 
the trip had to be made four times daily.  

Often they would walk up the lane south of our house past 
the pomegranate trees to view the buffalo that father kept 
for the St. George fair committee.  It was a real attraction 
to all children and most adults.  The pomegranates hung 
handy over the fence as they passed and could have been 
an excuse for the walk when hungry after school.

This Willie Worthen, was class president when we were in 
the 8th grade, also senior year in high school, and I 
believe one other year.  Willie, was liked by all his 
classmates and a special favorite among adults, parents, 
and teachers alike.  While in 6th grade he took the leading 
part in an operetta, “Pioneer Papoose,” and sang solo 
parts.  He had a very good voice.  I was singing in the 
chorus.  He was older than I, but my missing third grade 
and he repeating a year put us in the same 6th grade.  

By the time we were sophomores, we were real good 
friends.  Our junior year we were each dating others, but 
he called me “Sis.”  That summer we corresponded while 
he was in California working.  Fall came, and he was as 

MEMORIES OF MY GRANDFATHER, 
ISAIAH COX, JR.

by Clesta Worthen Adams

I was around ten years old 
when Grandpa Cox and 
Aunt Anna moved to St. 
George. They had been 
living in the Moapa Valley, 
Nevada. I recall him talking 
about raising cantaloupes. 
He said the ground got so 
it didn't produce well - got 
too hard - so he had the 
bright idea of plowing straw 
into the ground, and it 
produced much better.

He and Aunt Anna built a new home in St. George, in the 
northwest part of town, and my father and mother built 
next door to them. Grandpa had an old threshing machine 
in his yard. He puttered around it a lot, hoping to invent 
something better. He had a large Asparagus patch in his 
yard, and walked with his crop to Warren Cox's hotel. He 
liked to sit on his front porch and read the scriptures. 
While married to his first wife, Abigail McMullin, he was 
called on a mission to the Southern states, and his family 
had a real struggle while he was away. My mother told me 
how little food they had. She was the oldest girl. He got 
sick and had to return home.

I remember when Mt. Pleasant had some big celebration, 
they asked him to come because he was the first white 
child born in that town. I have the large photograph that 
was taken of him at that time.
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! She bears no ill will toward any living or departed 
person, and is never disturbed by the racket of little 
children.  Five of the thirteen children born to her are still 
living close about her.  And she now has twenty-eight 
living grandchildren and twenty-four great grandchildren.

! Manomas Lavina Gibson died May 31, 1940, at St. 
George, Utah, being 98 years old at that time.

pleased to see me as I was to see him, and we were soon 
dating real often.  

The senior play proved great fun.  He had the lead male 
part.  I was taking the part of his sister.  Rehearsals were 
often and he called by for me and brought me home.  We 
helped each other with our lines.  The play wasnʼt a 
complete success.  He seemed to give me the lines he 
was suppose to address to the leading lady.  Mama and 
other could even see it as they listened.  

Senior year was special because I had a dear roommate, 
Elsie Burgess.  Her folks lived in the small town of Central, 
so she came and lived with us.  We got along so 
beautifully and it was like having a sister my own age.  
She was going with Emerald Cox by the time graduation 
came.  He and Bill (Willie) were very close friends so the 
four of us enjoyed lots of hours together.

 As class president, Willie (Bill) was to take part in the 
graduation program.  He was real fine in track and with 
extra effort and practice made the team to go to Salt Lake 
City for a special track meet. Just what he wanted, an 
excuse to be away for graduation night.  I was unhappy 
and let down, but with Esie and Em (her future husband) 
and their kindness I managed the evening more 
pleasantly.

Once out of high school I began to seek employment.  
First, at the Drug Store for a few days, found it real 
interesting, but a more steady, better paying job at a café 
owned by Bill Prince was open.  A café in St. George in 
1926 offered a real variety of tasks.  The waitress (title of 
my position ) was to wait on tables, take orders, clear 
dishes, collect, make change, serve at the fountain in 
front, answer the phone, act as fry cook or dishwasher if 
necessary, and even scrub floor when needed.  A real 
experience to say the least.



Later I worked at Whiteheadʼs General Mercantile where I 
sold yardage, clothes, and shoes.  Most everything, even 
acted as decorator of showcases.   From there I moved to 
Snowʼs Furniture store.  Everything from rugs, furniture, 
nails, tar paper, blinds, oil cloth, to fancy hats for milady.  It 
was unpack dishes from a barrel of straw one minute to try 
selling dainty hats the next.  Where to wash my hands?  
Real problem, no special place provided, so just spit and 
wipe.  Brother E. B. Snow and his wife were real kind, 
good people in so many ways and treated me very nice 
always.  The store was on the corner, a block north of 
Dixie College, across from the tabernacle, with large glass 
windows so I could see all the students going and coming 
from school.  Silently, I often wished I could be one of 
them. 

By this time the Willie Iʼd watched so long and dated for 
near a year was making plans for our marriage.  He had 
taken up the mason trade of his father, grandfather, and 
uncles, had a new model A Ford coupe and was working 
diligently to get it paid for.  Summer of 1927 in August, the 
diamond ring came.  It was mail order from Sears, very 
beautiful, even after 50 years.  I was so thrilled, walking on 
air, so to speak.  I continued working until near the 
wedding date, November 23, 1927.

Elsie came to be with me for a few days.  Iʼll always 
remember waking that special day to the singing of birds, 
splashing of water running down the ditch out in front, 
such a lovely morning.  As we dressed we sang and 
hummed together the song, “Itʼs thy wedding morning, 
shining in the sky.  Arise, sweet bride arise, etc.”

At 8 AM we were to be at the St. George temple.  Never 
was there a more handsome groom than “my Bill” when he 
called for me.  Mother and Grandpa Isaiah Cox went with 
us.  We found so many kind friends and relatives there, all 
so willing to assist in any way possible.  

excellent horse and saddle, and released him with 
kindness and the best of feelings.

! She lived in Pipe Springs for one year, then they 
moved to St. George, where she lived for the rest of her 
life, except for two years which she spent in Oxford, Idaho, 
1887-1889, where her youngest child was born.  She was 
the mother of thirteen children, six of which died in infancy.  

! She witnessed the hectic days of Silver Reef, the 
endless and arduous labor of trying to control the Rio 
Virgin for irrigation purposes, the bringing in of the 
Cottonwood water supply for culinary use, and the tradegy 
of the Mountain Meadow Massacre, the gruesome details 
of which still fill her with distress.   

! During her life she has witnessed the transition of 
western travel from the heavily built, ox-drawn prairie 
wagon to the finely equipped carriage.  In 1901 she rode 
in her first automobile, and during the years since then, 
she has enjoyed driving in some of the finest of the 
modern makes of cars.   The Andrus place was well known 
for its fine stalls of work and draft horses, and they went 
about in real style in their fine carriage, behind excellent 
trotters.  James Andrus was never happier than when 
driving a well-groomed outfit.   To the end of his life he 
preferred to travel behind his own team.  

! She was an active Relief Society worker, and served 
in the Primary Presidency.  

! Her husband, James, died in 1914.  Her past many 
years, especially since her blindness, have been spent 
doing ordinance work for the dead, in the St. George 
Temple.  Even at ninety-four, she is still able to enjoy this 
activity, and she looks forward with happiness to the time 
when she may be permitted to meet with those for whom 
she has performed this religious service.  



searched for him and found him sitting in the middle of the 
Indian camp.  She walked out, picked up the baby and 
brought him back to the wagon.  The Indians went away 
without harming them.  

 ! Just as her new rock home  was completed, except 
for doors and windows, her husband was called by 
President Erastus Snow to set out with as many men as 
he could muster to pursue a band of Indians who had 
been molesting the various settlements of southern Utah.  
Leaving two men with his wife at the ranch, Captain 
Andrus took the other thirteen with him and started in 
pursuit.  They were absent three weeks during which time 
the little family at the ranch remained right in the rock 
house with windows and doors rocked up, afraid to 
venture out, or to light a candle at night, lest the natives, 
finding they were unprotected, would attack.  

! During their life at Canaan, her husband traded a 
horse for a husky four year old Indian boy.  He was so 
utterly dirty and unkempt, that Mother Andrus sickened at 
the thought of having to clean him up that first time.  
Seeing how she felt, her sister's daughter, Laura, told her 
not to worry, she would take care of him.  Then with her 
soap, towels and tub, this young girl disappeared into the 
corn patch a few yards from the house, returning for a pail 
of warm water and the wailing child.  It required two or 
three returns to the house for more warm water before she 
was satisfied with her job, but how different he looked 
when she finally brought him back to the ranch house 
scrubbed to the point of shining and decked out in 
clothing.   It was weeks before the little fellow ceased 
moaning for his own people, and he almost grew ill before 
he would accept food and make friends.  But when he 
once yielded, they got along nicely.  He grew up to be an 
excellent help at the ranch and was a grown young man 
when his relatives coaxed him to return to their circle.  
Seeing he wanted to go, Captain Andrus gave him an 

My dress, used at the temple was top half of one of Aunt 
Isaʼs, over tunic it was called, would seem real funny 
compared to the lovely dresses now.  Uncle George 
Whitehead, husband to motherʼs sister Esther was temple 
president.  He married us.  He also gave me my name and 
blessing years before.

Returning near noon we went to Paulaʼs home, where she 
and Orpha had a delicious dinner prepared for us.  The 
table looked so lovely.  There was quite a crowd.  Billʼs 
mother, father, sister Clesta, Aunt Anna and Grandpa Cox, 
mother, Aunt Isa, Uncle Sherm Hardy, (motherʼs sister and 
husband, Orpha, Bob, Paula, Gordon, my brother Jim, two 
girl friends, Elsie and Agnes, and Emerald Cox.  Father 
was working so wasnʼt there.   I have always felt bad 
about that.

That afternoon I had a few friends and neighbors to call to 
see my trousseau.  Looking back, it was very small, not at 
all elaborately displayed, but I was pleased and proud of 
the quilt, sheets, pillowcases and handiwork I had 
accumulated.  There was no wedding reception, I had a 
shower the week before given by Agnes and Elsie held at 
the Pendleton home.  A nice group attended and many 
nice gifts were received.  Also, our neighbors were so kind 
and thoughtful, and several sent nice gifts in.

Our first night was spent in my own room.  In fact, the first 
5-7 days were at motherʼs home.  Thanksgiving was the 
day after we were married.  It was family tradition at the 
time to have dinner with Aunt Isa, so we were there to the 
usual fun day and good dinner.  It was always a joy, and 
until we came to Las Vegas, each year we were welcome 
with the rest of the family.

About a week after our marriage, we left for Los Angeles in 
the new Ford coupe, and both of us rather inexperienced, 
especially me.  I had never traveled farther than Cedar 
City, in a pickup truck to visit Athen Thompson for a week.  



Her father took me up and back.  Billʼs aunt Abbie Cox and 
Uncle Charlie Moore, lived in Los Angeles.  They 
welcomed us warmly and we stayed with them a night or 
two until we located an apartment.  My brother, Richard 
(Dick) worked at a galvanizing plant where Bill found work.

Our first Christmas was the first away from home for either 
of us.  We will never forget the box of goodies Mama 
sent--homemade sausage, pickles, fruitcake, and such.  
Of course, my sisters and Billʼs folks sent boxes too.  Our 
first New Yearʼs Day, the Moores took us to see the 
Pasadena Rose Parade.  What a thrill that was.  Dick and 
his friends came in often and Aunt Abbieʼs, daughter Zella, 
became a good friend and visited often.

Latter part of February, we decided to go to Northern 
California where Uncle Walter Cox had a job for Bill at a 
smelter in Selby where they refined gold and silver.  April 
came and I was feeling very ill each morning, very good 
sign I was to become a mother.  My husband worried 
about me and felt it best I be near mother.  His father 
wrote that the mason work was opening so we returned to 
St. George after five months of new experiences and lots 
of pleasant happy days of honeymoon.

Our first home in St. George, two rooms cold water tap in 
back yard,  carried by bucket into the kitchen, a stand wide 
enough for wash basin, and the bucket stood in the corner.  
A mirror hung on the wall and hook for hand towel.  Bucket 
under the stand to hold soiled wash water.  The stove, a 
coal and wood range, a table, two or three chairs, and a 
small dish cupboard completed the furnishing.  A small 
pantry served to store pots, pans, and foodstuff.  No 
bathroom, a two-holer outhouse was way out in the lot.  
The bedroom doubled as front room or living room.

For the weekly wash, the water was heated in the yard, in 
a tub with fire under it.  Dear Bill, was up early to make 
fire, heat water and punch all the clothes with the punch 

best order possible.  Not having been used for some time, 
this shed at least afforded a shelter; and as her two 
children were ill with the fever, she was grateful for that 
much.  While here, her two children continued to grow 
worse, finally dying, one six weeks after the other.  

! The succeeding two or three years were spent in St. 
George, where two more children were born, Edwin in 
1868, who died when a month old, and Moses in 1870.  
These first four children were born under great hardships 
and suffering.  Each time she was confined in a bed made 
on the floor, and after the fourth day she felt obliged to be 
up and at the housework again. 

! In the spring of 1872,  Manomas moved to Canaan, 
where the next eleven years of her life were spent caring 
for her family and cooking for the men who were assisting 
her husband in caring for his droves of horses and herds 
of cattle.  For the first few years, her house was a wagon 
box, and over a fire in the open she did the cooking for the 
fifteen hired men, her husband (when he was home), and 
herself,  and children.  Finally, a rock house was built for 
her. 

! While she was living in the wagon box, and was alone 
at camp except for a sixteen year old boy and her son, 
Moses, who was only eighteen months old, a frightening 
experience occured.  One evening, just at sundown, eighty 
Indians came riding up to the ranch, all in their war paint, 
and camped down in a clump of trees close to her wagon 
box.  The only thing she could do was to kill them  a beef, 
so she and this young boy proceeded to do so before it 
became too dark to see.  They gave the Indians the beef 
and a sack of flour.  She didn't sleep that night or undress 
herself or her child, shaking for fear that they would be 
killed.

! Next morning as she was straining the milk she 
looked up and found her child gone.  She frantically 



! In 1851, the Gibsons came to the Dixie Mission, 
settling at first in what is now the town of Grafton.  Her 
sister, Laura, had married James Andrus, and after a time 
she came to live with them in St. George.   After some 
time, James asked her to become his plural wife.  She did 
not consent at once, although she did not "spit in his face" 
as she had vowed she would do should any man ask her 
to enter polygamy.  In 1862, James was called to  go back 
to the Platt River and escort a company of emigrants to 
Utah.  Manomas went to Salt Lake with her sister Laura in 
time to meet the men on their return, and while there the 
marriage to her sister's husband was consumated in the 
Old Endowment House--a step in life she has never felt to 
regret, although for many years it meant partial isolation 
from community life and plenty of hard work.  She said, 
"James never showed any partiality.  If he bought a spool 
of thread for one, he did for the other too."

! The first five years of her married life were spent at 
Duncan, which was an important location for her husband 
who ran his cattle and horses between there and Canaan.  
He was also appointed as a Captain in helping to quell the 
Indians who were giving a good bit of trouble during the 
early sixties.  

! In 1864, her son George Judson was born, and in 
March of 1866, she bore a daughter whom they named 
Medora.  

! In September of that year the Bishop requested the 
people in the nearby settlements to congregate at Grafton 
for greater protection.  Captain Andrus had been sent to 
Salt Lake City for supplies  and ammunition, but before 
going had arranged for his wife and children to be moved 
into  a place he had secured for them.  But when the hired 
man got them to Grafton, the house they had expected to 
have was already occupied, and scarlet fever was 
prevalent.  The only place available was an open cow 
shed in which her possessions were assembled in the 

stick before he left for a full days work laying brick.  That, 
of course, left the rubbing, rinsing and hanging of clothes 
for me.

Our baby was expected around Thanksgiving.  Orpha 
expected Renee, then too.  She arrived the day before 
Thanksgiving, and I continued to wait.  Some four days 
before Christmas, pains began and Dr. Wilford Reichman 
came.  I was having the baby at Motherʼs so was over 
there.  Three days at 6 AM he was called and spent all day 
until about 3 PM Christmas day.  It was near 1 PM that our 
Christmas boy arrived nearly ten pounds, a very fine 
looking baby, soft dark curly hair, looking near a month old.  
It was an instrument birth.  Dr. was afraid for both the baby 
and I.  I feel certain many prayers were said and much 
concern felt.  Grateful those prayers were answered and 
all was well.  My father, Paula, and Bill were there to help 
Dr. Reichman and Sister Mary Lee.  The latter was the 
midwife that helped to bring Bill into the world and is a 
distant relative.  Mama was so upset she stayed in the 
kitchen doing what needed to be done to help.  Dear 
Orpha came with chicken and dressing and all the 
trimmings for their Christmas dinner.  I know Paula was 
most anxious about her two boys and Gordon.  It was a 
different Christmas for all of them.

Our little boy was named Richard Gordello to be called R. 
G.  We stayed six weeks with Mother and Dad.  Such 
good care and much love.  Jim was still single, he showed 
so much concern for us.

April 3, 1920, fifteen months and nine days later at 
Grandma and Grandpa Worthenʼs home our first little girl 
arrived, a real joy, a tiny blond.  Aunt Ida Seegmiller and 
Dr. Reichman were with us.  The birth was normal and all 
went very well.  We had more good care from our loving 
parents and sister, Clesta.  The name, Carlita ,was 
suggested by Grandma.  She had read a novel using that 
name and liked it.  



For some time before she came, Bill was working at Zion 
Park, so we had moved to my parents so I wouldnʼt be 
alone.  The work was building the arch bridge at the foot of 
Mt. Carmel Tunnel.  Grandpa Worthen and his brother Bob 
were also working there.  

We soon moved into another two room apartment near by.  
When Carlita was four weeks old, the day she was 
blessed, she showed signs of whooping cough.  R.G. had 
taken it from his cousins, Dayne and Jack Mathis, when 
he stayed with Aunt Paula while I was in bed.  Many 
sleepless nights followed with two little ones coughing so 
hard and often.  

In August we purchased a lot with a small two-room 
house, so we moved again.  The house was old but with 
some repair and remodeling we made ourselves 
comfortable and it was gradually becoming ours.  Soon we 
had a cow, pig, and some chickens to help with the living 
and add to our daily routine tasks.  No luxury yet, except 
the cold water tap was now in the kitchen and outside we 
had a cooler of sorts—shelves with screen wire around 
them, an aluminum tray at the top where water was kept, 
gunny sacks hung in the water and down all sides to keep 
the milk, butter and such cool.  

It was on November 8, 1931, our second little boy arrived 
at this humble home.  He was a handsome baby much like 
his brother, a little more blonde.  Faithful Dr. Reichman, 
Aunt Ida, Aunt Paula, and of course his Daddy attended.  
We decided we wanted to name him Clarence, and Aunt 
Orpha suggested Merlyn, so we gave him both names, 
Clarence Merlyn.

Yes, our hands were real full, home very small, and days 
really busy, and three under three years old.  With our 
hearts full of love we managed very well by working 
together.

evenings.  Candles, when we could get them, were better, 
but it was a long time before we had any lamps."

! Manomas was baptized into the Church in Big 
Cottonwood Creek, in 1850, when she was eight years of 
age.

! When Manomas was fifteen years of age she went to 
work in the home of Levi Stewart, who had three families 
for whom she did the general housework, most of the 
cooking, and all of the washing.  For this she received a 
wage of $1.50 per week, mostly in store-pay.   With this  
money she purchased her first dainty piece of calico print 
at 25 cents per yard, and made it up during odd minutes 
and after work.  She remained at Stewart's until her 
mother's illness made it necessary for her to return home.  
Later she worked at the Beehive House for Zina D. Young.

! Due to her mother  being ill most of the time after she 
was of school age, this pioneer girl had little opportunity 
for an education.  She did attend a few weeks of school in 
Big Cottonwood, and was able to complete the Third 
Reader before being compelled to discontinue school.  

! When Manomas was fifteen years of age, her father 
brought home a second wife, just a young girl her own 
age.  From time to time there was considerable trouble 
between this young wife and the Gibson children.   
Because of this experience,  Manomas vowed she would 
never marry in the order of polygamy then practiced by the 
Church.  Her father was very pious and strict in his 
demands of no labor on the Sabbath, and it seemed to be 
Manomas' misfortune to be reported for extra floor 
scrubbing or cooking now and then on the Sabbath.  And 
when father Gibson punished, he never slighted the job in 
the least.  The wounds thus made in the heart of this girl 
were slow to heal, though she thinks now of ways that she 
might have avoided much of the trouble then endured.



gulls.  She shuddered as she recounted the way the gulls 
gorged on the crickets till they could hold no more, than 
disgourged themselves and took on a fresh feeding until 
finally the cricket horde were destroyed.

! The family moved to Big Cottonwood in the spring of 
1848, where they erected, first, just a shelter of willows, 
and her father did some farming.  They brought some tools 
with them when they came across the plains, a heavy axe, 
a sort of spade shovel, and her father had a few carpenter 
tools.  Soon they had a log house, or cabin, in 
Cottonwood, but just a very small place and plenty 
crowded, even though their possessions were very 
meager. 

!  They had only Johnny cake most of the time for the 
family, but her father  secured a little flour for her invalid  
mother.  They did have a pretty plenty of meat most of the 
time, as her father was handy at killing the wild rabbits and 
pine hens, and there were lots of fish in the stream not far 
from their home.  They also dug sego roots, cooking the 
bulbs much the same as potatoes.  And they soon raised 
their own potatoes and such small vegetable as are found 
commonly in gardens--benas, pease, carrots, cabbage, 
beets and turnips.  They made some molasses from beets, 
as well as from cane, and this syrup was the chief 
sweetener for all purposes.  

! She laughed a little as she described the lighting 
systems of those first years in Utah.  "Often all we had 
was the pine log in the fireplace.  And before we got to 
making candles, we use the tallow dip.  For this we would 
use one of mother's heavy saucers, which was deep 
enough to hold a good cup of the melted tallow.  Then we 
would select a heavy button around which we fastened a 
piece or scrap of course cloth.  This was tied over the 
button, then the ends were stripped and braided.  Such a 
lamp would give us a fairly good light for two or three 

Bill worked side by side with his father at mason work 
when possible and so enjoyed close companionship as 
father and son.  November 22, 1933, that was ended.  Our 
dear Father and Grandfather, William Worthen, passed 
away after only a very short, painful illness.  He was such 
a kind, gentle, loving Father and husband.  It was a real 
deep sorrow.  He was only 54 years old.  Grandma was so 
very lonely.

The following year on November 11, 1934, in our tiny 
home, a second baby girl arrived, a real pretty, fat, cuddly 
little one.  Mamaʼs sister, Isabelle Morris Grundy, has 
always been so very dear to us as a family and to me 
most special.  Her only child, a son, was killed when a 
junior in high school, so I wanted to name our little girl for 
her, spelling it Isabel.  She was real proud of her 
namesake and loved her dearly.  The loyal Dr. Reichman 
and Aunt Ida were there to assist us.  Aunt Paula was 
expecting her Dick very soon.  Aunt Orpha was with us 
part of the time.  Mama kept the other children for a day or 
two.

Now there were six sharing two rooms.  Crowded to say 
the least, but when love and happiness is present, space 
isnʼt so important.  We never went hungry or dirty.

Plans were underway for a new home on the west of the 
lot.  The little boys, R.G. now 5, Clair 3, helped when 
making the adobes with their Daddy every spare hour.  I 
am sure Dick (R. G.) remembers that.  My father had a 
team of horses.  He helped dig the basement with hours of 
hard labor and effort.  He owned a lot or two at the foot of 
the red hill where he grew alfalfa, so often he would come 
by in the wagon, call R. G. and the three, Carlita, and 
Clair, would run out, climb aboard and go to the lots to 
water.  How they loved those wagon rides and being with 
Grandpa.  



There were times of worry and illness too.  February after 
R. G. turned five was a bad time.  He had earache, 
nosebleeds, fever, and was real ill.  Both doctors came, 
found it was mastoid and surgery was necessary, a most 
delicate operation near the bone behind the ear.  Our 
Father in Heaven surely answered our prayers in his 
behalf.  After a week or more in the hospital, with one of us 
or his good aunts or grandmas there, he went to stay with 
Mother and Dad for a couple more weeks.  It was a long 
time before his head was free from bandages and his hair 
at normal length again.  The same year Clair had 
convulsions, and Carlita had a long spell of tonsillitis.  
Isabel was just a baby.  We wondered if spring would ever 
come.  Without prayer and faith such times would have 
been unbearable.  

By the summer of 1937, our two story brick home was 
ready to welcome our fifth child.  The day, July 2, was 
much like the day I arrived, very humid, hot and sultry.  We 
did have an electric fan on the floor.  She came about one 
month late, weighing close to ten pounds.  She was a 
beautiful baby with lots of rather dark hair, happy smiles 
and a cheery disposition, which never changed.  She was 
the pride and joy of her brothers and sisters and every 
child in the neighborhood came in to see her as soon as 
they were told.  Her name was chosen because her Daddy 
and I knew a lovely girl by that name Leola Edwards.  

Life was much easier in our new home.  Electric stove, hot 
and cold water, lovely bathroom, new electric wringer 
washer in the basement and plenty of bedrooms, large 
kitchen and a front room and parlor.  When our baby was 
less than a year old, my health began to give me problems 
and I was in bed for a time.  A very dear hired girl came for 
the small sum of $5 a week, only a teenager, but so 
helpful and gave the children such wonderful care.  
Replacing a mother of five was no small task.  With a rest I 
was soon able to take over again.  

winter.  Mr. Gibson had contracted Mountain Fever 
(Thphoid) which was their reason for this delay along the 
route.

! Though not yet five years of age, "Aunt Nome" 
recounts clearly the incidents of that long cold winter.  One 
event stands out prominently in her mind.  There were 
assembled at Pueblo, along with the few Mormon 
Pioneers, quite a number of traders and trappers who did 
a good bit of drinking and gambling.  One night some of 
these men were gambling in a building next to the cabin 
occupied by the Gibsons.  An argument arose over the 
card game, and the Gibson children were terrified at the 
thought of what was going on so near them, as they could 
hear every word of the snarling, swearing men.  Suddenly 
there were shots.  One man was killed.  Keen in her mind 
today is the memory of that awful night, the loud shouting 
of the men and their gunfire as they pursued the murderer, 
who was later apprehended, shot to death and brought to 
camp for burial.  Father Gibson, being a carpenter, 
fashioned a coffin from rough logs in which the murderer 
was buried.  Much suffering was endured during that long 
winter and such anguish lest something should happen 
and they might not get to the Valley.

! With the coming of spring they resumed their journey 
to Utah, continuing with the sick detachment from the 
Mormon Batallion under Captain Brown, and arriving in 
Salt Lake Valley July 29th, 1847, five days after the main 
caravan of pioneers.  There was almost a celebration over 
their safe arrival, as there had been great anxiety 
concerning them.  

! The Gibsons remained in Salt Lake during the 
summer and winter of 1847, and Manomas remembers 
taking a hand with her brothers and sisters and the others 
in the war waged on the crickets.  The children were given 
small wooden mallets and did all they could to help 
exterminate the insects.  Then came the great flocks of 



Dixie College gymnasium and General Building and the 
recently erected Amusement Hall and open-air pavillion.

! "Aunt Nome" is a very small woman, and she is 
growing just a trifle frail.  Her voice is not as vibrant as it 
once was, but her mind is clear and her hearing 
remarkably keen.  Having previously obtained enough 
items from her life history for a local newspaper writeup, 
going over her remembrance again in somewhat greater 
detail was a genuine pleasure for me and seemingly for 
her.  We spent a most affable two hours. 

! Manomas Lavina Gibson was born in Monroe County, 
Mississippi,

 March 10, 1842, the daughter of George Washington and 
Mary Ann Sparks Gibson, she being the tenth of eleven 
children.  She has no record of the actual town in which 
she was born, knowing only the county and state.  As she 
recalls, they were in a farming district apart from actual 
towns.

! Manomas was only four years of age when her 
parents and other family members became converts of the 
Latter-day Saints (Mormon) Church and commenced the 
long journey across the Great Plains to Utah.  There were  
seventeen persons in the group from Mississippi, who 
joined the Pioneers at Ft. Laramie, in June of 1847.  They 
had wintered at Pueblo, along with many others who later 
joined Captain Brown's detachment of the Mormon 
Batallion and came on to Ft. Laramie with them, arriving 
June 16th, the first seventeen having arrived on the 1st.  
The entire group pushed forward on the 17th, hoping to 
overtake the main caravan before it reached Utah.  These 
facts are recorded in the Utah Chronology.  The Gibsons 
were with this company of seventeen who wintered at 
Pueblo, which was then only a small trading post with a 
few log buildings.  There were only a few other women 
than those of the Gibson party in the settlement that 

The older children all remember the Halloween party they 
had, with cousin, Lela Lund, as witch, apple ducking, 
ghosts and such for all the neighborhood friends of R.G., 
Carlita, and Clair.

May 31, 1940, my grandmother Manomas Andrus passed 
away at the age of 98.  She had been blind for some 
fifteen years.  Grandpa Richard Morris, died before I was 
born on 12 December 1901.  Grandma Emma Morris 
passed away when I was 8 years old, 15 November 1916.  
Grandpa James Andrus passed away when I was 6, 8 
December 1914.

My own father passed away 12 December 1941.  His sight 
had failed some five years earlier though not total 
blindness.  He was a kind, loving Grandpa, and he held 
every grandchild on his knee and fed them from his plate 
when they visited his home.  Thanksgiving before he 
passed away we had he, mother and the family at our 
home.  We so enjoyed that day together.  

My memories of Thanksgiving with Grandpa and Grandma 
James Andrus is long, long tables, lots of delicious food, 
dozens of cousins, aunts and uncles.  The adults were 
served first while the children played in the yard and 
parlor, then the tables were reset with everything fresh and 
we as children were called in.  Those were very special 
days to remember.  He had two wives and 14 children so 
not all needed to be present to make a huge crowd.

Some three months after fatherʼs funeral and Christmas 
was over, my heart again gave me real problems and Dr. 
Reichman ordered me to bed for six weeks rest.  What a 
situation!  It had paid off however, as the years have 
proven.  Bonita Burgess, a very dear girl came to our 
rescue and was our hired girl for a long time.  She even 
came to Las Vegas when we moved in May of 1942 to 
give me aid with the family.



It must have been April when Billʼs health became a 
problem.  His feet gave him such pain, arch supports, bed 
rest and other things were tried, none really cured them.  
Dr. Howard Woodbury, here in Las Vegas, found it was his 
teeth causing the trouble.  He removed ulcerated teeth 
and things cleared up, but with so much worry and 
concern for our family he developed ulcers of the stomach 
and suffered for several years with pain before he finally 
had to have surgery.

Leaving St. George was hard on our mothers, both 
widows.  They felt so sad to have us leave and I am sure 
they were so very worried with both of us not as well as 
usual.

Motherʼs Day, 10 May 1942, after church we packed the 
last load and came down to an old house that needed 
much repair on 1100 South 3rd St.  There was a screen 
porch on three sides, kitchen, front room, and two 
bedrooms, the bathroom had two doors, one on each side 
wall.  The summer was spent remodeling.  Bill and the 
boys closed in a portion of the back screen porch for a 
bedroom, changed the entry to the bath, along with many 
others changes for improvement.  This was our home from 
May 1942 until October 1943 when we purchased a real 
nice home fully furnished.  To us it seemed a real palace, 
at 213 No 6th St.  It was within walking distance to the 
grade school and high school, our First Ward Chapel, and 
Fremont Street where shopping center was fast growing.

Leola was entering 1st grade and our nextdoor neighbors 
were the K.O. Knudsens.  Karen, their youngest was in 
her class and they were soon fast friends.  The Perry girls, 
Mona and Diane, lived a block away.  They came by each 
day to call for Carlita and Isabel.  We felt very comfortable 
in the ward, getting to know many.  I had been teaching a 
Trail Builder class for sometime.  The Boggʼs family were 
very near and became very dear to us.

History of Monomas Lavina Gibson
! The following pioneer 
personal history interview 
with Manomas Lavina 
Gibson Andrus, wife of 
Captain James Andrus, 
was held at the home of 
Mrs. Andrus in the 
presence of her 
granddaughter, Mrs. 
Caddie Andrus Graff, and 
Mabel Jarvis, the 
interviewer,  in behalf of 
the Utah Historic Records 
Survey of Washington 

County, Utah, in 1936.  Whenever the pioneer is quoted 
the writer has made an effort to quote the exact wording 
given.  All supplementary material used was assembled 
from a previous interview with the writer and from a sketch 
prepared by Manomas's daughter, Mrs. Vilate Andrus 
Wadsworth, on  the request of the Daughters of the Utah 
Pioneers.

! When I called on Manomas Lavina Gibson Andrus, 
"Aunt Nome" to most of us Dixie folk, she was busily 
washing the breakfast dishes, and gave little evidence of 
her ninety-four years, or of her total blindness, from which 
incapacity she has suffered since 1922.  She resides with 
her granddaughter, Mrs. Caddie Andrus Graff and family; 
rather, they live with her in the home built for her by her 
late husband in the early nineteen hundreds and with 
which she became familiar before being deprived of her 
sight.  This home is located on First South Street, midway 
between First and Second West, and is just a block west 
of the public square on which are located the Woodward 
School, County Library, St. George Stake Tabernacle, 
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Mary Jane Heap
Unfortunately, we do not have 
any stories about Mary Jane. You 
can find some little info in her 
husbandʼs, Joseph Smith 
Worthen, story (see #7).

So look at the picture below and 
see what you can determine from 
that. 

With the house we obtained two lots.  It was rented as 
were the others.  World Ward II was on, rent was frozen 
and we were getting very low rent, so we sold the lot to Mr. 
Douglas for his daughter, Idonna Martin, and her two girls, 
Marilyn and Arlis.  Her husband was in the service.  Lovely 
family and we still keep in touch.

December 1987

I, Isabel, have been given the special assignment of 
updating Motherʼs life history.  I do so with a great deal of 
apprehension, and yet pleasure.  Reading her diaries and 
journals she kept have helped me to know Mother in a 
new way.  Especially since I have now experienced so 
many of the same feelings, and know where she was 
coming from.  Of course, I cannot make the history as 
personal as she would have done, but the events are 
covered, and I will be quoting directly from her writings in 
many instances.

The first five years (1942-1947) of their living in Las Vegas 
were busy, happy, growing ones for Mom and Dad, 
Richard, Carlita, Clair, Isabel, and Leola.  This seems like 
a good place to give the ages of all for a better vision of 
how our home life was.  Dad was only 37, Mom 34, 
Richard 14, Carlita 13, Clair 11, Isabel 8 and Leola 5.  
Mom and Dad had been married 15 years.  In 1943 Mom 
wrote:  “Another wedding day.  We are all enjoying fine 
health, have a good home and our love is still very real.  I 
am thankful for countless blessings.”

The family home on 6th street had two bedrooms, until 
Dad and the boys built on the extra bedroom just off the 
front room where the driveway had been, making the 
driveway shorter.  When Dad took to do something it was 
done at least twice as fast as anyone else could have 
done it and much better.  Richard and Clair were lerning 
valuable skills as they worked along with him.  Just shortly 
after the room was completed and the boyʼs beds moved 



in, they began work on the cellar, digging out the dirt from 
under the front room and making the entrance in the back 
of the house, giving mother a fruit room and storage area.

Summer of 1946, Dad built a barbecue for family fun and 
parties.  He had it ready to use in three days, but 
continued a few more days to put the final touches on.  
Then, the decision was made to build rooms at the back of 
the lot for rentals.  Single bedroom and bath.  They began 
the building on the first of October 1946, and they were 
completed and rented by the first of February 1947, eight 
rentals each with private entrances.  Much later these 
eight were increased to 16.  

While Dad, Richard, and Clair, were busy on these 
projects, Mother, and the girls were busy keeping the 
house clean, the clothes washed, ironed, mended, and the 
meals prepared.  And, bread made.  Mother often states in 
her writings of how tired, weary, out of pep she felt and 
wondered why.  

On Mondays, her washday, she was up by 4:30 moving 
the wringer washer out into the kitchen from its storage 
place and getting it filled with hot water, and the rinse tub 
filled with water with the bluing added to help whiten the 
clothes.  It took time to sort the clothes into batches of 
darks, light, levis, towels, sheets, etc.  After running the 
clean clothes through the wringer, they were ready to carry 
outdoors to hang upon the clotheslines.  Mother said that 
often they had to borrow Mrs. Boggs lines to finish 
hanging the wash.  It was a beautiful art to hang the 
clothes and make them look smooth to dry more quickly 
and easier to iron coming Tuesday.   One day she wrote 
that she was completed with the laundry by 10:30 AM and 
was so pleased with herself.  After the clothes were dry, 
she would bring them in off the lines and dampen each 
article, roll them up, and place them in a bushel basket 
and cover with a towel to keep them just moist enough to 
iron out nicely the next day.  Many a day she wrote, “a full 

which he was still managing at the time of his death, but  it 
was  known as James Andrus & Sons, St. George, Utah.

In political affairs he was active and interested.  After the 
division of party lines when Utah joined the Union, he was 
elected State Representative to the first Legislature, 
November 5, 1895.  He was a Democrat from Washington 
County.  He served as County Commissioner for several 
terms, and he was chosen as the Presidential elector from 
Utah on the Democratic Ticket in the election of 1912.

In 1896, he was ordained a Bishop by Franklin D. 
Richards and set apart to preside over the St. George 
Ward.  He discharged his duties faithfully in that office until 
he was honorably released.  He was a member of the 
High Council at the time of death.

James was especially interested in the farming, 
stockraising, and mercantile business enterprises that 
were started in the area.  He was also interested in nearly 
every irrigation project or business enterprise which was 
started.  His judgment was good, and he was respected by 
his business associates.

He was liberal with his means for public purposes, 
especially in the erection of school buildings.  He was the 
father of the Woodwork department of Dixie College.  He 
was Vice President of the Bank of St. George, from its 
organization until the time of his death.  He was also 
President of the Telephone Company for many years.

James died at his home in St. George, Utah, December 8, 
1914, after leading a very successful life.  His widow,  
Manomas G. Andrus, and fourteen children survived him.  
He had at this time forty-five grandchildren who survived 
him.  He was the father of twenty-one children.



corporation, which was done by each one turning in his 
stock and receiving credit in the company.  This company, 
the "Canaan Cooperative Livestock Company," proved to 
be a great benefit to the people.  

In 1871, James Andrus became the General Manager of 
the Canaan Cooperative Livestock Company, and he was 
a very good and capable man for the position.  The 
business increased under his management.  He was in 
charge of this company for twenty-five years.  

From 1871 until the time of his death, he could be found 
each year in the saddle.  No finer specimen of manhood 
ever sat upon a horse.  Six feet one inch in height, and 
weighing in his prime 230 pounds, he was always riding 
on the finest horses that money and breeding could 
produce.  Cow horses are not raised, but are "born", just 
like cowboys.  Many men worked at the cow business all 
their lives and never became efficient cowhands.  A good 
cowpuncher can ride a hackamore colt into a herd of 
cattle, and he will know at once whether the animal is a 
good cow horse.  Such horses, owned and raised by 
James Andrus were named, Bishop, Bollie and a score of 
others.  

James was a trustworthy cowboy, a successful cattleman, 
merchant, and banker.  He was a wise statesman and a 
true soldier.  This man did his full part in the colonization of 
the west, and keeping pace with its development.  He was 
at home at the old-time roundups, or at the new roundups.

After James resigned from running the  Canaan 
Cooperative Livestock Association, he engaged in the 
cattle business for himself and became the leading 
stockraiser in this section.

Later he became identified with the Wooley, Lund and 
Judd Mercantile Co.  He succeeded in buying this firm out, 

day of ironing.”  Motherʼs iron of 19 years went out early in 
1946, and she had to borrow the neighbors.  She did not 
like that at all!  She was very pleased when Richard 
bought her a new one some time later.  She was even 
more pleased when she received her new Maytag wringer 
washer in 1946.  Dad had been keeping the old washer 
together for years.  

Even on washday, and every day, she still had three hot 
meals to prepare.  The children all came home from 
school at noon to a hot meal.  I remember “tuffies” (called 
scones today) on bread making day, or white beans and 
ham over homemade bread, and, often homemade soups.  
Dad worked hard, and he never did like light meals, but 
was a meat and potato man.  On any given day, there was 
also several phone calls about her Primary work, darning, 
mending or sewing new dresses for her girls.  

Work was not all they did however.  Richard bought a 
Monopoly game in August 1942, and for several days the 
family played the game for as long as four hours at a time.  
They often attended pictures shows, sometimes as many 
as twice a week; and they had many close friends who 
stopped by often for visiting:  Frank and Virginia Reber, 
Uncle George and Aunt Cleo Worthen, Art and Maurine 
Blake, Merle and Beulah Frehner and others.  Dad bought 
his first boat and motor in 1943 for  $150.   Mother couldnʼt 
see why he would do a thing like that when things were so 
unsettled.  Dad, Dick, and Clair were out in the boat many, 
many times fishing or just having a ride on Lake Mead.

Mother belonged to a Literary Club (1945), which met 
once a month where a book was reviewed by the women.  
Mother was made the secretary in 1946.  She enjoyed this 
time and the learning from others and the reading of her 
own that she found time to do.  She expressed often in her 
writings how much she loved that group of women.   



Mother served in the Primary for many years.  Trail Blazer 
leader (10-11 year old boys), and then was called in July 
1944 to be the First Ward Primary President.  She served 
in that calling until April 1948.  I felt, as I read, that she 
really loved this work even though it was hard for her and 
very time consuming.  She wrote once, “I feel like I am a 
flop at being president.”  She also wrote often of the love 
that she felt for her counselors and the teachers and the 
young people.  Many of these sisters are still in touch with 
her today.

Another item I could not help but pick up on in her writing 
was the Saturday routine.  This routine was the complete 
cleaning of the house—floors, beds changed, windows 
cleaned, blinds dusted, furniture polished, bathrooms 
scoured.  It was the type of cleaning that today we reserve 
for spring or fall cleaning.  Much like the washday, it was a 
constant thing for every Saturday.  Once she wrote, “the 
Saturday routine annoys Bill.”  Even though the five of us 
each remember something good or bad about the “routine 
for Saturday”, I feel certain we all have to admit that was a 
marvelous training experience and family building time.  
We learned the joy of being clean, the rewards of hard 
work, and the satisfaction of a job well done.  Each one of 
us learned how to paint a room by hands-on teaching.  

World War II was going on during most of these years.  
Food, clothes and gas were all rationed, and stamp books 
were issued to each member of the family for these and 
other items to be purchased.  Mom stated that we were 
rationed three pair of shoes a year in 1943.  Mother had 
two nephews serving in the war, Dayne and his brother 
Jack Mathis.  They were stationed in India and Germany.  
She was faithful in writing and mailing packages to them 
and worrying about them with her, sister, Paula.  Mother 
wrote of the death of US President F.D. Roosevelt, and of 
several invasions, and finally the end of the fighting in 
Germany in May 1945, and talked of the celebrating that 
went on all night in town. 

appear.  Frantically Tenney shouted,  "Look out, Captain, 
that Indian will kill you."  Instantly Captain Andrus reigned 
his horse, a high-spirited animal named "Black Hawk," 
which threw up its head and received in its forehead the 
arrow intended for its rider.  The arrow was so deeply 
imbedded in the skull of the horse that it could not be 
removed until the settlements were reached, when it was 
extracted with a pair of blacksmith's shoeing pincers.

The battle was soon over.  The Indians were either killed 
or scattered; and when Captain Andrus called his men 
together, none was missing, notwithstanding the stubborn 
resistance of the enemy and many hair-breadth escapes.

James Andrus was elected Lieutenant Colonel of the 1st 
Regiment of Cavalry, on the February 22, 1868, and was 
commissioned by acting Governor Edwin Higgins, on April 
15, 1868.   In November of 1871, Jacob Hamblin met the 
Navajo Indians, principally Chief Defiance, and concluded 
a Treaty of Peace with him.  Chief Walker visited Captain 
Andrus at his home after the Treaty of Peace and they 
became good friends.  He told Captain Andrus they had 
tried more than any one thing to kill him, realizing he was 
the most successful one in defeating their purpose.

In 1867, James moved his family from Grafton to St. 
George, where he was to remain until his death.

When the pioneers came to Dixie they brought their 
livestock with them, such as milk cows, work horses, and 
what other animals they possessed.  From the vast 
amount of public domain, it was easy to see that the 
livestock business could be made to be a great benefit to 
the people in this part of the state.

As the livestock increased, it was necessary to extend 
their grazing borders.  They finally went out on top of 
Hurricane Fault, on the Antelope, and what was then know 
as the Canaan Ranch.  It was later thought best to form a 



marauders.  This message came from Captain Copeland 
to James, who was at the time in Virgin, Utah.  He was to 
meet and join forces with a Captain Freeman from 
Washington, Utah.  Together the militia numbered about 
eighty men.   This force moved rapidly forward, hoping to 
cut off the retreat of the Navajos toward their own country.  
By a forced march, nightfall found them camped on the 
Cedar Ridge, about eight miles west of Pipe Springs.  
About 4 am the man on guard saw, away off across the 
plains, a light which he thought was a fire.  He woke 
Captain Andrus.  The later unhesitatingly declared that the 
light was reflected from a fire, and that there were Indians 
there.  He could smell them.

Orders were immediately issued, and the men were soon 
mounted and moving noiselessly toward the light which 
shone in the darkness several miles away.  A convenient 
wash or gully, made it possible for the Militia to approach 
to within one hundred and fifty yeards of the unsuspecting 
Navajo, who were busily occupied with their breakfast of 
broiled beef.  

Dismounting his men, Captain James Andrus, to whom the 
direct command had been entreated , left a detail to hold 
the horses.  With the remainder of his forces he attacked 
the camp.  At the first fire the Navajo's scattered.  But at 
the command of their Chief, they ran out, came together, 
and faced their assailants, notwithstanding the great odds 
arrayed against them.   Slowly they retreated to the top of 
a neighboring ridge, where they made a stand, returning 
shot for shot.

Captain Andrus now ordered his men to remount, and take 
the position which the Indians were holding, by assault.  
Charging straight up the bluff, the Captain rode, leading 
his men.  As he rushed up the slope ;toward the rocks, 
Ammon Tenney, who was at a different angle, saw an 
Indian on the crest of the ridge, one knee on the ground, 
his bow bent to the arrowhead, waiting for the Captain to 

Mom and Dad returned to St. George as often as possible 
to see their motherʼs and loved ones.  They would return 
with fruit, vegetables, meat, eggs, and other food items, 
which Mom would cook up, bottle or dry for storage.  One 
trip in 1946, they returned with a piano.  A fruit peddler 
from St. George would stop by our house during the fruit 
season and Mom would buy several boxes of fruit or 
vegetable from him.  One year she recorded bottling over 
a hundred bottles of fruit with Carlitaʼs help and often 
Grandma Andrus or Grandma Worthen or Maurine Blake 
would be there to help.

Dick graduated from 8th grade in 1943, Carlita in 1944, 
and Clair in 1946.  Isabel was baptized in 1942 and Leola 
in 1945.  Dick and Clair received the Aaronic Priesthood 
and worked on their scouting.  Carlita attended camp two 
different summers, and Dick and Clair attended scout 
camps.  Dick and Carlita got jobs outside the home, and 
Dick took up flying lessons.  At least once a month there 
was a party, fireside or group of Dick or Carlitaʼs friends 
over for an evening.  

All of the children suffered through the childhood diseases.  
Several times there would be two sick at one time.  Clair 
was brought home from a scout outing because he had 
fallen several feet down a hillside and was badly hurt and 
bruised.  

School report card days were recorded in her writings as, 
“children did well,” “fair reports”, or “we are proud of them.”  
Through all of these growing-up times, Mother was right 
there to make the day special with new clothes sewn by 
her, (oft times the material used was from a dress given 
Mom by Aunt Clesta or Aunt Paula) cakes, praises, and 
very tender nursing care.  She wrote of moving the ironing 
board into Leolaʼs bedroom so she could be near her while 
she was sick and still get the ironing done.  Mother was an 
expert with the needle, thread and sewing machine—an 



old treddle Singer.  It seemed that every week she was 
busy making something for one of us, even costumes.  
What a savings that talent was.

During these five years, Mother wrote of her very special 
relationship with her Mother.  Grandma Andrus, would 
come and spend a few days to a week with Mother and 
they would shop, work together (the washing, ironing, and 
cleaning and cooking had to go on), sewing, take in a 
movie or just sit and visit.  And several times, Mother 
would leave the family behind and take a weekend or a 
week to be in St. George with her mother, sisters and 
brothers.   She would get a permanent, visit all the family, 
attend as many socials as possible, usually a funeral, and 
then with her arms loaded with foods, and her heart happy 
would return to Vegas and her waiting family.

This ended on 9 October 1946, when her mother passed 
away.  Grandma had been living in Bell, California, with 
her son Dick since his wife, Irene, had passed away with 
cancer in April 1945.  Grandma left her lifetime home in St. 
George, Utah, and moved to California to care for her son 
and his two children, Richard and Richene.  She was 73 
years old.  She returned to St. George in August 1946, 
when her son remarried.  I am quoting now from Motherʼs 
writing.

“8 October 1946:  At noon Orpha phoned.  Mama is very 
ill.  Bill and I left at 3 PM, arrived at home about 7 PM.  
Mama passed away about 11:30 AM, Oct 9th at Paulaʼs 
home.  She wasnʼt ill long but was so worn out; her 
passing was as she would have wanted it without long 
suffering, very calm and beautiful.  She told us, “every 
thing will be alright.  Stay together.  I have always been a 
religious woman and have tried.”  We know she not only 
tried but succeeded as well.  I am happy I was able to 
spend a few hours with her before the end.  I feel that in 
losing Mama I lost my dearest friend.”  

In 1862, he filled a short mission to the Moquis Indians.   
He was called by President Brigham Young to serve in a 
company of cavalry to protect the mail routes between 
Fort Bridger and North Platte from Indian attacks.  He 
served under Captain Lot Smith.   

James married his second wife, Manomas Lovina Gibson, 
a sister to his first wife Laura, on 20 Sept 1862, in the Salt 
Lake Endowment House.   James and Manomas had 
eleven children.    Both wives of James were the 
daughters of George Washington Gibson and Mary Ann 
Sparks.  They were southern people who joined the 
church in their native state, South Carolina, and crossed 
the plains with their large family.  They came to Utah in 
Captain Brown's Company. 

In 1863, when volunteers were called from Utah's Sunny 
Dixie for drivers of teams to bring several emigrants 
across the plains, James went as an assistant to Capt 
Daniel D. McArthur and successfully brought a large 
company to Utah.  The following year he made a similar 
trip east after merchandise, traveling with a mule team.

James and his wives were settled in Grafton, Utah, in the 
Dixie area, where James was running his cattle and 
horses.  Here they lived for one year, but the Indians were 
giving the settlers trouble, so the people of these small 
settlements were asked to move closer together.  So the 
two wives moved to Rockville.

At this time, 1866, James had been called to be a Captain 
in the Militia in the Black Hawk War.  These men were 
called to protect the settlers from the marauding Indians, 
and in doing so he was away from home much of the time.  
James spent 15 years in military service.  The nature of 
one of his expeditions follows:   

James received a message to hurriedly mobilize a small 
force and take up and follow the trail of some Indian 



history of his mother, Abigail Jane Daley, it records that 
James, his brother, John, sister, Mary Jane and his mother 
walked every step of the way, and barefoot too.  James' 
sister, Mary Jane, in her life history tells of stopping time 
and again to pick the burrs from their feet.  And, at one 
time, they came to a place where the Indians had been in 
battle.  They picked out some of the hides to cover their 
feet, as they were sore and bleeding.   They often went 
hungry and sometimes they were cold.    James was a boy 
chum of Joseph F. Smith, who later became President of 
the Church.

When James was 21 years of age, he bought his time 
from his father,  Milo.  The winter of 1855-56 he spent in 
Washington Territory, (Montana) as a trader among the 
Flat Head Indians.  This is where he got his start of fine 
horses.

In March 1857, he married Laura Altha Gibson, who 
thereafter bore him nine children.  Shortly after his 
marriage, he left  for  England  to serve as a missionary for 
the church, crossing the plains from Salt Lake City to the 
Missouri River with a handcart, as was the custom of the 
time.   To say that it tries a young man's faith to leave a 
band of some of Utah's best and finest horses and 
proceed on foot with a hand cart across the plains to the 
Missouri River, is putting it mild.   He was released and 
called home the same year owing to the unsettled 
condition of affairs incident to the coming of Johnson's 
army to Utah.

In the fall of 1861, James was called, together with many 
others, to settle Southern Utah, where he passed through 
all the trials and privations incident to pioneer life in a 
barren desert country.  But he was eminently successful in 
his labors of developing the wilderness and turning it into a 
fruitful garden spot.   His family resided in Grafton, Utah.

Another interesting bit of information was the prices she 
mentioned.  The refrigerator was repaired in 1945 for 
$11.25; her teeth cleaned for $4; and cherries were $4.60 
a lug in 1944.   Mom and Dad bought the property on Sixth 
Street for $10,300, and sold the brick home in St. George 
for $5,615 case in 1943.

Mother tried to make the holidays special.  If Dad was 
building or working, the activities were centered at home, 
but if not then we went on Easter picnics to Lake Mead or 
Mt. Charleston, to St. George for Thanksgiving, or to 
Logandale, NV, where her niece, Lela Whitney, lived.  In 
my memory Christmas was always super, but I realize now 
that it was super for us because of the many hours of 
worry, shopping, planning and baking Mother did.  In 1946 
she wrote, “holidays have been too busy for fun.”  And 
Helldorado Days!  What fun we enjoyed at the parades 
and carnival.

When the eight rental rooms were completed and rented, 
Mother too on yet another weekly task—cleaning the 
rooms, and doing up the laundry of sheets and towels.  
While we were in school Mother did it herself unless Dad 
was off work that day, but when summer came then we 
were given the task with her supervision.  Later the 
laundry was sent out, and a girl hired to do the cleaning 
Monday mornings, but it was Motherʼs job to supervise the 
hired girl, collect the rents, send out the laundry and buy 
needed supplies as they wore out or were ruined.  She 
also took on the job of listening to many a sad life story as 
the men and women who rented came to know and love 
her and found in her a warm and caring listener.  She 
would prepare large plates of Christmas food every year 
for each renter.

December 1947, a great change came into her life.  She 
was to have another baby!  By this time Dick, was 19 
years old, graduated from high school, and falling in love 
with his future wife, and Leola, was 11 years old.  What joy 



and excitement filled the house at the prospects of having 
a baby!  One of Motherʼs last writings was:  “I am 
expecting a baby in August of this year, our sixth child, 
have been very miserable for 4-5 months much better 
now.”  She was released from the Primary in April 1948.

Mother and Dadʼs extended family began 14 May 1948, 
when Dick and LaRue Snarr were married in the St. 
George temple.  Mother was not able to attend the 
wedding because of her pregnancy, and this must have 
been a difficult time for her.  She loved to be with her 
family during happy or sad times.  At this same time, her 
brother Willardʼs wife, Bernice, died in California, and she 
was unable to be with him.

13 Aug 1948, her sixth child was born in the hospital (a 
new experience for her).  She was Sheila, and weighed in 
at 6 lbs. 14 oz.  Mother was 40 years old at this time.  It 
was a very happy family that welcomed this little new one.  
Mother had a hard delivery, so her recovery was long, but 
she and Dad were very happy, as were all the brothers 
and sisters.  Especially did the arrival of Sheila bring great 
joy to myself and Leola who could now play dolls with a 
real life one.  Clair was working out of town at the time of 
her birth, Carlita was working full time at Ronzoneʼs, and 
Dick was being married, left the two of us to quarrel over 
whose turn to hold and feed her.

From this time until Motherʼs 70th birthday, a total of 30 
years, there is nothing written by Mother.  So, except for 
my personal input, just the facts will be given.

Motherʼs life and circumstances continued to change from 
this time on.  She was happy to have a little one to love 
and care for and who helped to keep she and Dad young 
for many years.  An input here about Sheila as a baby.  I 
remember one of her first real bad sick spells.  Mom and 
Dad were preparing to take her to the doctor, and I was 
told to hold Sheila as they made preparations.  It was as a 

History of James Andrus
Written by his son, 
Alexander Burto Andrus

Bishop James Andrus of 
St. George, Washington 
Co, Utah, was born 14 
June 1835, in Florence, 
Huron Co., Ohio, the son 
of Milo Andrus and Abigail 
Jane Daley.  He was the 
oldest son of his father, 
who had 57 children.  He 
was blessed as a child 
under the hands of Sidney 

Rigdon, his parents being already members of the  
Church. 

When about seven years of age, (May 1852) he was 
baptized, and soon afterwards ordained to the office of 
deacon.  In the spring of 1846, he left Nauvoo, Ill., 
together with his parents, for the far west, in route for the 
mountains.  His family stayed in the area above Winter 
Quarters until in the spring of 1848. When James was 
about thirteen years old, he started across the plains with 
his mother, one sister older than himself, two younger 
sisters and a younger brother, having two yoke of oxen 
and a yoke of cows at their disposal.

His father, Milo Andrus, left his family on the prairie, having 
been called to go to England on a mission.  James wrote, 
"We had all of our possessions for the family of six in one 
small wagon, and I took my part, although but a child, in all 
the guards of both camp and cattle."

The family reached the Valley of the Great Salt Lake in the 
fall of 1848, with the Heber C. Kimball Company.  In the 
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Joseph Worthen was a tall, raw boned man, with red hair, 
blue eyes and in later years shook quite noticeable with 
palsy due to the pounding of black rock. He was honest, 
industrious, humorous, quiet and loved music.

He died Oct 19, 1921 in St. George, Utah, funeral services 
were held Oct 20, 1921, he was buried in the St. George 
Cemetery. 

scary, tender moment for me to see this tiny baby struggle 
to breathe, and I remember feeling such a great love for 
her and praying that she would live.  I also remember the 
delight of take her for a stroll in the buggy to show her off 
to friends.

One by one Dick, Carlita, Clair, Isabel, and Leola 
graduated from high school, took jobs, found sweethearts, 
married and began having grandchildren for Mother and 
Dad to love.  MOTHER AND DAD WERE ALWAYS 
THERE to provide the special things we needed whether it 
was Rhythmette clothes, formal dresses, wedding 
dresses, new suits, clean clothes, permanents, wise 
advice, tender care, or three good meals every day.

Motherʼs days were happier because of the little blond 
angel who was her constant companion and helper.  
Sheila was a blessing to Mom and Dad as the other 
children began to leave their home.

Mother liked serving in the church and attending her 
meetings.  She taught Social Science and Theology and 
Cultural Refinement in Relief Society, was always a 
Visiting Teacher, and served on the Stake Relief Society 
board.  She also taught Sheila and Garyʼs Sunday School 
class.  She was willing to cook or sew for the ward 
Bazaars, and to give service to those who were sick or in 
sorrow.  Many times Mother received an award for 100% 
attendance in Relief Society in the 2nd Ward.

Mother became a grandmother just six months after Sheila 
was born.  Dick and LaRueʼs, Margaret, was born 12 
February 1949.  About one month after Margaretʼs birth a 
five-generation picture was taken of Margaret, Dick, Dad, 
Grandma Worthen, and her father, Isaiah Cox.  Grandpa 
Cox passed away 17 Apr 1949.



Carlita married John Wadsworth Wilcox, 18 February 
1950.  Clair married Ema Gaye Cannon, 1 Jun 1951, both 
in the St. George Temple.

Isabel and Joseph Carl Free, and Leola and Ercil Terry 
Henrie, had a double wedding 9 September 1955, also in 
the St. George Temple.  For a fact, Mother worked very 
hard to make this a special day for both us.  She made 
both of our dresses.  

Sheila, did not grow up alone.  As already mentioned, 
Margaret, arrived soon after Sheila, and the other 
grandchildren followed in quick succession.  Mom and 
Dad were proud and happy about the fast growing 
posterity.  Everyone lived close except Isabel and Leola 
who were in Northern Utah.  Carlita left Las Vegas also 
after several years.  Even so, family gatherings were held 
quite often and close relationships were formed among the 
grandparents, aunts, uncles, and cousins.  Mother 
seemed happiest with her arms and lap filled with a baby 
or a little one.

Sheila was married 8 Jul 1967, to Gary Edward Mohler.  I 
wish she were here to write about her life with Mom and 
Dad, after all of us had left home, but I know that Mom 
missed her greatly when she moved to Utah to complete 
Garyʼs schooling at BYU.

Fortunately, Dad had the freedom to travel at this time, 
and the means to do so, a nice Winnebago motor home, 
and so Mom was able to visit as often as she liked with 
her children and grandchildren.  And, it wasnʼt many years 
until Sheila and Gary returned to live in Las Vegas, Clair 
and Ema lived in Henderson, and Dick and LaRue in Las 
Vegas.  Carlita and Jack lived in Salt Lake City, Utah; 
Leola and Terry in Panguitch, Utah; and Isabel and Joe in 
Orem, Utah, all within a nice dayʼs ride.

Pres. Edward H. Snow said - he had been thinking of 
many services that had been held in the tabernacle and 
could not remember of any that had been as appropriate 
as this one. Joseph Worthen put his best into all he did, 
every public building in this city bears a testimony of the 
faithfulness and good work of this man. He has taught his 
boys the stone mason trade, a good trade. The black 
volcanic rock foundations in the buildings all over town is a 
trade mark to the Worthen workmanship.

Someone has said there never was a Worthen who 
couldn't carry a tune. They come naturally by this gift. 
Everyone I ask about Grandpa Worthen said he sang, 
played the fiddle or drums and he was shy.

Aunt Leah Cannon and Lisa Judd both told of a song he 
sang at all the reunions "My wife is black and ugly" and 
both said how upset Grandma would get.

Valda and Bill both remember him playing in the martial 
band and each holiday they would stop at individual 
houses for refreshments. Valda said she always helped 
him drink the lemonade when it stopped in this end of 
town.

He often played at dances, playing well into the night, 
taking squash, molasses or any other produce for pay.

John Schmutz commented of the value of the Worthen's 
as neighbors. He said Joseph was his best friend, he also 
mentioned his Grampa's music.

I've been told of a story concerning this family. During a 
4th of Jully celebration on the north lawn of the tabernacle, 
the town offered a washing machine as 1st prize and a 
carton of tea as second prize to the man with the largest 
family in attendance. George Brooks and Joseph Worthen 
tied for the honor. Straws were drawn and the luck of the 
Brooks won. The Worthen family went home with the tea.



Joseph Worthen was a brick and stone mason, a trade he 
learned form his father. He was an industrious and useful 
citizen, he worked on every public building of his day 
including the Temple, Tabernacle and Albert Millers 
"Immortal Pioneer" book, gives the following on the 
Woodward High building and I quote.

"The foundation work was under the direction of Wm. 
Davies assisted by Joseph and George Worthen. In 1901 
so as to complete the building $6,000. in bonds was voted 
and the building was completed. The contract was 
awarded to the Grace Bro. of Nephi for $8,000. The 
mason work was done by Joseph Worthen, Isaac Hunt 
and others, Charles S. Cottom was inspector" unquote.

The speakers at Joseph Worthen's funeral made the 
following remarks: George Brooks Sr. said he had been 
acquainted with Joseph Worthen since they were small 
boys in Salt Lake City and could think of nothing but good 
of him. He was an honest and faithful man, did good work 
at his trade.

Brigham Jarves Sr. said he flat that Bro. Worthen was one 
man who made a success of his life, he has left good 
faithful sons and daughters to carry on his work. He was 
thankful for having known Joseph in this world and hoped 
to see him in the next.

Pres. Thomas P. Cottom: Joseph Worthen has been an 
honest hard working man, he is responsible for the 
erection of most of the public buildings, felt sure that there 
would be very few with greater glory than he.

Albert Miller said - he had worked for more than 30 years 
with Joseph Worthen, knew he had been and honest 
upright man, had worked on many buildings with him and 
never seen him give way to anger. He has always been 
and example to his family and friends.

The folks moved from North 6th Street in July 1974, to 
1505 Ryan Ave.  They were still in the same ward but 
living closer to Dick and free of the great responsibility of 
the rentals.  Dad had retired from the heavy work of 
bricklaying, and now was enthused about gardening and 
fruit growing, on a small scale in their back yard.  He also 
helped Dick at his mobile park several hours a day and 
was learning how to take afternoon naps.

Mom was called to serve as an Extraction work in the 
church.  She would be gone in the mornings, and she too 
learned how to totally relax in the afternoons.  She 
enjoyed singing in the ward choir and attending special 
monthly DUP meetings with LaRue.  Shopping and lunch 
with Sheila was another special change for her.  Another 
pleasure she enjoyed was to go weekly to have her hair 
and nails done.  And, fun visits with her friends, either in 
person or by phone was another delight of her day.  Mom 
was a wonderful letter writer.  

Her greatest joy was having the family near.  Sunday 
evening there would usually be a crowd at their home, 
anxious for Dad to bring out the fried shrimp, French fries, 
pinenuts, ice cream, candy, cookies, etc.  Mom and Dad 
were always happy to have Sheila bring in her little ones 
to spend an afternoon or evening.  And, they loved to have 
the out-of-town families show up on their doorstep for a 
visit  We always received a warm welcome, and came 
away filled with good food and lots of love.

In 1976, the first family reunion was held in the church on 
8th and Linden.  It was a time of games, laughing, eating, 
talking, pictures, and loving one another.  All the family 
was in attendance.  This time brought Mom and Dad great 
happiness to see ALL their posterity in one place at one 
time.  It was never to happen again as their 
granddaughter, Jackie Wilcox, passed away with cancer 
the following May 1977, at the age of 12.



The following year, November 1977, the children gave 
Mom and Dad a 50th wedding anniversary open house at 
the church on 8th and Linden.  So many friends and family 
members came to greet them, many from St. George.  
That had to be a great moment in their lives as 
sweethearts.

Mother was saddened by the deaths of her two dear 
sisters, Orpha, and Paula, and one brother, Bill.  And the 
deaths of three grandchildren: Jackie Wilcox, 12 years; 
Russell Mohler, 4 years; and Gary Henrie, 26 years.  Also, 
a tiny great grandchild, Ronald Watters, 4 months.

Mom was proud of all her grandchildren—49 in total.  She 
tried to attend the special programs they participated in 
whether in school or church.  She was so pleased to have 
many of her grandsons and granddaughters serve 
missions for the Church.  And, she has been in attendance 
at all the grandchildrenʼs wedding thus far.  

Now some quotes from Momʼs journal:

9 April 1980:  “How thankful I am for my membership, that 
of my husband and our loved ones, for the teachings of 
the gospel and above all the testimony I have of the truth 
that it brings into our lives.”

23 November 1982:  “Our 56th wedding anniversary.  
Many, many happy days filled with love along with work 
and play.  So proud of our family and grateful for their 
many kindnesses and love.  43 grandchildren plus 21 
grandmates.  Our great grands number 33 at present.  
111, I think.  The adding even seems difficult.  How very 
blessed we are and have been over the years.  What a 
lovely day.”

28 Jul 1984:  “Birthday!  76 years!  Thoughts, cards from 
so many family and friends.  I am most fortunate, 15 
beautiful cards with such kind loving thoughts as well, and 

mother's sister, Mary Ann Hallam Kelley, who was sealed 
to her parent, 20 June 1889.

I remember hearing that Grandpa played the violin, but I 
don't remember of ever hearing him play. My father, 
William, played several instruments - guitar, piano 
(chords), and mandolin, drum, with foot, and harmonica, 
with something on his neck to hold it, all at the same time. 
He also had a beautiful tenor voice. So I presume that 
there was much music in the home of Joseph Smith 
Worthen.

Joseph S. Worthen was born in Nauvoo, Hancock Co., Ill. 
on Oct 2, 1845. He was the oldest child of Samuel & 
Sarah Holland Halam, Worthen.

They arrived in St. Louis, Missouri in 1847. I assume that 
this layover was to earn more money in order to resume 
the trek to Utah. Willam H.  & Mary Jane were born here 
and the trip was not resumed until 1849.

After many trials and hardships they arrived in the Salt 
Lake Valley in 1850, where they built a home. This with a 
farm and work they were financially comfortable. 

Joseph's mothers home was pleasant and she felt that this 
would be her permanent home, but in 1862 they were 
called to pioneer Dixie. They sold their home and farm at a 
sacrifice and came to souther Utah where one family was 
settled at a place called "Worthen Springs" but Sarah 
Halam with her family were moved to St. George where he 
built her a home. 

Joseph Worthen met and married Mary Jane Heaps in 
1871, of this union 12 children were born, Mary Jane 
Booth, Joseph S., Louse Coff, Nellie Baker, Effie Higgins, 
Zada Eardley, William, Claude, Robert, Earl, George and 
Alice Bryner. 



started school I'd see walking along the main street of 
town quite often. I remember wanting to speak to him, but 
he didn't notice me, and I was too shy to make him notice. 
Then I remember getting out of school when I was in fifth 
grade to go to his funeral.

Grandpa had two brothers in St. George. Both of them 
were of different build than he. Charley was a large 
broader built man, with a booming voice. He was the 
county sheriff for many years. He called for square dances 
when my parents were young, and no microphone was 
necessary to hear his calls. George, Grandpa' other 
brother, was younger and the more religious one. He had 
a large family. He was not as large in size as Charley, but 
was of brother build than Grandpa. I adored George's son, 
Vernon Worthen, who was my 7th grade teacher, my 
bishop and my principal when I taught school there one 
year.

Joseph Smith Worthen was a stone mason and brick layer. 
All of his sons worked at "the trade" with him as some time 
except Earl, the youngest. the only ones that stayed with 
the trade were Will and Bob. George became a business 
man. Claud became a barber in St. George, and later a 
gardener for one of the large clubs in Las Vegas. He also 
played drum in a dance band. The oldest, "Dode", became 
an alcoholic and spent his last years at Provo in the 
mental hospital.

I found, in the St. George Temple Film, the sealing of 
William Hallam Worthen to his parents, Samuel Worthen 
and Sarah Hallam Worthen, on June 6, 1888. In this 
sealing Joseph Smith Worthen acted as proxy for his 
father, Samuel Worthen, who had died February 2, 1888, 
at Panguitch, Utah. In another sealing Joseph Smith 
Worthen was a proxy for his grandfather, William Hallam. 
His mother, Sarah Hallam Worthen, was proxy for her 
mother, Esther Holland Hallam, and Alice Maria Worthen 
Milne (Joseph Smith Worthen's sister) was proxy for her 

dinner at Sheilaʼs.  A birthday cake with 76 candles and so 
much love.  Feel so very fortunate to have such a family 
and good friends.  It was a special day for sure.  Dear 
LaRue bought me a very pretty dress, and it fits so well, so 
kind of her.”

20, 21, 22, 23 August 1984, Provo, Utah
“Entered hospital today, a nice room, the nurses are real 
kind and pleasant.  Of course tests of different kinds, some 
simple, some a little more painful.  Dear Leola, faithfully 
keeps me company and seeing I get the best of care, such 
a special girl.  

Tests and tests here, there and in between.  They should 
find whats troubling me soon.  I am very comfortable and 
resting a lot.  Leola even reads aloud to me, bless her!  
Know father is on edge, he worries plenty.  How I hate to 
be such a burden, even though I love attention.

Today was the spinal fluid test.  A little more painful than 
the others, and had to keep my head flat down to avoid 
severe headache later, for 12-24 hours.  Began to get 
anxious to be released.  Managed to get by without 
headaches for which I am grateful.

Finally released.  The results arenʼt too comforting, 
grateful there is no tumor, but my memory probably will get 
worse.  Its Alzheimerʼs disease, one little help is known of.  
Not easy to think of and how I hope I wonʼt live to become 
an awful burden to my loved ones.”

8 November 1984:  “Clairʼs birthday!  53 years today.  How 
time has quickly passed.  He is such a special boy in 
many ways.  But of course!  Each one of our six are 
special and each blessed with kind, loving mates.  How 
fortunate we are!”



22, 23, 24, 25 November 1984
“What great children we have, son, son-in-laws, 
grandsons all so willing to help build our new home in the 
Circle.  How we appreciate their loyalty and love.

57th anniversary of our marriage!  A lovely day!  Dear 
LaRue, had a real fun reunion for our clan.  Our girls and 
their husbands were all here, it was wonderful to be 
together for the evening.  Clair, Ema, and their family of 
course were with us too.  LaRue is such a good hostess 
and their new home is a great place for parties.  And our 
new home!  Boy! What loyal kids!  So many helping 
hands.

The reunion and open house at Stewart and Prince 
chapel!  What a fun evening!  So very many dear friends 
we havenʼt seen for so long were there to visit with.  So 
very happy and grateful to have Jim,, Gayle, Paula, 
Gordon, Dick and Esther as well as our family there.  The 
music was great, food delicious.  LaRue is a wonder at 
preparing for parties, dinners and such.  She has been 
such a help to me at all times, Iʼll surely be lonely when 
they are away, even though we are happy and proud to 
have them serving a mission.

In less than a week our home has been put up and 
shingles on.  What loyal, kind and loving boys, sons, 
grands and great grands.”

13 January 1985  
“We are settled in our new home (Worthen Circle).  In fact, 
we moved in early this week.  Isabel and Carlita came 
down on the train to help; Leola drove down; Sheila came 
up for the day.  How things did go into place with their 
good help.

We attended our new ward, 44th, very sociable and met a 
number of find people.  I am sure we will find it very 
pleasant.  Margaret and Steve are so very kind, thoughtful 

My Memories of 
Grandpa Joseph Smith Worthen and 
Grandma Mary Jane Heap Worthen

by Clesta Worthen Adams

Grandpa Worthen died 
when I was ten years old. 
We lived across town from 
him, and I don't remember 
visiting with him much after 
my grandmother died. She 
died when I had just turned 
three. When she was alive I 
remember visiting their 
home on Sundays quite 
often. I would usually fall 
asleep under the table and 

then have to walk or be carried on and a half miles home. 
This was before cars, and we had no horses. I distinctly 
remember on occasion when Grandma gave me a large 
slice of bread with sugar sprinkled on the top, then she 
sprinkled a few drops of water on it so the sugar wouldn't 
fall off. The other thin I remember about grandma was 
being lifter up to look at her in her coffin.

I remember Grandpa as a tall slender man of quiet 
disposition. He had red hari, and none of his twelve 
children inherited the red hair. I remember that six of his 
children - Jane, Alice, William, Nellie, Claud and Robert - 
had children with red hair. I don't remember Aunt Allice. 
She died when I was two, but I was told that she had 
several red-heads.

I think Grandpa was hard of hearing in his later years, and 
I remember seeing his hands shake. I had the idea, 
probably because of family conversations, that his hand 
shook because he had "dressed" so many rocks. After I 

7



enjoyed her work in the different organizations and how 
she loved the ladies.  

! Mother took sick the following Sunday and passed 
away Wednesday, October 9th, talking to us until the last, 
telling us everything would be alright if we would all stick 
together.  Her only regret in passing was that her children 
would mourn .  She had lived to keep us from pained 
heartache as far as she could.  Her life was full and 
complete through loosing herself in the service to others.

and help so often.  The children are happy to have us 
near.

Clair helped his Dad install a wash sink in the garage 
yesterday.  Spent most of the day here helping.  Yes!!  We 
do miss Dick and LaRue.

The week has been a FULL one for sure.  We are so very 
grateful for such loyal children, grands and greats all so 
willing to lend a hand.

The home looks real nice and is comfortable.  I am sure 
Father will have lawns, flowers, etc. as soon as they can 
grow.”

Mother and Dad lived in this home, surrounded by Dick, 
and many of his children, and their children, until their 
deaths in June 1999 for Dad, and Mom January 2000.  



History of William Worthen
by

Clesta Worthen Adams, daughter

William Gordello Worthen, son

! William Worthen was 
born April 16. 1879, in St. 
George, Utah, to Joseph 
Smith Worthen and Mary 
Jane Heap Worthen.  He 
was the fifth in a family of 
twelve children.

! We don't know much 
about his childhood except that he was taken out of school 
each spring as soon as the grass became green to herd 
cows and also to work as a mason's helper carrying 'mud' 
or mortar.  This work helped support his father's family.  
Mother has said she remembered him in the seventh 
grade when she was in the sixth, but didn't know if he 
finished that grade.  Missing so much school accounted 
for his being so far behind.  She was almost six years 
younger than he.  In spite of his lack of education, he was 
a very refined person.  He spoke quietly in a deep-toned 
voice, with no swearing or vulgar language.

! Will, as he was called, was taught the trade of 
bricklayer and stone mason by his father.  All the six sons 
of the family were taught the trade, but only Will and Bob 
used it throughout their lives.  Dad laid his first stone arch 
on the east entrance of the old Dixie College building at 
the corner of First South and Main in St. George.  Another 
example of his stone work is in a bridge that leads to the 
tunnel in Zion Park.  It uses many different shades of 
sandstone and can be appreciated only by getting out of 
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work for.  A session at the temple took half a day at that 
time, because you did the washing for the person, as well 
as the endowment work.  

! About three or four years prior to Father's death his 
eyes became clouded with cataracts which could not be 
removed.  Mother answered to his every call and worked 
tirelessly to care for him and keep his wants supplied.  He 
suffered also with high blood pressure, and died as the 
result of a Cerebral Hemmorage, December 12, 1941.

! Richard Andrus talking:  "On April 22, 1944, my wife, 
Irene,  passed away leaving me with two children, 
Richene, eleven years old, and Richard, nine years old.  
As soon as Mother heard she closed her own home in St. 
George and came to Bell, California, to assist me in caring 
for the children.

She was 72 years old.  She was with us about fourteen 
months and took care of the children just as their mother 
would have wanted them taken care of.  When she 
departed for her home in St. George her California friends 
were numbered by the hundreds because of her 
neighborliness, affability and kindness to others.  Many 
times she expressed the desire to die when her time came 
without being bedridden and being a burden to any of her 
loved ones.  She was ill only about four or five days before 
passing on to her reward.  Her life was full and complete 
and through losing herself in the service of others she 
found true happiness in the sunset of her life."

! October 2, 1946, the West Ward Relief Society 
officers were honoring the five living past ward Relief 
Society presidents.  When mother responded to the call, 
she seemed almost transparent, her face was white, her 
hair was white, and she spoke with such a fine spirit.  She 
said she hoped the Lord would see fit to call her home 
before she outlived her usefulness, and told how she had 



the children grew older, mother had boarders in the home 
for many years.

! In 1917, her son, Willard, served his country as a 
soldier in World War I, and was on the front line of battle in 
the Argonne Forest,  in France, when the peace treaty was 
signed November 11, 1918.  Mother worried constantly 
until he returned home safely.  

! Her activities in the Church were very limited while we 
children were small.  She did take each one of us to 
church and have us blessed and given a name.  Then as 
we grew more independent of her care, she went to work 
in the primary, serving as teacher, counselor, and in 1920 
was called to serve as St. George Stake Primary 
President.  At this time the St. George Stake consisted of 
Zions Park area, and the Enterprise area..  The white top 
buggy was used for transportation.  This slow way of travel 
made it necessary to spend some nights away from home 
when visiting the out lying wards of the stake.    She 
served in this calling for five years.  The same month she 
was released,  she was called to serve as Relief Society 
President of the new West St. George Ward.   Again she 
served faithfully for five years.  

! Mother was always willing to sacrifice her own 
pleasure so that others might be cared for.  She was in 
attendance when practically all of her twenty-one 
grandchildren were born and helped until their mothers 
were able to do their regular household duties.  Mother 
loved and enjoyed her neighbors and friends,  she always 
had such sympathetic understanding.  When others failed 
to comfort she always knew the right thing to do and say.  
She spent many hours night and day with the sick and 
helped prepare many bodies for burial.

! Going to the temple to do work for those who had not 
had the priviledge of going for themselves, was another 
pleasure for her.  Better than one hundred names she did 

the car and walking down under it.  This work he did just a 
few years before his death.

! As a young man Dad played for dances with his 
father, who played the violin.  They played at Santa Clara, 
Bloomington and St. George.  He was a natural musician, 
but could not read music.  He "chorded" on the piano or 
organ, played mandolin, guitar, and occasionally drums.  
He could play the harmonica, guitar and drum at the same 
time (drum with foot pedal and harmonic on a wire frame 
around his neck).  In addition to all this he had a beautiful 
tenor voice and could accompany himself with piano, 
organ, mandolin or guitar.  He knew all the popular songs 
at the time, and mother said his voice was one of the 
things that won her heart.  She said he could hardly arrive 
at a party before he was asked to sing and play.  As a 
child, I Clesta, remember begging my father to sing.  Even 
though he was out of practice, he would get out his guitar, 
and, with mother prompting to remember the words, would 
sing:

"Mid the green fields of Virginia

In the vale of Shenedoah

There's an ivy-covered homestead that I love."

My favorite as a son, was:

"I popped my whip and the leader sprung

and the off-horse broke the wagon tongue."

! He married Mary Ann Cox, daughter of Isaiah Cox, Jr. 
and Abigail McMullin on November 16, 1904.  Their 
courtship extended over a period of about five years.  
Mom said that Dad would wave his mason trowel in 



greeting as she passed the Woodard School building 
where he was working.  He has often told us that while 
Mom was a school girl he'd walk behind her and look at 
her pretty legs (before she started wearing long skirts).  
They were married in the St. George temple.  The 
Worthens gave them a reception after the wedding and 
many family members and friends joined with them.  Mom 
states in her life story that, "Our married life was a very 
happy one."

! Soon after marriage the work at the trade became 
slow so Will and Mary Ann moved to St. Thomas, now 
under Lake Mead, to help his father-in-law, Isaiah Cox, 
with a cantaloupe raising scheme.  That didn't work out so 
well, so they returned to St. George for a short while and 
then moved to Johannesburg, California, where Will 
hauled freight from the railroad to Bullfrog.  He did so well 
at this that he bought a team and wagon of his own and 
earned enough money to buy the old home in St. George, 
400 North 500 West, from Grandpa Cox.  It cost them 
$400.00.

! Two children were born to them:  William Gordello, on 
September 6, 1905, and Clesta, on February 28, 1911.  
Mary Ann's mother passed away before she was married 
and left 8 children.  Mary Ann cared for her baby sister 
even after she was married.  The fact that William gladly 
accepted the responsibility of Mary Ann's sister, taking her 
into their home as soon as they were wed, keeping her 
through her childhood, having both she and her sister 
return to their small home to have their babies, shows the 
warm kind heart he had.  He held the love and respect of 
all who knew him.

! Dad used to work all day and then would come home 
and work twice as hard.  Bricklaying is extremely hard 
physical labor.  His lot was known as one of the cleanest 
in St. George.  If he wasn't cutting down lucerne (hay to 
feed the animals), or pruning bushes or chopping wood he 

Nth degree.  Whenever there was a county fair, a rodeo, 
horse races or a ball game to attract visitors from around 
the country, mother's house was filled with star boarders 
for three or four days at a time.  Through out the past thirty 
years I have often heard some of the same visitors tell 
how very much they enjoyed mother's cooking.

! For many years after father and mother were married, 
water for the house hold had to be carried from an 
irrigation ditch which ran down the street in front of their 
lot.  This was placed in a barrel to settle beofre using.  The 
horses and cows in the corral had to be driven or let to the 
ditch to be watered twice a day.  Father being out to the 
ranch often the care of the animals fell to mother until the 
children were old enough to take over.

! Saturday night, the #2 zinc tub was placed in front of 
the wood stove and bathing each child was a regular 
ritual.  For many years mother made her own soap, 
especially for laundry purposes, using the loose rut and 
ashes for lye.  When they first moved into their new home, 
lights were furnished by coal oil lamps until 1914 when the 
house was wired for electricity.  Cleaning the lamp 
chimneys was a task assigned to us children.

! When Orpha, their oldest girl, was about six years old 
she was severely burned when she was playing near a fire 
in the yard where mother was boiling wheat.  Only the 
quick action of a neighbor saved her from being burned to 
death.  Later when Orpha was in her teens she developed 
heart trouble and was confined to her bed for over six 
months.  Accidents and illnesses if this kind together will 
all of the childhood diseases and minor complaints served 
to keep mother busy from morn until night with never a dull 
moment about the place.

! Her husband always provided well for the family so far 
as food and clothing were concerned, but though his 
income was large he spent unwisely and for this reason as 



! Coming back to the home town from the city in the 
latter part of 1890, she was one of the belles of the town.  
Father tells of looking out of Wooley, Lund and Judd's 
store window one day and seeing her.  She was young 
and full of vitality; her clothes were the latest cut and she 
was evidently good to look upon, and forthwith he decided 
that she was the girl for him.  Shortly thereafter they 
started keeping company with each other.  She was 
married to Moses Willard Andrus, November 5, 1891, in 
the St. George Temple by President David H. Cannon.  
One hundred and eighty people sat down to a hot wedding 
dinner after the ceremony.

! Father had an eight room adobe house under 
construction before they were married and it was 
completed ready for them to move into in March 1892.  
Her trousseau consisted of a straw tick or mattress, two 
feather pillows, a rag carpet, six sheets made from what 
they called unbleached muslin.  

! The first summer and several following their marriage, 
Mother and Father spent on Grandfather Andrus' ranch 
called Scootum, located to the east of Bryce Canyon 
National Park.

! The home father had built was the only home they 
had.  All of their children were born there and some of their 
grandchildren.  They were the parents of seven children: 
four boys, three girls.  One son, Roy,  died in infancy.   The 
other were:  Orpha Elizabeth; Moses Willard; Pauline; 
Richard Morris;  Mary;  and James Alwyn.  Orpha, Bill, 
Paula, and Jim were born in mother's bedroom, and Mary 
and I were born in the parlor.  Mother's sister, Aunt Ida 
Seegmiller acted as midwife when Mary and James were 
born.

! My father, being a cattleman, was very well 
acquainted around the country, and was generous to the 

was hunting.  He never stopped.  He always had one or 
two cows, a pig and chickens.  He maintained a vineyard 
and an orchard (practically every kind of peach there was), 
one cherry tree, 2 apricot trees, 3 kinds of plums, currants, 
pomegranates,  and 2 huge almond trees.  He spent many 
hours in his garden.  We irrigated with ditch water and you 
imagine the weeds.  He kept the garden completely free of 
weeds.  Our family was always very well fed with a great 
variety of vegetables as well as fruit.

! In the fall, as soon as it was cold enough to keep the 
meat, he would kill a pig or calf.  The meat was hung 
outside under the eaves of the house.  The hams were 
cured with liquid smoke in the cellar.  He was never idle.  
When he finished his work he would take his old single 
barrel shotgun and go up to the watercress and come 
down over the red hill where the water tank is.  As his son, 
I went with him many times.  We brought home rabbit and 
quail.  It added variety to our meals.  It was a special time 
to be alone with him.  He never went deer hunting.  After 
all this, he would still volunteer to help with the supper 
dishes.

! Dad worked at the bricklaying trade the rest of his life.  
He did lots of work in Cedar, Logandale, Overton, Pioche, 
Hurricane, and Kanab.  This was after cars came in.  He 
would leave home on Monday and return on Friday night.  
Before the car however, he would travel in the horse and 
buggy and it was necessary for him to be away from home 
for longer periods.

! In winter when work was not be had he'd rent a team 
by hauling wood on shares with the owner, and with other 
men go to the south mountains to haul one years supply of 
wood--cedar for the cook stove and pine for the heater.  
Just before Christmas he'd always have a Christmas tree 
on top of the load when he returned home.



! About 1924, Dad started the new home at 200 North 
364 West.  Grandpa Cox had returned to St. George and 
bought two lots.  Dad built Grandpa a house on the corner 
lot and got the other lot for himself.  He located white clay 
in the vicinity and with his son and Emerald Cox made 
adobes.  An adobe is a sun-dryed clay mud that will not 
stand moisture.  Dad would dress those huge lava rocks 
for the high doundation.  He wanted it high so the adobes 
would not wash away.  It was really hard work making 
those rocks crack just right.  He drew the plans for the 
home with all the features that Mom wanted.  Part way 
through the bricklaying he became ill and his brother Bob 
had to come and help out.  What a triumph when they 
were finally able to move in!  It was April 1926.  They had 
a big party with all the Sandtown crowd invited.  That is the 
only time they had a party in their own home.  There was 
very little furniture and they danced in the two front rooms.  
Clesta played "Over The Waves" on the piano for them to 
dance.

! Holiday traditions were simple.  For Christmas you 
just hung up a sock any place you could find.  There was 
no fireplace.  If you received an orange in the toe of your 
sock you were really lucky because they were very hard to 
get.  The family had a big party at Thanksgiving.  The 
whole Worthen family got together and it was a big affair, 
because it was a long walk from Sandtown to Joseph 
Smith Worthen's home at 100 West 300 South, and many 
times there was no horse or buggy to ride in.  We had lots 
to eat and lots of fun with all the cousins.

! Dad finally got a little Ford coupe.  He and Mom took 
one trip to Salt Lake City, Utah and another to the Grand 
Canyon.

! His son married Mary Andrus on November 23, 1927, 
in the St. George Temple.  His daughter graduated and 
started teaching.  He had three grandchildren.  Then the 
big depression hit and suddenly he was gone.  He had 

! The first system of lighting in grandfather's home 
consisted of a rag placed in a dish of grease, later there 
were candles made by mother, her brothers and sister, 
which were later replaced by coal oil lamps.   Grandfather, 
in addition to a farmer, was the village shoemaker, and 
mother's shoes were always made by her father while he 
was in that business.  She never had a pair of boughten 
shoes until she was fourteen years old.

! For recreation they created their own fun playing with 
the neighborhood children in the summer evenings, run 
sheep run, hide and seek, etc.  When mother was in her 
teens, she developed a better than average singing voice 
and took part in many operettas as well as stage plays.  
She took much pleasure also in dancing and was sought 
after by many young men as a dancing partner.  All of the 
dances in this Mormon community were square dances 
except for one waltz and one schottische which were 
allowed during the evening.  A squash or any item of 
produce served as a ticket to the dance.  In St. George 
they first danced in a place walled with willows plastered 
with mud and a dirt floor.  Later the Gardeners Club Hall 
was used then the Amusement Hall.  Jim Booth's dance 
hall was in operation shortly before mother's marriage.

! When she was about seventeen years old she did 
house work for Libby Ivins, wife of Antoine Ivins, who later 
served as first counselor to President Heber J. Grant of 
the Latter-day Saints Church.  At eighteen years of age 
mother took her first trip out of St. George.  She rode for 
seven days on a wagon loaded with bullion and driven by 
her brother George, until they reached Milford, about 120 
miles distant, at which place she took the train for Salt 
Lake City.  Aunt Dora, mother's oldest sister, was working 
in the city at the time and mother stayed with her for nearly 
a year.  While living there she took five piano lessons from 
George Careless (one of the early church musicians) and 
was able to play most of the hymns during the remainder 
of her life.



feet.  Their tools for study were very meager consisting of 
one or two readers brought from England by Sister 
Everett.  Later they acquired slates on which they learned 
to write beautifully shaded letters and to spell and do their 
arithmetic.

! Richard Morris, her father was well established in 
business in Salt Lake City, conducting both a tannery and 
a small store.  When the call came to help settle the Dixie 
Mission in 1867, he sold out at a loss financially and for 
many years in St. George it was a difficult matter to keep 
the children fed and clothes, especially when flour was 
selling at $25 per hundred, calico $2. a yard, etc.

!  For this reason work came first and schooling held a 
secondary position.  Mother, along with the rest of the 
girls, was expected to do her full share of the house work 
and the boys were generally occupied with work on the 
farm in the Washington field.  As she grew older however, 
she spent considerable time working for a neighbor, 
Brother Johnson, carrying frames of honey from his apiary.

! She thoroughly enjoyed horse back riding (in those 
days women rode side saddle) and spent much of her time 
riding to and from the farm on errands or taking lunches to 
her brothers.  A good fast saddle pony was her greatest 
source of enjoyment while she was growing up.

! After Sister Everett's school she studied under Martha 
Cox in the basement of the Tabernacle, then under J. T. 
Woodbury and Rose Jarvis in the County Court House.  
There was some religious training included in the studies, 
especially when the St. George Stake Academy was 
started in the basement of the Tabernacle with J. T. 
Woodbury and Nephi Savage as teachers.  Practically all 
of the classes included children of all ages, first one age 
group reciting then another.

lived in the new home only seven years.  Dad's death was 
a shock.  Dad and I, (his son) were working together on 
the state road when he died.  We worked one day and the 
next day I called for him because I had the car, and he 
couldn't go to work.  I worked alone that day and the next 
day Dad died.  He never complained.  His family was 
known for sugar diabetes, but it just took him quickly and  
we felt the great loss.

! He never served a mission for the church.  In those 
days they didn't call on young boys to work in the church.  
The old men did the blessing of babies and teaching.  The 
patriarch or oldest member of the family was the most 
involved in church callings.

! As his daughter, I remember my father as a man of 
very sweet disposition.  He was always loving and kind.  I 
do not remember him ever speaking a harsh word.  He 
never left the house for work without taking my mother in 
his arms and tenderly kissing her - no peck on the cheek, 
and I had to have a kiss too.  If he ever had time for a day 
off, he liked to go to town to the pool hall that his brother-
in-law, George Baker ran.  My mother would insist that he 
do this once in a while, but he'd always be back home 
early with treats for us.  I can still taste how good those 
"Rough Rider" candy bars were.  I really adored my Dad, 
and his death at age 54 was the greatest shock of my life.  
I just wish that every child could have such a wonderful 
father.



History of Moses Willard Andrus
by Richard M. Andrus, son

! My father, Moses 
Willard Andrus, was born 
at St. George, Utah, April 
7, 1869, eight years after 
the town was settled.  
Although he was the fifth of 
eleven children born to 
James Andrus and 
Manomas Lavina Gibson, 
he was the first one to live 
beyond the age of two 
years and therefore 

assumed the responsibilities of the eldest or first-born.

! He was taught the gospel of hard work at an early 
age, and because of the need for his services, his 
schooling was extremely limited.  He did have the 
opportunity of attending Brigham Young Academy for 
several months and even with scant formal education he 
acquired a good working knowledge of mathematics.  As 
soon as he was able to ride a horse, he was given 
considerable responsibility helping with, and later 
managing his father's large cattle interests.

! One incident in his early teens is an example of that 
trust which his father placed in him.  They had trailed a 
large herd of cattle to the nearest railroad point, (perhaps 
Modena) and then shipped them to Denver.  Father 
accompanied grandfather to Denver to collect on the sale 
of the cattle which was $6500.  Quite a sum in those days.  
Possibly to avoid robbery, grandfather gave the money to 
father who travelled alone by train to Salt Lake City and 
delivered the cash to a banker there.

4

History of Elizabeth Orpha Morris
written by her daughter 
Orpha and son Richard

! Orpha Elizabeth 
Morris, later Andrus, of 
whom I write was my 
mother and the few things I 
jot down came from bits of 
information she gave to me 
a few months before she 
passed away.  Perhaps her 
grandchildren or their 
posterity may be interested 
in reading this very brief 

account of her life.

! On January 22, 1872, in the little town of St. George, 
Utah, a baby girl was born to Richard Morris and his good 
wife Emma Packer Morris.  There was no doctor present 
at the time but fortunately there was a capable midwife in 
attendance.  She was Mrs. Samuel B. Hardy.

! The name chosen for this little girl was Orpha 
Elizabeth, Orpha being the name of an English lady 
convert to the Latter Day Saints Church and a very good 
friend of the parents.

! Orpha was the ninth child in a family of eleven, all 
born in the state of Utah, with the exception of a boy 
Johnnie who died in infancy at Nebraska while the parents 
were crossing the plains on their way to Utah.

! As the child grew to school age she attended school 
in the home of her namesake, Sister Orpha Everett, who 
acted as teacher.  The floor of the school house was plain 
mother earth pounded down firmly by the tramp of many 
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! As she has stated she and William were married in 
November, his schooling finished at the 7th grade and he 
was working as a stone and brick mason, the trade of the 
father, grandfather and several of his brothers.  His sister, 
Jane Worthen Booth, told of his carrying mortar buckets 
when he was so young he could hardly lift them from the 
ground.  Many buildings in an around St. George, Utah, 
show his handwork.  His first experience of laying up a 
stone arch was at the east entrance of the Dixie College  
about 1911.

! Mary Ann held her mother's family together as best 
she could.  All were welcome to come whenever they 
cared to.  She wrote letters often to each one and kept the 
family ties together up until her death.  She was kind and 
good to her father in his old age.  He passed away April 
17, 1949, about six weeks after Mary Ann's first great 
granddaughter, Margaret Worthen, and his first great, 
great granddaughter was born, making five generations .

! Mary Ann was a teacher in the Primary organization.  
From 1935 to 1938, she was called as a counselor in the 
West Ward Relief Society where she used her sewing 
ability clothing the needy, making burial clothes and 
articles for the bazaars that were held.

! She was a small woman, very quiet, reserved, never 
spoke ill of others, a hard worker, clean and neat.  Her last 
few months were spent in our home where she suffered 
greatly without complaint but deeply appreciated any care 
she received.  She truly taught by example to each of us 
as a family a lesson on the virtue of patience and enduring 
to the end.  She died March 4, 1961, in Las Vegas, 
Nevada.

! Upon first seeing mother, father made the decision to 
marry her before he even began courting.  Most of their 
courting had to be done by letter because Grandfather 
James Andrus was a rather demanding taskmaster, who 
kept his son out on the range for months at a time, and it 
was only on rare occasions that the young people got to 
see each other.

! Father married Orpha Elizabeth Morris, in St. George, 
November 5, 1891, and he built a new home which they 
moved into in May, 1893.   There were nine children born 
to this family, three who died at birth.  All the children were 
born in their home.

! After mother's death, several letters were found which 
father had written before and after their marriage and 
these bring to light their deep feeling for one another and 
some of the hardships endured by early western 
cowpokes.  Parts of letters follow:

! "It is now 9 p.m.  I have been up since 12 last night 
but inasmuch as one of the men are leaving for town I will 
write a few lines.  The cook left without notice so I had to 
cook supper for 27 men after working all day."

! "Wet through and lonesome ---- been raining all day."

! When cattle were sold they were trailed well over 100 
miles to the nearest railroad point and many weary hours 
were spent in the saddle.  In 1905, father furnished pack 
animals and other livestock for a government survey party 
on the breaks of the Colorado Ricer.  He was engaged 
there about a year.  Being far from civilizatrion, the party 
encountered many difficulties and had it not been for 
Indians in the vicinity who supplied them with food from 
time to time, they would have perished from hunger.



! Father worked as a butcher for a number of years, 
slaughtering and cutting beef and pork for others and also 
did some retailing.

! For many years he was a member of the County Fair 
Committee, and helped with livestock displays and other 
matters.  He always took pride in his saddle horses and 
his team of work horses were among the best in town.  For 
this reason he was always called upon to convey 
deceased persons to the cemetery.  At first he used a Bain 
wagon with white sheets draped across the bed.  Later, a 
white-top buggy with the rear seat removed served as 
hearse.  Still later the city fathers purchased the glass-
enclosed wagon which was used until the advent of the 
motor driven car.

! Grandfather Andrus was a delegate from Utah to the 
Democratic National Convention in the fore part of the 
20th century, and when Woodrow Wilson was elected in 
1912, he furnished three beef which father barbecued for 
the town celebration.  Dad followed in his father's 
footsteps in politics and was always a staunch Democrat.

! Very few were better judges of livestock then father, 
and as a result he spent several years as a cattle buyer for 
others and was very successful.

! For many years he was Street Superintendent for the 
city of St. George, and took a great deal of pride in 
keeping the streets in the best condition possible.

! Several years prior to his death, his vision failed and 
he became totally blind.  He suffered a severe stroke in 
December 1941, and passed away at his home December 
12, 1941.  He is buried in the St. George cemetery.

!

! Illness was endured at home.   There were no 
hospitals available.  All the water for domestic use was 
carried from the ditch early each morning before the cattle 
were turned out to drink and graze.  There was no indoor 
plumbing.  The toilets were outdoors in the back of the lot.  
Laundry was done by hand on the washboard.

! Grandma Abigail McMullin Cox being very wise and 
fearing her sickness contagious insisted that all waste 
from her room be buried to protect her loved ones.  In 
March, 1904, the young mother of 43 years passed away.  
Her baby girl only 4 years old she entrusted to Mary Ann's 
care.

! The following six months Mary Ann filled her mother's 
place caring for her five brothers and two sisters as best 
she could.

! William Worthen had found Mary Ann the girl of his 
dreams and for sometime he had been special to her.  She 
often told of his waving his mason trowel in greeting as 
she passed the Woodward School building  where he was 
working.  At this time, she was attending school in the 
basement of the St. George Tabernacle, and passed 
regularly each day.  Mary Ann's education took her 
through the 8th grade and a part of the 9th.  The first year 
the Woodward School was used in 1901 she attended the 
8th grade.

! Her training as a seamstress began very early in life, 
sewing late into the night to create a dress for herself or 
something for the family.  She became most efficient at 
drafting and altering patterns and whatever item when 
completed whether it was a costume or ball dress was 
finished with the same neatness and perfection.  When 
she was left a widow, she did sewing for others to help 
with her income.



away and I was left alone with my daughter, as my son 
had married six years earlier.  However he was living near, 
and my father was living next door with his second wife 
whom we called Aunt Anna.  And my daughter remained 
with me one and one half years longer.  This meant much 
to me as it gave me time to think and decide what to do 
next.

! My daughter now lives in Arizona having married 
Alonza D. Adams on May 28, 1935.  She has lived in 
Arizona since her marriage but has come home often to 
visit.  She now has three children (two girls and one boy).  
My son has four girls and two boys, making nine 
grandchildren.  Three of my grandchildren are married and 
I already have three great-grandchildren.

! I am now living in St. George alone though I now have 
two apartments in my home to rent.  This is a help with my 
living expenses and is also much better than living in a big 
house alone.

! I am writing this story to please my granddaughter, 
Isabel Worthen, who is gathering genealogy.

! !

As the daughter-in-law of Mary Ann Cox Worthen, I would 
like to add a little more information that she gave us over 
the years to her story.     Mary A. Worthen

! Many times she talked of her mother's illness and 
death which was a most sad experience for a young girl.  
Through the long painful weeks of suffering, it was Mary 
Ann's duty to be nurse as well as mother to the remainder 
of the family.  Her father was busy earning the lving, often 
out of town.

History of Mary Ann Cox
Written August 13, 1954
by herself

! I was born on the 23 
day of January 1885 at 
Harrisburg, Utah, a small 
ghost town some three 
miles south of Leeds, 
Utah.  

! My father was Isaiah 
Cox, Jr. and my mother 
was Abigail McMullin Cox 
daughter of Willard Glover 

McMullin and Mary Ann Holmes McMullin.  My grandfather 
Willard Glover McMullin was a convert to the church, and 
was born in the New England States.  My grandmother, 
Mary Ann Holmes was born in England.

! I belong to a large family having 5 brothers and 2 
sisters. Three of my brothers are now dead.  I lived in 
Harrisburg until I was nine years of age, then my parents 
moved to St. George, Utah that their children might have 
better schools to attend.  I have pelasant memories of my 
childhood in Harrisburg.  There I lived near my 
grandmother McMullin and my grandmother Cox came to 
visit often.  Another pleasant memory was an old gray 
horse named "Gray Bill".   I loved to ride and he was safe 
for a very young child to ride.  We also had many pleasant 
picnics with our young friends to the canyon where the 
Quail Creek went through the hill east of Harrisburg.  The 
water came down the ledge causing ferns to grow, the 
place was cool and very pretty in the summer, though 
there was danger of floods when it was stormy.  There was 
also a large tree where swings were put at Easter time 
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when the weather was good, and the town gathered for a 
picnic. 

! Soon after I came to St. George to live my father was 
called on an LDS mission to the Southern States.  I 
attended school at the old Third ward school on the corner 
of Third North and Third West.  There were many vacant 
lots in St. George at that time one of them was across the 
street west from the school.  This is where the boys played 
baseball and the girls played little rounders on the school 
lot.  Miss Zaidee Walker was my first teacher after moving 
to St. George.  I loved her very much as she was very kind 
to me, and most of the students were much older than I.   
That year I became very ill with rheumatism and lost two 
months of school, so my mother and teacher decided I 
should take that grade over the next year.  From than on I 
attended school with children my own age and liked 
school much better, and was really happy in my new home 
in St. George, Utah, though I loved to go back to visit my 
cousins and Grandmother at Leeds.

! My father returned home from his mission in less than 
a year, he became very ill with rheumatism and could not 
remain longer, because of the damp rainy weather.  As 
soon as he arrived home where the air was dry and warm 
he could walk with a cane.  A few years later he bought a 
home on the corner of Fourth North and Fifth West.  Here I 
lived until I was married.

! I was married to William Worthen on the 16th of 
November 1904.  He was the son of Joseph Smith 
Worthen and Mary Jane Heaps Worthen.  He was 25 
years of age at the time of our marriage and I was 19.  We 
were married in the LDS Temple at St. George, Utah.  My 
grandmother Cox was with me but my father was not there 
as he was out of the state and very busy.  My mother had 
died before I was married, so the Worthen's gave us a 
reception at their home and all our near relatives and 

friends were invited.  I wore a white silk dress I made 
myself.

! Our married life was very happy and on the sixth day 
of September, 1905, our first child arrived.  We named him 
William Gordello Worthen, the first name was for his 
father.  To me he was really a beautiful child.  He was all I 
could carry by the time he was four months old, but with 
the aid of a new baby buggy I trundled him around town 
where ever I cared to go.  And when he was six months 
old we left St. George to live in St. Thomas, Nevada.  That 
town is now covered by Lake Mead.  A lake created by the 
Hoover Dam.  The water is used for irrigation and 
producing electric power.

! After leaving St. Thomas, I moved back to St. George 
for a short time, later moving to Joahannsburg, California.  
Here my husband hauled freight from the railroad to 
Bullfrog.  Here he made good money which we used to 
buy our first home in St. George.  It was at Fifth West and 
Fourth North.  Here on the 28th day of February 1911, our 
second child was born.  We named her Clesta.  She 
inherited red hair from her grandfather Worthen.

! In the year 1926, we moved into our new home on 
Second North 364 West.  Both the children were in high 
school and very pleased to move into a new home.  Here 
we all lived happily together and in 1927 my son was 
married to Mary Andrus.  The marriage was in the LDS 
Temple on the 23 of November.  My son and his wife later 
built a new home on 3rd North between Second and Third 
West and here they lived until they moved to Las Vegas, 
Nevada, in 1942.    Five of his six children were born in St. 
George, the 6th in Las Vegas.

! On November 22, 1933 , my husband died suddenly 
causing us much grief as he was much too young to die, 
being only 54 years of age, and it has always seemed to 
me we had just began to enjoy life when he was taken 


