MEMORIES OF GRANDPA AND GRANDMA STOLWORTHY

The memory of Grandpa and Grandma Stolworthy are the most vivid
of all my life, and especially of my childhood memories and our life
in Huntington, Utah. From the time I was a very small girl I was in
and out of their home as much as I was my own parent's home. I can
see with my eyes shut their little red brick house of three rooms
and a front porch. It was a pleasant home, always neat and clean,
and the cheerful sound of farm activity with chickens, pigs, cows
and horses all making it a real farm home. The two room log house
that I can first remember later became associated in my mind as the
grainery, for after it was replaced by the red brick house it was
used as a store roome. I remember that Grandpa was very neat about -
his outdoor premises. Fruit was scarce in Huntington and Grand-
father always stored away a barrel of apples that found a place on
Christmas, they were distributed around among all the grandchildren
and how we did enjoy them.

Grandmother®s life was almost as uncertain as a doctor's, for
she never knew when she would get a call as a mid-wife. Let a team
drive up and stop at her gate and she would run for her shawl and
satchell. That satchell always intrigued me, and I longed to look
inside of it, but never dared. I was told that she always kept a
baby in it and I was prone to believe it because she seldom made a
visit to the sick but a baby was left with the sick woman. Yet
when one of my baby sisters arrived, while I was away at school,
Grandmother solemnly declared that she found the baby in the flour
bin, when she went there for flour to make some bread. Any way, I
wish now that we knew the number of babies that she delivered, it
would be gquite a number, I am sure. No one knows better than I, the
sacrificies of the noble mid-wives of the early pioneer days, and
the courage of the mother's, for six of my children were born with-
out medical help. Grandmother was a natural born nurse, her hands
were gentle and sure and she could sooth me when I was ill as no one
else could do. Plump, capable Grandmother, and dear, gentle Grand-
father, is the expression that comes as naturally to my lips as my
very breath of lifee.

Grandfather, as I remember, was tall and rather rawboned with
kindly blue eyes, with a decided twinkle in them. Grandmother had
wit and humor that won her way into eur hearts, but Grandfather
had gentleness. He could bluster about it, in a quick sort of tem-
pery way, but always the blustering gave way to simple gentleness.
There was the time that Grandmother and my mother decided to surp-
rise him with a party on his birthday. Everything was in readiness
and Grandmother couldn't budge Grandfather from his own fireside,
"let's go spend the evening with Tom and Lydia," she urged. But he
shook his head, "Tom won't be back from Price,® he declared and
settled himself in his favorite chair. At last Father and Mother
trumped up an excuse and sent Tilly and I after him. We were to
tell him that our only cow "Heney" was choking to death on g pot-
ato that she had tried to eat. Grandfather got up from his chair
in a hurry sputtering all the way about "Lydia never cutting her
potatoes small enough for the cow." Tilly and I had hard work to
keep up with Grandfather, but we wanted to see the fun, so we ar=-
rived right on his heels. The house was poorly lighted with one
coaloi]l lamp and Grandfather rushed through the door exclaiming
"Domit it all, Lydia, I've told you to cut the potatoes small for
the cow. Serve you right if she'd choke to death. Hand me that
lantern.® The crowd laughed loudly and he sidled up to Mother and



put an arm about her shoulders, "well, Lydia is a fine woman, but
she don't cut potatoes small enough," he defended. Grandmother came
panting in for we had left her behind in our hurry. She grabbed
Grandfather by his coat tails and danced about the room until he

was in good humor again.

Grandfather worked hard those first years in Huntington, and
with Grandmother®s help, for she was more frugal than he, they soon
became very comfortably fixed. They had a comfortable home, a farm
well equipped for those times, and he owned some stock in the CO-0P
stores In later years when Grandfather®s health began to break, he
spent a great deal of his time in the store. When sent to the store
on an errand I would find him there, sitting on a barrel of molasses
or keg of nails and at sight of me, he would begin to sing;

0, Lucy, dear Lucy, O why in such haste,

O're the fields and the meadows all day have I chased,
Searching for a fair maid who does me disdain,

And who aught to reward me for all my past pain.

I have heard the song sung by no one except Grandfather, and
in my heart, it is our theme song. I have always imagined that it
was an old English ballad, but if it had many verses as ballads do,
I never heard them. He loved to sing and we loved to hear him sing.
I think most of his Grandchildren remember the following song which
he always sang to us, and believe me, he could make his mimic of the
0ld tom cat in his dying words sound to perfection like such a cat.
The songe-

Mrs. Gripe was so fond of tripe,

No poor soul was thinner,

In her sunday clothes to market goes
To buy some tripe for dinner.

As she was passing along the street,
She happened on neighbor Tidy,

Who said to her, now don't you know
You shouldn®'t buy tripe on Friday.

Chorus-You mustn®t buy tripe on Friday
You mustn®t buy tripe on Friday
No you mustn®t, indeed you mustn't
You shouldn't buy tripe on Friday.

But on she went, the tripe she bought,
She hung it on the dresser,

Her pet Tom-cat was standing by

He soon did make it lesser,

A large piece stuck into his threoat,
Which choked him neat and tidy,

And as he died, he seemed to say,

You shouldn't buy tripe on Friday.

This is as the song lives in my memory. If any remembers it
differently it can be reconstructed or left as it is. I don't think
that any two people remember a song aliked.

Strange today, how the memory of their goodness and faithfulness
stirs within me, but I could write on and on about them. The thing
that always impressed me was their faithfulness to the gospel.

Leaving England as they did, banished from their homes and loved ones.



The long hard trek across the desert to gather with the sairfs€in
Salt Lake City, Utah; the pioneering in southern Utah and Nevadaj;
and the lonely small graves that marked the way of their wanderings,
how could it not have left scars upon their souls? But I remember
them as having no bitterness within their hearts, only a firm thank-
fulness that thev had the courage of standing by their convictions.
I remember that Grandmother told me once of a young married couple
who had joined the Church and left England with them, and during
their stay in St. Louis, the other couple and decided to return to
England, and renounce the religion, if need be., Her voice was al-
ways filled with pity as she spoke of that instance, and I knew that
she was thankfull that she and Grandfather had not faltered in fol-
lowing the path they had chosen. And so I am thankfull for my her-
itage and hope t0 be as true to the faith as Grandfather and Grand-
Mother were, and then perhaps, I shall hear Grandfather's voice as
he welcomes me to the great beyond still singings

0, Lucy,dear Lucy, 0, why in such haste,

O're the fields and the meadows all this day I have
chased,

Searching for a fair maid who does me disdain,

And who aught to reward me for all my past pain.

Lucy Stolworthy Burnham

The following a&re excerpts from *THE STORY OF MY LIFE" by
Carlos J. Stolworthy, a grandson.

: My Grandfather Stolworthy and Grandmother Stolworthy were both
born in England. They were the tenth child in each of their famil-
ies, and were the only ones of either family to Jjoin the Church.
Grandfather was a foundryman by trade and so was sent to help colon-
ize new places., They were first sent to Cache Valley where Logan,
Utah now is. It was there that Grandma Stolworthy gave birth to

the first white child to be born in that valley. The other colon-
ists came to settle the year following. Grandfather was next called
to go to the Muddy in Nevada, On the way down there the Indians
raided them, stealing their horses and mules. Grandfather lost the
only span of mules he had. They were stranded in the desert near
where Littlefield, Arizona now is. The Saints living in St. George
came to their rescue.

In Cache Valley Grandmother had an experience which I think
should be remembered. Incidents such as this are very faith promot-
ing and shouldn’t be cast aside. She had lost her first four babies.
Her fifth was very ill and it seemed that it was going just as the
others had gone. While she was in such deep grief and fear of what
might happen, she heard a tap on the door. An elderly man dressed in
neat white clothes stood there and said, "you have asick child, do
you not? May I see it?" Grandmother said he was so pleasing and
cheerful that she felt no reason to fear or mistrust him. She wel=-
comed him in and showed him the sick little girl. He bowed his head
and uttered a short, almost silent, prayer. Turning to Grandma he
said, “Sister Stolworthy, be of good cheer, Your child will live,
You will yet raise a good-siged family." (Just as he said the next
six children lived to good, ripe, 0ld age.) Grandmother was so
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touched by this act of kindness that she bowed her head in tears.
When she realized that she had failed to thank him, she looked up
and he was gone. She ran out to the gate. A light snow had fallen
and it was easy to see his tracks to the gate, and then they disap-
peared. Another lady, Sister Warner, was with her and they both
bore the same testimony. Their conclusion was that he was one of
the Three Nephite Prophets, who like John the Revelator, was granted
the same wish by none other than the Savior himself. And so it is
reasonable to believe that this faithful old servant was merely in
the act of his calling. Our family, accepts it as being literally
true. Grandfather was sent to Cache Valley with the cattle, as °
there was a severe drought in the Salt Lake Valley.

I had the privilege of knowing my Grandparents only a short
time during the summer of 1914 while visiting at the homes of my
Aunt Molly Black in Richfield, Utah and Aunt Rose Lamb in Order-
ville, While I was on a mission in 1916 they both passed awaye.
They were in their early nineties and many people who knew them have
told me what wonderful people they were. That summer at Aunt
Molly®*s house each time I came into a room where Grandpa was, he
would watch me like a cat would a mouse, point his cane at me and
say, "That boy looks just like my boy Tom."™ And each time I would
have to explain that I was his son, Tom's, boy, and tell him again
where Tom was and all about the family.

S Ie it

Thomas Stolworthy was born 8 December 1828 in Gt. Yarmouth,.
England. He died in Orderville, Kane County, Utah on 3 Sept. 1916.
His wife was Matilda Jinkerson (Jinkensen) and she was born in
~Alton, England, Aug. 13, 1827. She died in Orderville on Nov. 28

1918 at the age of 91l.



