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1.0 Introduction 

This is my life's story.   

I am writing this for my dear wife, and love of my life, Gail, for our five children and their spouses, and our 

current 13 grandchildren (and what I expect will be several more), so that they might know about my life and 

experiences, and that they may learn from them how to be happy, no matter what experiences come their way, 

and how to turn to God and let Him map their course and path through life. 

I do it also so that my children and grandchildren, and great grandchildren will have some idea about their 

heritage through me to a group of extraordinary people who ƎŀǾŜ ƳŜ ƭƛŦŜ ŀƴŘ ǘƘƻǎŜ ǿƘƻ ƎŀǾŜ ǘƘŜƳ ƭƛŦŜΧƳȅ 

parents and grandparents. 

At the same time, I want to ensure that my descendants know that life is not always easy.  My father taught me 

a long time ago that if you think that any family or person is "perfect" and that everything seems to be going 

perfectly for them when it is difficult for yourself, then one of two things is occurring: 

1) You are simply feeling sorry for yourself and you need to stop, look around, and count the unbelievable 

number of blessings you have...even if you do have troubles. 

Or, the second thing is simply this... 

2) You do not know the other family or people as well as you think you do. 

Everyone has difficulties.  It is a part of life...and in the end, the hardships are blessing because they help mold 

us and act to knock off the rough spots and, if we will be humble and look for the good...those hardships teach 

us so much and make us better people. It is the way of life. 

I will try and make this somewhat multi-media and include pictures wherever I can so that the reader gets a 

better feel and sense of some of the things I talk about and things that I experienced throughout my life, and 

saw in the lives of others around and near to me. 

2.0 aȅ .ƛǊǘƘ ŀƴŘ ǇŀǊŜƴǘǎΩ ŦŀƳƛƭƛŜǎ όмфнр ǘƻ мфрс ŀƴŘ Ƴȅ birth) 

I was born on June 19, 1956, at Baylor Hospital in Dallas, Texas. Since my parents were good Southern Baptists, I 

was born at Baylor Hospital, a Baptist Hospital in Dallas, Texas. We lived at 3933 Van Ness Lane in Dallas when I 

was born.  It was my ǇŀǊŜƴǘΩǎ ǎŜŎƻƴŘ ƘƻǳǎŜ ƛƴ 5ŀƭƭŀǎΣ ǘƘŜ ŦƛǊǎǘ ōŜƛƴƎ Ƨǳǎǘ ǳǇ ǘƘŜ ǎǘǊŜŜǘ ƻƴ ±ŀƴ bŜǎǎ ŀǘ ǘƘŜ ŎƻǊƴŜǊΦ 



 
 

 

Baylor Hospital 

My mom was Georgia Mae Spacil, and my dad Albert Lee Head Jr., both born in 1925 during the great 

depression. Albert Lee Head and Jewel Ollie Darden, and Albert Spacil and Albina Machu were my grandparents. 

aȅ 5ŀŘΩǎ ŦŀƳƛƭȅ ƘŀŘ Ǌƻƻǘǎ ŘŜŜǇ ƛƴ ǘƘŜ ¦ƴƛǘŜŘ {ǘŀǘŜǎΣ ōƻǘƘ ǎƛŘŜǎ ōŀŎƪ ǘƻ /ƻƭƻƴƛŀƭ Řŀȅǎ ŀƴŘ ǘƘŜ мсллǎ ƛƴ !ƳŜǊƛŎŀΦ 

  

My Grandparents holding my Dad as a baby 

 

My Dad (Left) and his parents (middle) and his sister, my Aunt Judy in Alabama 

My Grandad Head served in the US Navy in World War I.  He was a baseball player (catcher) in the depression 

for a minor league team of the New York Yankees. Both of them then taught High School in Goodwater, AL. 



 
 

 

My Dad, with his parents at his High School Graduation 

My father served in the US Navy in World War II. He was an officer aboard an LCI (Landing Craft Infantry) and his 

ship landed US Marines on Islands in the Pacific.  He joined in 1942 when he was 17. 

 

My Dad with his parents after enlisting in the US Navy ROTC Program in 1942 

The Navy sent him into ROTC at Auburn University in Alabama, and then later, at Rice University in Houston, 

Texas. In late 1943, he finished his ROTC training and was shipped off to war in the Pacific. 

 

Albert Lee Head by LCI (L)-690 that he served on as an Officer 

²ƘŜƴ ƘŜ Ǝƻǘ ƘƻƳŜ ƛƴ мфпсΣ ƛǘ ǿŀǎƴΩǘ ƭƻƴƎ ōŜŦƻǊŜ ƘŜ Ǝƻǘ ǘƻƎŜǘƘŜǊ ǿƛǘƘ ǘƘŜ ƎƛǊƭ ƘŜ ƘŀŘ ƘƻǇŜŘ ǿƻǳƭŘ ǿŀƛǘΣ 

Georgia Mae Spacil. They were married in 1948. Now a few words about my mother and her family.   



 
 

 

aȅ aƻƳΩǎ ǇŀǊŜƴǘǎΣ !ƭōƛƴŀ aŀŎƘǳ ŀƴŘ !ƭōŜǊǘ {ǇŀŎƛƭ ƛƴ Iƻǳǎǘƻƴ ƛƴ ǘƘŜ мфплǎ 

 

My Mom, Georgia on the left, and her mother on the right in the 1930s. 

My grandfather Spacil served in the US Army in World War I. They had five daughters and a son. Their son, my 

Uncle Albert, served in World War II in the Army Air Corps. He was the lower ball turret gunner on a B-17.  His 

aircraft was shot down on its second to last mission and he was killed. His body was not recovered until 1947.  

 

My Uncle Albert Spacil who was killed in World War II, married a few weeks before leaving. 

²ƘŜƴ ǘƘŜ ǿŀǊ ōǊƻƪŜ ƻǳǘΣ Ƴȅ aƻƳ ƭŀǘŜǊ ǘƻƭŘ ǳǎ ǎƘŜ ŎƻǳƭŘƴΩǘ ǎǘŀƴŘ ŦƻǊ ǘƘŜ ōƻȅǎ ǘƻ Ǝƻ ŀǿŀȅ ǘƻ ǿŀǊ ǿƛǘƘƻǳǘ 



 
 

ǎƻƳŜƻƴŜ ōŜƛƴƎ ǘƘŜǊŜ ŦƻǊ ǘƘŜƳΧǎƻ ǎƘŜ ǘƻƭŘ ǎŜǾŜǊŀƭ ƻŦ ǘƘŜm she would wait. When they came home, she told us 

ǘƘŀǘ ǿƘŜƴ Ƴȅ 5ŀŘ ǎƘƻǿŜŘ ƛƴ Ƙƛǎ ¦{ bŀǾȅ ŘǊŜǎǎ ǿƘƛǘŜ ǳƴƛŦƻǊƳΣ ǎƘŜ ǎŀƛŘ ǘƻ ƘŜǊǎŜƭŦΣ άǘƘŀǘΩǎ ǘƘŜ Ƴŀƴ ŦƻǊ ƳŜΦέ ¢ƘŜȅ 

married in 1948 in Houston, TX, and remained so for the rest of their lives until they passed in 2004 and 2012. 

 

Lee and Georgia Head after they were married 

!ŦǘŜǊ ōŜƛƴƎ ƳŀǊǊƛŜŘΣ Ƴȅ 5ŀŘ Ǝƻǘ Ƙƛǎ ƳŀǎǘŜǊΩǎ ŘŜƎǊŜŜ ƛƴ ŜƴƎƛƴŜŜǊƛƴƎ ŀƴŘ ǘƻƻƪ ŀ Ƨƻō ǿƛǘƘ [ƛƴƎ ¢ŜƳǇŎƻ ±ƻǳƎƘǘ 

(LTV) in Dallas, Texas.  LTV was an aircraft company that specialized in building aircraft for the US Navy.  My Dad 

started working there in 1949, and he would work for them for fifty years. He became a professional engineer 

and a lead dynamics engineer and was a primary engineer on several very successful US Navy aircraft. 

 

US Navy F-8E Crusader built by LTV 



 
 

 

3.0 My early Years and growing up in Dallas and then on the Ranch 1956-1969 

Back to my growing up. 

I had really curly red hair...and for the first few years my Mom apparently loved to let it grow a little long and 

keep it curly. 

 

Here I am about three or four years old with curly red hair 

Anyhow, my parents had Albert Lee Head III in 1952, Gregory Alan Head in 1955, myself in 1956, and Paul Neal 

Head, the last of four sons, in 1959, all in Dallas.  We visited Alabama each year for DŀŘΩǎ ǇŀǊŜƴǘǎΦ 

 

  My brother Lee (left) me (middle), and my brother Greg (right) in Alabama in the 1960s 

²Ŝ ŀƭǎƻ ǾƛǎƛǘŜŘ /ŜƴǘǊŀƭ ¢ŜȄŀǎ ŀ ŎƻǳǇƭŜ ƻŦ ǘƛƳŜǎ ŀ ȅŜŀǊ ǘƻ Ǿƛǎƛǘ ǿƛǘƘ Ƴȅ aƻƳΩǎ ǇŀǊŜƴǘǎΣ DǊŀƴƴȅ ŀƴŘ tŀǇŀ {ǇŀŎƛƭ. 



 
 

 

Visiting Granny and Papa, I am the second on the left. My Dad and Papa are in the middle 

We had a lot of great times on those trips and got to know our cousins. Ultimately, when I was seven years old, 

in the early 1960s, we moved to 4455 Myerwood Lane in North Dallas. But my parents had a long held dream of 

getting a ranch and raising their sons in the country. 

 

My Dad (left), then me, a friend, my Mom, and then Lee Head at Myerwood Lane in Dallas. 

In 1966, they realized that goal and bought 87 acres on a hill top, above a running Creek (called Clear Creek) in 

Denton County, Texas, 20 miles northwest of Denton, Texas. My Dad had a 60-mile commute to work in Dallas. 

 

My parents on their land in Denton County, west of Sanger, Texas. 



 
 

 

The Head home after being completed in 1967 

 

The Head barn, near the house, out by the Farm to Market Road, FM455 

Out in back of the house the hill side dropped steeply for 80-100 feet to the bottom land and Clear Creek.  All 

along the hill and into the bottom land it was forested. Lots of country and miles of land for four boys to work in, 

camp, hunt, and grow up between chores. Which was exactly what Lee and Georgia wanted for their boys. 

 

My brother Paul (right) and I near the woods on the side of the hill 

My dad got us used to working on the place. It was a big part of why he moved us out there. During the spring, 



 
 

summer, and fall, after we did our chores (like picking up rocks off of the top of the hill around the house), we 

would also work with neighbors in the area to help do the work needed on the farms and ranches in the area. 

On our place, we had a lot of land to clear of brush and rocks. My dad would have us plant Live Oak trees all 

along the drive up to the house.  The hill was covered with about a foot deep of top soil and broken rock, but 

then alternating layers of lime stone and clay.   

My Dad would have us dig down (whether for trees or corner posts for the fence, through the second layer of 

ƭƛƳŜ ǎǘƻƴŜύΦ  ²Ŝ ǿƻǳƭŘ ǘƘŜƴ άōŜƭƭέ ǘƘŜ ƘƻƭŜ ƻǳǘΦ  CƻǊ ǘǊŜŜǎΣ ǘƘƛǎ ŀƭƭƻǿŜŘ ǘƘŜ Ǌƻƻǘǎ ǘƻ ōŜ ƛƴ Ƴƻƛǎǘ ŎƭŀȅΧŀƴŘ ƛǘ ǿas 

moist down those three feet no matter how hot or dry the summer.  For corner posts, we used concrete and 

those posts were never going to come out of the hole! 

 

¢ǊŜŜǎ ŀƴŘ ŦŜƴŎƛƴƎ ǿŜ ǿƻǊƪŜŘ Ƴŀƴȅ ȅŜŀǊǎ ǘƻ ƎŜǘ ƛƴΧǿƛǘƘ ŀ ǘȅǇƛŎŀƭ ¢ŜȄŀǎ ¢ƘǳƴŘŜǊǎǘƻǊƳ ƛƴ ǘƘŜ Řƛstance. 

We also had a lot of grass to mow and then sometimes bale for hay.  We got to where we would haul hay a lot 

for other farmers and ranchers.  My two older brothers started off doing the harder work and they would have 

me along to help.  From when I was 11 years old, I would drive the hay truck in the field as they would walk 

ŀƭƻƴƎ ŀƴŘ ǎǘŀŎƪ ǘƘŜƳ ƻƴ ǘƘŜ ōŀŎƪ ƻŦ ǘƘŜ ǘǊǳŎƪΦ  L ŦƛǊǎǘ Ǝƻǘ ŀ ǇŜƴƴȅ ŀ ōŀƭŜ ŦƻǊ ǘƘŀǘΧŀƴŘ ǘƘŜƴ ƭŀǘŜǊ ǘǿƻ ŎŜƴǘǎΦ 

We started off with an old pickup my Dad had purchased for ranch work, and then later Greg and I purchased a 

larger flat-ōŜŘ ǘǊǳŎƪ ǿƛǘƘ ǿƘŀǘ ǿŀǎ ŎŀƭƭŜŘ ŀ άƘŜŀŘ-ŀŎƘŜ ǊŀŎƪΦέ  ¢Ƙŀǘ ǿŀǎ ŀ Ŧƭŀǘ ǇƻǊǘƛƻƴ ōǳƛƭǘ ƻǾŜǊ ǘƘŜ ǘƻǇ ƻŦ ǘƘŜ 

Ŏŀō ǿƘƛŎƘ ȅƻǳ ŎƻǳƭŘ ǎǘŀŎƪ Ƙŀȅ ƻƴΦ ²Ŝ ǎǘŀǊǘŜŘ ƻǳǊ ƻǿƴ ōǳǎƛƴŜǎǎ ŎŀƭƭŜŘΣ άIŜŀŘΩǎ Iŀȅ IŀǳƭƛƴƎΣέ IIIΦ 

As I got older, I would help stack and we would use my younger brother to drive.  But Greg and I did a LOT of hay 

hauling together and ultimately bought a device to pick the bales and drop them on the truck, and then an 

elevator to move hay into the hay lofts. We would take one third of the money for the truck and equipment and 

one third for each of us.  

We saved a lot of money each summer and ultimately it helped us buy our own cars, and particularly to fund our 

missions for our church which I will talk more about in a few minutes.   

By then for normal hay hauling we were getting 15 cents per bale, so each of us got a nickel and the truck did 

too.  But with the bigger truck we could also not only haul more, but go longer distances.   



 
 

We had numerous jobs that were several miles from the field to the barn which were paying us 30 cents per 

bale.  We could haul 1200 or more bales a day, so on a good day with those long-distance hauls, we would each 

make $120 to $150 dollars.  Pretty good money for young teenagers willing to work hard. 

!ƴŘ ƛǘ ǿŀǎ ƘŀǊŘ ǿƻǊƪΧŀƴŘ Ƙƻǘ ŘǳǊƛƴƎ ǘƘŜ ¢ŜȄŀǎ ǎǳƳƳŜǊǎΦ   

We rigged lights up to the truck and would even haul at night when it was too hot to work in the day. 



 
 

 

4.0 Teen Years, Graduation from High School 1970-1975 

We lived in the Sanger School District.  But back then, the state of Texas would allow you to attend a different 

school district if you would pay the taxes.  Sanger was a very small town and my Dad had us go through Junior 

High School there.  I remember once in the 8th grade when two boys had beat up my younger brother.  I waited 

for them the next day at lunch and confronted them.  The two were together and were a year younger than I.  I 

ŀǎƪŜŘ ǘƘŜƳ ƛŦ ǘƘŜȅ ƘŀŘ Ƙƛǘ Ƴȅ ōǊƻǘƘŜǊΦ hƴŜ ƻŦ ǘƘŜƳΣ ŀ ōƻȅ ƴŀƳŜŘ WƻƘƴƴȅ ǎŀƛŘΣ ά²Ƙŀǘ ƻŦ ƛǘΦέ  It made me angry 

and I immediately hit him in the mouth, bloodying his lip.  The other boy said he had not had anything to do with 

it and so I told them to not pick on younger kids, and especially not my brother two against one.  Much later, I 

would have more dealing with Johnny.  Later in life, he became the Justice of the Peace and I once had to go 

before him for a traffic ticket.  It was humbling to me, but to his credit, he did not hold that youthful discretion 

against me. 

I did well in school and when I got in 10th grade, like my older brothers, Dad transferred us to Denton High 

School which was much larger and had much better math and science.  He wanted us to get the best education, 

and in particular to be able to become Engineers. 

So, I went to Sanger elementary School and then Sanger Jr. High school until 1971, and then, when going into 

the 1th grade, I transferred to Denton High School, in Denton, Texas, 25 miles away. 

 

Denton High School in the 1970s 

We took the school bus to school in Sanger, but Dad had bought us an old pickup truck to drive for work (as I 

said above) and then we used it to drive into Denton Texas when we started high school in Denton. 

All of us, except Paul, played football. It was a big thing in Texas and I played from the 7th grade through the 11th 

grade. I played quarterback. But in the 10th grade I got hurt, injuring my knee which also had a condition called 

Osgood-Schlatter.  I re-injured it in the 11th grade, during the spring workouts when I was competing for the 

starting QB role. Once I had injured it twice I stopped playing. 



 
 

 

Football was a big deal in Denton Texas on Friday nights 

Both Greg and Lee went on to play college football.  Greg for Brigham Young University and Lee at the University 

of Texas at Arlington.  Greg played for four years at BYU on scholarship under the legendary coach, Lavell 

Edwards.  Greg played there the same years Jim McMahan played, who would go on to be a quarterback in the 

NFL and lead the Bears to a super bowl victory.  But Greg injured his knee his senior year and it ended up 

keeping him from any hopes himself of playing in the NFL. 

Although my football days were over, I did well enough in school and really enjoyed the math and sciences.   

L Ǝƻǘ ŀ ǎŎƘƻƭŀǊǎƘƛǇ ƻŦŦŜǊ ǘƻ ¢ŜȄŀǎ ¢ŜŎƘ ¦ƴƛǾŜǊǎƛǘȅΧbut I ended up not taking it because I had my sites on another 

school at the time. 

In order to understand why, I need to tell the story of our family being introduced to, and then joining the 

Church of Jesus Christ of Latter-day Saints.  What many people call the Mormon Church.  



 
 

 

5.0 Joining the Church of Jesus Christ of Latter-day Saints 1970 

I had been raised as a southern Baptist, and had given my life to Jesus Christ when I was about 10 years old.  

Back then we attended the 1st Baptist Church in Dallas, then the 1st Baptist Church in Denton, Texas, and finally, 

when we were finally moved out to Sanger, we joined the 1st Baptist Church in Sanger. 

As we got older, and as various denominations, including the southern Baptists began to liberalize their doctrine, 

my parents became more and more dissatisfied.  For example, as I was growing up, the Baptists universally 

ǘŀǳƎƘǘ ŀƴŘ ǎǘǳŎƪ ōȅ /ƘǊƛǎǘΩǎ ǘŜŀŎƘƛƴƎ ƛƴ ǘƘŜ .ƛōƭŜ ǘƘŀǘ ŀ ǇŜǊǎƻƴ ƘŀŘ ǘƻ ōŜ ōŀǇǘƛȊŜŘ ƛƴǘƻ ǘƘŜ /ƘǳǊŎƘΦ  hƴŜ ƻŦ ǘƘŜ 

reasons the Baptists were calleŘ ά.ŀǇǘƛǎǘǎέ ǿŀǎ ōŜŎŀǳǎŜ ǘƘƛǎ ǿŀǎ ŀ ŎŜƴǘǊŀƭΣ ǊŜǉǳƛǊŜŘ ǘŜƴŀƴǘ ƻŦ ǘƘŜƛǊ ŦŀƛǘƘΦ  !ǎ 

they began to teach that it was not really required, folks like my mom and dad had trouble with that. 

¢ƘŜȅ ŀƭǎƻ ƘŀŘ ƻǘƘŜǊ ǉǳŜǎǘƛƻƴǎΧƭƛƪŜ ǿƘŀǘ ƘŀǇǇŜƴǎ ǘƻ ǎƻ Ƴŀƴȅ ǇŜƻǇƭŜ ƛƴ ǘƘŜ world, many of whom are good 

ǇŜƻǇƭŜΧōǳǘ ǿƘƻ ƭƛǾŜ ƛƴ ǇƭŀŎŜǎ ƭƛƪŜ !ŦǊƛŎŀΣ ƻǊ !ǎƛŀΣ ƻǊ ǘƘŜ ƧǳƴƎƭŜǎ ƻŦ ǘƘŜ !ƳŀȊƻƴ ǿƘƻ ƭƛǾŜ ǘƘŜƛǊ ǿƘƻƭŜ ƭƛǾŜǎ ŀƴŘ 

never hear about Christ.  We were taught that unless they accepted Christ in this life, they would burn in hell for 

ŜǘŜǊƴƛǘȅΦ  aȅ ǇŀǊŜƴǘǎΣ ŀƴŘ ŀǎ L ƎǊŜǿ ƻƭŘŜǊΧƳŜ ǘƻƻΧƘŀŘ ŘƛŦŦƛŎǳƭǘȅ ōŜƭƛŜǾƛƴƎ ǘƘƛǎΦ 

Then during the summer of 1970, my brother Greg and I were in the barn working and welding when a spark 

jumped out into the high grass and started a fire.  We fought it as best as we could, but could not stop it because 

the wind was blowing and it got down into the forest.  We, our neighbors, and volunteer fire departments from 

six or seven local communities fought that large fire for five or six days. 

One day as were fighting it across the creek (Clear creek) a local rancher whom we had heard of but never met, 

ǿŀǎ ǿƛǘƘ ŀ ƎǊƻǳǇ ƻŦ Ƙƛǎ ǊŀƴŎƘ ƘŀƴŘǎ ŦƛƎƘǘƛƴƎ ǘƘŜ ŦƛǊŜΦ Iƛǎ ƴŀƳŜ ǿŀǎ WƻƘƴ tƻǊǘŜǊΦ IŜ ǎŀǿ Ƴȅ 5ŀŘ ƻǳǊǎŜƭǾŜǎ ό5ŀŘΩǎ 

four sons) fighting the fire and my Mom bringing us water.  He asked my parents if he could come over and 

meet them. 

They said yes.  His wife, Margaret Porter came with him a few nights later and spent the evening with my 

parents.  They got to talking religion.  They were members of the LDS faith (Latter-day Saints).  They answered 

Ƴŀƴȅ ƻŦ Ƴȅ ǇŀǊŜƴǘǎΩ ǉǳŜǎǘƛƻƴǎ ǘƻ ǘƘŜ Ǉƻƛƴǘ ǘƘŀǘ Ƴȅ ƳƻƳ ŀƴŘ ŘŀŘ ŀƎǊŜŜŘ ǘƻ Ǝƻ ǘƻ ŀ ƎǊƻǳǇ ƳŜŜǘƛƴƎΣ ƻǊ ά/ƻǘǘŀƎŜ 

aŜŜǘƛƴƎέ ǘƻ ƘŜŀǊ ƳƻǊŜΦ  ²ƘƛƭŜ ǘƘŜǊŜΣ ǘƘŜȅ ƳŜǘ ǘǿƻ ȅƻǳƴƎ ƳŜƴ ǿƘƻ ǿŜǊŜ ǎŜǊǾƛƴƎ ŀ Ƴƛǎǎƛƻƴ ŦƻǊ ǘƘŜ /ƘǳǊŎƘ ŦƻǊ 

two years, teaching other people about what the Church of Jesus Christ of Latter-day Saints believed. 

About a week later, I came into the house from the field and saw these two men (they were about 20 or 21 

years old) in the living room talking to my parents.  My dad asked if L ǿŀƴǘŜŘ ǘƻ ǎǘŀȅ ŀƴŘ ƭƛǎǘŜƴΧŀƴŘ ǎƻ L ŘƛŘΦ 

To make a long story short, we were taught that Jesus Christ and God in Heaven, His Father, had appeared to a 

young man in the Spring of 1830 and revealed that they were going to restore the original Church of Jesus Christ 

to the earth with 12 apostles, a prophet, and modern revelation to set aright the doctrine of Christ as He had 

taught it while on earth.  This included showing this young man, Joseph Smith, scriptures that had been written 

in ancient America by a group of people who had come to the Americas 600 years before Christ from Jerusalem. 

When Christ rose from the dead in Jerusalem, He then went and taught these people in America too, as one of 

the lost parts of the House of Israel.  Joseph Smith who only had a grade school education, was given a gift to 

translate the book, and it became what is known as the Book of Mormon, another Witness of Jesus Christ. At the 



 
 

end of that Book, in the book of Moroni, Chapter 10, there is a promise that anyone who reads it, and is serious 

about it and wants to know if it is true, can ask God, the eternal Father in the name of Christ if it is true, and that 

He would reveal the truth to them by the power of the Holy Ghost, but only if they ask in faith, nothing 

wavering. I listened to these young men. I read in the Book of Mormon and the Bible. I attended their church 

meetings.   

 

The original LDS Chapel in Denton Texas, off Malone Street 

They also taught us about the work for all of those people who live on earth and never hear about Jesus Christ.   

¢ƘŜȅ ǘƻƻ ŀǊŜ ƭƻǾŜŘ ŎƘƛƭŘǊŜƴ ƻŦ DƻŘ ǘƻƻΧƧǳǎǘ ŀǎ ǿŜ ŀǊŜΦ  DƻŘ Ƙŀǎ ƴƻǘ ƭŜŦǘ ǘƘŜƳ ǘƻ ōǳǊƴ ƛƴ ƘŜƭƭ ƻǊ ŀƴȅ ǎǳŎƘ ǘƘƛƴƎΦ  
Here is what He has done for them. 

When Christ died, before He was resurrected, the Bible teaches that he went to the spirits in Prison.  He taught 
them there and set up His work.  That teaching is going on to this day, by the billions.  When those people 
ŀŎŎŜǇǘ ǘƘŜ ƎƻǎǇŜƭ ǘƘŜǊŜΣ ǘƘŜȅ Ŏŀƴ ŀƭǎƻ ŀŎŎŜǇǘ ǇǊƻȄȅ ǿƻǊƪ ǘƘŀǘ Ƙŀǎ ōŜŜƴ ŘƻƴŜ ŦƻǊ ǘƘŜƳ ƘŜǊŜΧƭƛƪŜ 
ōŀǇǘƛǎƳǎΧōŜŎŀǳǎŜ ƛǘ ƛs true that all who wish to enter into Heaven with Christ and the Father must be baptized, 
just as He taught.  It is why the church build temples.  We go there, we find the names and information of 
ancestors and those who died, and we do work for them in their name.  Like Baptisms for the dead.  Peter 
taught about this doctrine in the Bible too, when speaking to some Pharisees who did not believe in the 
ǊŜǎǳǊǊŜŎǘƛƻƴ ŀƴŘ ǎŀƛŘΣ άǿƘȅ ǘƘŜƴ ōŀǇǘƛȊŜ ȅŜ ŦƻǊ ǘƘŜ ŘŜŀŘΣ ƛŦ ǘƘŜ ŘŜŀŘ ǊƛǎŜ ƴƻǘ ŀǘ ŀƭƭΚέΦ 

This doctrine has been lost to modern Christendom, and it needed to be restored, because the greatest part of 
missionary work is going on in the after-life, and that work depends on the temple work done here so those 
people can accept their baptism that are done through the power of Christ and His priesthood here on this earth 
in their behalf.  During the coming Millennium, that will be one of the major works that is done for those 
ǘƘƻǳǎŀƴŘ ȅŜŀǊǎΦ  Lǘ ƛǎ ŀ ƎƭƻǊƛƻǳǎΣ ŀƴŘ ǘǊǳŜ ŘƻŎǘǊƛƴŜ ǘƘŀǘ ǎƘƻǿǎ DƻŘ ƛƴ IŜŀǾŜƴΩǎ ŀƴŘ /ƘǊƛǎǘΩǎ love for all of His 
children, wherever, whenever they have lived. 

²ŜƭƭΣ L ǘƘŜƴ ǘƻƻƪ ŀƭƭ ƻŦ ǘƘƛǎ ǘƻ DƻŘ ŀƴŘ ǿŜƴǘ ƻǳǘ ƛƴ ǘƘŜ ŦƻǊŜǎǘǎ ƴŜŀǊ ƻǳǊ ƘƻƳŜΧŀƴŘ L ŀǎƪŜŘ DƻŘ ƛŦ ŀƭƭ ƻŦ ǘƘƛǎ ǿŜǊŜ 
true. He revealed the truth to me through the power of the Holy Ghost.   

Iǘ ǿŀǎ ƴƻǘ ŀ ǾƛǎƛƻƴΣ ƻǊ ŀƴ ŀǇǇŀǊƛǘƛƻƴΧƛǘ ǿŀǎ ŀ ǎǳǊŜ ƪƴƻǿƭŜŘƎŜ ǘƘŀǘ ŎŀƳŜ ǘƻ ƳŜ ƛƴ ǎǳŎƘ ŀ ǿŀȅ ǘƘŀǘ L ŎƻǳƭŘ ƴƻǘ 

deny it.  It filled my heart with the knowledge in such a way that I knew it was from God.  I have known ever 

ǎƛƴŎŜ ŀƴŘ Ŏŀƴƴƻǘ ŘŜƴȅ ǘƘŜ ǘǊǳǘƘ ƻŦ ƛǘΧthat the Book of Mormon is true, that it goes hand in hand with the Bible 

to witness for Jesus Christ.   

It was a sure feeling in my hearth that came on me, filled me with warmth, and simply gave me the knowledge 

that it was indeed true. That the young man, Joseph Smith, despite his youth and whatever failings, was called of 



 
 

God to help restore the Church of Jesus Christ to the earth.  That he was a modern prophet. Once I knew this, I 

joined the Church with my dad on September 19, 1970.  

That is how I became a member of the Church of Jesus Christ of Latter-day Saints.   

As a result, I found a group of people who became very good friends for life, particularly Trey Martino.   

¢ǊŜȅ ǇƭŀȅŜŘ ǘƘŜ ƎǳƛǘŀǊ ǾŜǊȅ ǿŜƭƭ ŀƴŘ ǘŀǳƎƘǘ ƳŜ ǘƻ Ǉƭŀȅ ǘƻƻΧǿƘƛŎƘ ǇǊƻǾƛŘŜŘ ƳŜ ǿƛǘƘ ŀ talent and outlet that I 

used for most of my life.  Through High School, and then through life, Trey has been a a personal friend who has 

meant so much to me, and then later, after our missions and schooling and weddings, he and his wife have been 

dear friends of ours.   



 
 

 

6.0 Back to Teen Years, Graduation, and a Mission 1970-1977 

This event impacted my life like no other.  Ever since, my life has flowed forward from that point and the 

decisions have been based on that singular experience. 

I received my Patriarchal Blessing in 1973.  It is a blessing where a man called to be a Patriarch receives 

revelation about your lineage in the house of Israel and then pronounces a blessing.  I am from the tribe of 

Ephraim, one of the two tribes that were given to Joseph of old for his two sons.  I was blessed to serve a 

mission, to be strong in the church, to be sought after for advice and counsel both at church and in my 

professional life.  To marry for time and eternity and to have a good family.  To always have friends in time of 

need.  As you will see, all of these blessings have been true throughout my life as I have been true to God. 

Like any other young man in High school, I grew and became interested in young ladies and dating them.  I went 

steady with a young woman my Jr. and Sr. year at High School.  Her name was Lisa Ford and she was a member 

of the Church of Christ, and a very good girl. We became somewhat serious, but we sat down and knew that our 

different faiths would be an issue. Her father was a preacher ŀƴŘ ŘƛŘ ƴƻǘ ŜǾŜƴ ǘƘƛƴƪ ŀ άaƻǊƳƻƴΣέ ǿŀǎ ŀ 

Christian.  She knew better, because she knew me, but she did not want a split between us. So we called it off. 

While in High School, from time to time I would visit eastern Oklahoma.  A member of our Ward, Hoyt Wilson, 

had some land there and an old cabin in the hills northeast of Atoka.  Our group of Young Men on occasion 

would camp up there and Brother Wilson let me use it.  Sometimes I would go up and camp out in his cabin and 

play the guitar.  I got to know some people living back in there and every now and then would walk to their 

cabins and we would all play guitar.  We had a good time doing so.  I was not great with the guitar, but they 

helped me learn a few more things and it was a good experience for me. 

AlsƻΣ ƛƴ ¸ƻǳƴƎ aŜƴΩǎ ŀǘ /ƘǳǊŎƘΣ ǿŜ ƘŀŘ ŀ ƭƻǘ ƻŦ Ŧǳƴ ǎŎƻǳǘƛƴƎΦ  L ǊŜƳŜƳōŜǊ Ƴŀƴȅ ǎŎƻǳǘƛƴƎ ŎŀƳǇƻǳǘǎ ǘƻ ǎƻǳǘƘŜǊƴ 

Oklahoma.  Myself and Trey Martino did a lot of hiking, and would sit up late at night and talk about life, girls, 

our goals in life, and even the stars and constellations and what it must be like to be able to ultimately arrive at 

the Kingdom of God and be able to know all about creating plants, stars, and universes. 

²Ŝ ƘŀŘ ƻƴŜ άǎǳǇŜǊ ŀŎǘƛǾƛǘȅΦέ  hǳǊ {ŎƻǳǘƛƴƎ 9ȄǇƭƻǊŜǊ Ǉƻǎǘ ǘƻƻƪ ŀ ȅŜŀǊ ǘƻ ǎǘǳŘȅ ǿƛƭŘŜǊƴŜss survival and then took 

a two week trip to central Utah, to Monroe and Marysvale Peaks. 

We camped up there in the wilderness and could only take our clothing and what we could fit into one of those 

large match boxes. Although it was in late May after we got out of school that year, it was still cold up at 8,000 

feet.  It was also beautiful, and it was a great time. 

I remember gathering roots and edible plants.  We caught small brook trout and ate them too.  

On one of the days I climbed down a cliff to set a couple of snares in a meadow there below, and found I could 

not climb back up.  I tried to hike around, but ended up having to hike the eight miles down the mountain and 

into Monroe, Utah.  I then hitch-hiked around the mountain and went to the adults in Koosharem who had 

brought us and they took me back to the trail head to get back to our camp.  As I hiked up, I happened upon and 

killed a porcupine with a large rock. 

While walking two or three of those porcupine quills had stuck in me. About an hour later I met the other boys 



 
 

who were coming down to report me missing.  Boy was I glad to see them. 

Trey had to help get those quills out of me because I could not reach them. We went back to camp after I told 

my tail, and we ate that porcupine.  I have to say that it was the toughest meat I had ever tasted.   

We split it into eights and the large back legs, which looked sort of like big drum sticks were the prize everyone 

wanted.  We drew straws and I got a part of one of the front quarters, with one of the small front legs.  It was 

tough, but edible.   

¢ƘŜ Ǝǳȅǎ ǿƘƻ Ǝƻǘ ƘŀƭŦ ƻŦ ŜŀŎƘ ōŀŎƪ ƭŜƎ ǘƘƻǳƎƘǘ ǘƘŜȅ ƘŀŘ ǘƘŜ ōŜǎǘΧŀƴŘ ƛǘ ǿŀǎ ƳƻǊŜ ƳŜŀǘΧōǳǘ ƛǘ ǿŀǎ ƭƛƪŜ 

chewing on a boot!  LOL!  They could just sort of chew on it and get some juices out of it.  

 

Monroe Peak from near Koosharem, and then up high on the mountain, a mile or so from our camp. 

Eight of us went up there and we camped in groups of two.  Trey and I camped together and we selected a place 

between a large rock and a large pine tree.  We hand dug out room next to and a little under the rock for our fire 

(which would heat the rock and provide more warmth at night), and then built a leant to over it. 

It was a great experience for a bunch of teenage boys and we learned to appreciate what we had. 

We were very hungry at the end of it all and glad to be done and back in town where we could eat normal food.  

We went to a café in Koosharem Utah and got hamburgers and scones! 

I graduated from Denton High School in June of 1974 and immediately went to work driving truck for a Honey 

Company moving their Bees and equipment from southern California to South Dakota.  A member of our 

ŎƻƴƎǊŜƎŀǘƛƻƴΣ IŀǊǾŜȅ ¢ƘƻƳǇǎƻƴ ŀƴŘ Ƙƛǎ ŦŀƳƛƭȅΣ ƻǿƴŜŘ ǘƘŀǘ ōǳǎƛƴŜǎǎ ŀƴŘ L ŜƴƧƻȅŜŘ ǿƻǊƪƛƴƎ ǿƛǘƘ ǘƘŜƳΧŀƴŘ L 

enjoyed driving their trucks across country from East Texas to California, and then up to South Dakota where 

ǊŀƴŎƘŜǊǎ ǇŀƛŘ ǘƘŜƳ ŜŀŎƘ ȅŜŀǊ ŦƻǊ ǘƘŜƛǊ .ŜŜǎ ǘƻ ǇƻƭƭƛƴŀǘŜΧŀƴŘ ǘƘŜƴ ǘƘŜȅ ŀƭǎƻ ƳŀŘŜ ƳƻƴŜȅ ŦǊƻƳ ǘƘŜ ƘƻƴŜȅ ǘƘŜ 

bees produced.   

While there they let me use a small motorcycle for personal use.  I would drive into town to get personal items, 

to see a movie perhaps, and to get out and about when I was at their farm. 

But mostly I did chores around the place, and by far the most that I did was going out driving hundreds and 

hundreds of hives all over South Dakota. 



 
 

I did this all summer and then came home and prepared for college. 

This is where my decision not to take the scholarship offer from Texas Tech University in Lubbock, Texas comes 

into play, and is one way my experience in joining the Church changed things.   

Instead, I wanted to attend BYU in Provo, Utah, which is a four-year University owned by the Church. 

While there I began studying general studies thinking I wanted to either be a meteorologist or a Forest Ranger.  

My Dad wanted me to study engineering, like he had, and he knew I was good at the math and sciences the 

engineering study would require.  But I was stubborn and though I took those math and science classes to 

prepare in case I wanted to go that way, I was looking forward to one of the others. 

While there I met another girl, and started going out very steadily with her.  Her name was Linda Park. She knew 

I intended to serve a mission.  We became fairly serious, talking about marriage after my mission. 

It had become a big goal of mine for me to go serve for two years like the young men who had taught me about 

the Church had done.  Linda indicated she would wait for me. So, I went home for the summer to prepare for my 

mission in April. 

In May I received a letter with my mission call from the First Presidency of the Church to go to Southern 

Germany for two years.  



 
 

 

7.0 My Mission to Germany 1975-1977 

I left home for the mission field on June 21st, 1975, two days after my 19th birthday.  It was the first time I had 

ever flown on an airplane, as I flew from Dallas to Salt Lake City. 

I spent a week in Salt Lake at the Mission Home there, and then went to Provo and what they called the 

Language Training Mission (LTM) back then for three months. My companion there was a young man named 

Richard Johnson, and we got along very well. The LTM was what they called a total submersion school that 

ǘŀǳƎƘǘ ǳǎ DŜǊƳŀƴ ŀƴŘ ǘƘŜ ōŀǎƛŎǎ ƻŦ ǘŜŀŎƘƛƴƎ ǘƘŜ ƎƻǎǇŜƭΦ  hƴŎŜ ǘƘŜǊŜΧǿŜ ŎƻǳƭŘ ƻƴƭȅ ǎǇŜŀƪ ƻǳǊ ƭŀƴƎǳŀƎŜΦ 

 

Here I am studying German and the discussions at the LTM 

L ǿƻǊƪŜŘ ƘŀǊŘΦ  aȅ ¢ŜȄŀǎ ŀŎŎŜƴǘ ǿŀǎ ŀƴ ƛǎǎǳŜΧōǳǘ ǿƘŜƴ L ƭŜŦǘ ǘƘŜ [¢a ǘƘǊŜŜ ƳƻƴǘƘǎ ƭŀǘŜǊΣ L ǘƘƻǳƎƘǘ L ƘŀŘ 

ƭŜŀǊƴŜŘ DŜǊƳŀƴ ǇǊŜǘǘȅ ǿŜƭƭΦ  IŜƘŜƘŜΧƭƛǘǘƭŜ ŘƛŘ L ƪƴƻǿΗ 

I could not have been more mistaken.  I got to Germany and learned soon that an intellectual understanding of 

speaking and actually speaking so you could be understood were two different things. 

As LDS missionaries, you work in sets of two.  You have a companion you stick with all of the time.  It is best for 

safety, for not getting into trouble, and for effective teaching. I would listen to my companion speak and could 

ǳƴŘŜǊǎǘŀƴŘ ƘƛƳΦ  ²ƘŜƴ L ǘǊƛŜŘ ǘƻ ǎŀȅ ǎƛƳƛƭŀǊ ǘƘƛƴƎǎΧǘƘŜ ǇŜƻǇƭŜ ƭƻƻƪŜŘ ŀǘ ƳŜ ƭƛƪŜ L ǿŀǎ ǎǇŜŀƪƛƴƎ ƎƛōōŜǊƛǎƘΦ   

Elder Michael Black was my first companion.  He only had about six months left, but was a good man.  He told 

ƳŜ ƛǘ ǿŀǎ ƻƪŀȅΣ ǘƘŀǘ L ǿƻǳƭŘ ƭŜŀǊƴ ǘƘŜ ƴǳŀƴŎŜ ƻŦ ŦƭƻǿƛƴƎ ǘƘŜ ǿƻǊŘǎ ǘƻƎŜǘƘŜǊΧōǳǘ ƛǘ ǿŀǎ ŦǊǳǎǘǊŀǘƛƴƎ ŀƴŘ ƛǘ ǘƻƻƪ 

ƳƻƴǘƘǎΦ .ǳǘ ǎƭƻǿƭȅΧƛǘ ǎǘŀǊǘŜŘ ǘƻ ŎƻƳŜ ǘƻƎŜǘƘŜǊΦ  

 On top of this, most Germans speak pretty good English so I could communicate with them when I had to. 

hƴ Ƴȅ ƳƛǎǎƛƻƴΣ Ƴƻǎǘƭȅ ǿŜ ǊƻŘŜ ōƛŎȅŎƭŜǎ ŜǾŜǊȅǿƘŜǊŜΧǎƻƳŜǘƛƳŜǎ ǊƛŘƛƴƎ ǿŜƭƭ ƻǾŜǊ ŦƛŦǘȅ ƳƛƭŜǎ ǇŜǊ ŘŀȅΦ 



 
 

 

My and my companions bicycles, parked outside an apartment. 

It took me six months before the people finally began understanding what I was trying to share with them 

I started in Karlsruhe, on the French German border with Elder Black for three months, and then with Elder 

David Dutson for three months.  They were both my senior companions and they taught me a lot. After about 

four months there, was my Dad had to come to Europe on business and he got permission to visit me.  

 

My Dad visiting me on my mission in Karlsruhe 

In late February of 1975, I was transferred to Stuttgart, Feuerbach to work with Elder John Clanton. I stayed 

there for six months and had two other companions, Elder Phillip Duncan and then Elder Gary Nalder.   

We had some GREAT experiences.   

On one occasion, Elder Duncan and I were following up on a referral in an area of the city when I saw an old 

man, who could barely walk, come out of a building and struggle to walk up the street.  I had the over-powering 

feeling that we should bless him.  I looked at Elder Duncan and asked him what he was feeling and he said that 

he felt the same.  We ran down the street to catch up with the man as he turned the corner.  I could see in my 

ƳƛƴŘΩǎ ŜȅŜ ǊŜŀŎƘƛƴƎ ƘƛƳΣ ŀǎƪƛƴƎ ƘƛƳ ƛŦ ƘŜ ōŜƭƛŜǾŜŘ ƛƴ WŜǎǳǎ /ƘǊƛǎǘΣ ŀƴŘ ƛŦ ƘŜ ǿŀƴǘŜŘ ǳǎ ǘƻ ōƭŜǎǎ ƘƛƳΦ  IŜ ǿŀǎ 

going to say yes and then we would heal him. 



 
 

When we turned ǘƘŀǘ ŎƻǊƴŜǊΧƘŜ ǿŀǎ ƎƻƴŜΦ  ¢ƘŜǊŜ ǿŀǎ ƴƻǘ ŀ ŘƻƻǊ ŦƻǊ ŀ ŦŜǿ ƘǳƴŘǊŜŘ ŦŜŜǘ ŀƴŘ ǿŜ ǎƛƳǇƭȅ Řƻ ƴƻǘ 

know what happened to him.  We both believed the Lord was testing our faith, knowing that we would do it, 

and having one of his messengers give us the opportunity to show it. 

In August of 1976, I was then called to be a Zone Leader of what was called the Rhine Zone.  It was on the 

eastern side of our mission along the Rhine River and the Black Forest.  I was really excited because it meant I 

was being sent back to Karlsruhe.  That was special.  

I had been on my mission for a little over a year at this point and was loving it.  Most Germans at this point could 

not even tell I was an American and I had been very blessed to learn and speak the language.   We had had a 

change in Mission Presidents and the new President, President Myers, called me as a Zone Leader and also 

ǎǘǊŜǎǎŜŘ ǘƘŜ 9ƭŘŜǊΩǎ ǳǎƛƴƎ ǘƘŜƛǊ ǘŀƭŜƴǘǎΦ  L Ǝƻǘ ǇŜǊƳƛǎǎƛƻƴ ǘƻ ǳǎŜ ǘƘŜ ƎǳƛǘŀǊΣ ŀƴŘ ǿŜ ǳǎŜŘ ƛǘ ǘƻ ǘŜŀŎƘ ŎƘƛƭŘǊŜƴ όōƻǘƘ 

!ƳŜǊƛŎŀƴ ŀƴŘ DŜǊƳŀƴύ Ŧƻƭƪ ǎƻƴƎǎΧaƻǊmon Folk songs in particular.  

I knew quite a few Elders by then.  There in Karlsruhe when we would get together in our District and Zone 

meetings, we loved to sing the Hymns of Zion.  We would do it in meetings and sometimes in church. 

 

Myself (on left) and four Elders singing in a sacrament meeting 

L ǿŀǎ ǿƻǊƪƛƴƎ ǿƛǘƘ 9ƭŘŜǊ 5ŀƴ .ŀǎǘƛŀƴ ŀƴŘ ǿŜ Ƙƛǘ ƻŦŦ ƛƴ ŀ ōƛƎ ǿŀȅΧƭƻǾƛƴƎ ǿƻǊƪƛƴƎ ƘŀǊŘ ǘƻƎŜǘƘŜǊΦ  !ŦǘŜǊ ŀ ŎƻǳǇƭŜ 

ƻŦ ƳƻƴǘƘǎΣ L ǿŀǎ ŎŀƭƭŜŘ ǘƻ ǿƻǊƪ ǿƛǘƘ ǘƘŜ ά!ƳƛǎΦέ ²Ƙŀǘ ǘƘŀǘ ƳŜŀƴǘ ǿŀǎ ǿƻǊƪƛƴƎ ǿƛǘƘ ǘƘŜ !ƳŜǊƛŎŀƴ {ŜǊvicemen.  I 

worked another two months in Karlsruhe with elders John Smith and Chris Ware.   

Back then it was the height of the Cold War and the United States still had almost two hundred thousand 

soldiers in Germany.   Many of them had their families with them and had entire little American neighborhoods 

on their bases.  Our mission had about ¼ of the missionaries teaching American servicemen about the Gospel of 

WŜǎǳǎ /ƘǊƛǎǘΦ  Lǘ ǿŀǎ ǊŜŀƭƭȅ ƛƴǘŜǊŜǎǘƛƴƎ ǘƻ Ǝƻ ƛƴǘƻ ǘƘƻǎŜ ŀǊŜŀǎΧŀƴŘ Ƴƻǎǘ ōŀǎŜǎ ƎŀǾŜ ǳǎ ǇŀǎǎŜǎ ǘƻ do so.   

One really special experience was teaching a young woman, Vicki Johnson, who was an American teacher there.  

She felt the church was true, but remained reluctant to get baptized and we could not understand why.  So, we 

fasted and prayed for God tƻ ƘŜƭǇ ǳǎΧŀƴŘ IŜ ŘƛŘΧƛƴ Ƨǳǎǘ ǘƘŜ ǎŀƳŜ ƳŀƴƴŜǊ IŜ ƘŀŘ ǊŜǾŜŀƭŜŘ ǘƘŜ ǘǊǳǘƘ ƻŦ ǘƘŜ 

Book of Mormon to me.  He revealed to us a sure knowledge of what the issue was. I will respect her privacy and 

ƴƻǘ ǎŀȅ ƛǘ ƘŜǊŜ ƛƴ ǘƘƛǎ ōƻƻƪΧōǳǘ ǘƘŜ ƴŜȄǘ ǘƛƳŜ ǿŜ ƳŜǘΣ ǿŜ ǘƻƭŘ ƘŜǊ and she was shocked that we knew.  She 



 
 

ǿŀƴǘŜŘ ǘƻ ƪƴƻǿ ǿƘƻ ǘƻƭŘ ǳǎΧƘƻǿ ƻƴ ŜŀǊǘƘ ǿŜ ƘŀŘ ŦƻǳƴŘ ƻǳǘ ŀōƻǳǘ ƛǘΦ  ²Ŝ ǘƻƭŘ ƘŜǊ ǘƘŀǘ IŜŀǾŜƴƭȅ CŀǘƘŜǊ ŘƛŘ 

revealed it to us and we all cried.  She joined the church. 

Germany is a GREAT country, but many of their services and living conditions were like being back in the 1950s 

ŀǘ ƘƻƳŜΦ  ²ƘŜƴ ȅƻǳ ǿŀƭƪŜŘ ƻƴ ōŀǎŜΧȅƻǳ ǿŀƭƪŜŘ ǊƛƎƘǘ ōŀŎƪ ƛƴǘƻ ǘƘŜ мфтлǎ ƛƴ ǿƘŀǘ ǿŀǎ ƭƛƪŜ ƭƛǘǘƭŜ ǇŀǊǘǎ ƻŦ 

America.  We were blessed to teach many service men and their families and had significant success.  In 

particular, one group of four friends and their families all took the discussions and three of them were baptized.  

The last, a Brother Miller, was going to wait until he got back to the US to get baptized.  My companion and I had 

prayed about it and we knew there was a great possibility after he got home, that he would not go back to 

church without a really special spiritual experience.  The Lord revealed to me how I should approach him. 

¢ǿƻ ǿŜŜƪǎ ōŜŦƻǊŜ ƘŜ ƭŜŦǘΣ ƘŜ ŀǘǘŜƴŘŜŘ ƻƴŜ ƻŦ Ƙƛǎ ŦǊƛŜƴŘΩǎ baptism.  It was the second he had attended and he 

loved those meetings.  After the meeting, I asked him if next week he could come for one last baptism before he 

left.  He asked me who was being baptized.  It got very quiet and I put my hand on his shoulder and said, 

ά.ǊƻǘƘŜǊ aƛƭƭŜǊΣ ƛǘ ƴŜŜŘǎ ǘƻ ōŜ ȅƻǳΦέ  IŜ ŀŎŎŜǇǘŜŘ ŀƴŘ ǿŀǎ ōŀǇǘƛȊŜŘ ǘƘŜ ƴŜȄǘ ǿŜŜƪ ōŜŦƻǊŜ ƘŜ ǿŜƴǘ ōŀŎƪ ǘƻ ǘƘŜ 

ǎǘŀǘŜǎΦ  ²ƘŜƴ ƘŜ Ǝƻǘ ƘƻƳŜΧƘŜ ōŀǇǘƛȊŜŘ Ƙƛǎ ǿƛŦŜΗ 

I was then called to go to Mannheim as a District Leader in a brand new District that was opened when a part of 

the Frankfurt Mission was broken off and given to our Mission. The Mission President emphasized how 

important it was to start the District off correctly, and help the new Elders understand our mission rules.  

So, I went up to Mannheim and worked with Elder Mike Rennert, and then Elder Richard Meyers.  We opened 

up a new area while we were there in Worms, Germany.  Worms had a really old Catholic Cathedral dating back 

to the 1500s in it.  It was one where Martin Luther had tacked his thesis to its door. 

 

The Old Lutheran Cathedral in worms that Martin Luther tacked his Thesis to 



 
 

 

We looked at the old tree, and though most of it is clearly new growth, they have a part of a really old looking 

root on it that they say dated back to those times. 

hƴŜ ƻŦ ǘƘŜ ǘƘƛƴƎǎ L ǎŀǿ ǿƘƛƭŜ ǘƘŜǊŜ ƛƴ ǘƘŜ ŀǊŜŀΣ ǘƘŀǘ ŎŀƳŜ ōŀŎƪ ƭŀǘŜǊΣ ǿŀǎ ǎŜŜƛƴƎ ŀƴ ŀƴŎƛŜƴǘ 5ƻƎΩǎ IŜŀŘ ƳƻǳƴǘŜŘ 

at an eating establishment on a hill between Mannheim and Worms.  It was HUGE and they used to tell us that 

the old German Princes would import Lions from Africa and then have packs of these huge dogs hunt them.   

¢ƘŜ ǘŀƭŜ ƎǊŜǿ ƛƴ ǘƘŜ ǘŜƭƭƛƴƎΧōǳǘ ƳƻǊŜ ŀōƻǳǘ ǘƘŀǘ ƭŀǘŜǊΦ 

Anyhow, I then was called spent the last of my mission down near the Alps in a town called Kaufbeuren. 

 

A Schloss (Castle) in the Bavarian Alps 

On prep days we would hike sometimes into the mountains down there.  It was very beautiful as you can see. 

²Ŝ ǘŀǳƎƘǘ Ƴŀƴȅ ǇŜƻǇƭŜΣ ōǳǘ ƻƴŜ ǎǇŜŎƛŀƭ ŦŀƳƛƭȅΣ ǿƘƻ ƭƛǾŜŘ ǿŀȅ ƻǳǘ ƻƴ ŀ ǎƳŀƭƭ ά5ƻǊŦΣέ ƻǊ άǾƛƭƭŀƎŜΣέ ǿƘƻƳ ǿŜ 

taught were the Kniebuehlers.   

They lived in Leutkirch and later, after I had left, they all joined the church.   

Leutkirch was about a four-hour train and bus ride from where we lived.  Not that far in miles, just two or three 

connections that took time to get to.  The man was a leader in what was called the New Apostolische Church.  

They were special people and one of the little girls was about ten years old and just loved for us to come over. 

¢ƘŜ ƘǳǎōŀƴŘ ŀƴŘ ǿƛŦŜ ƘŀŘ ǎƻ Ƴŀƴȅ ǉǳŜǎǘƛƻƴǎΧōǳǘ ǘƘŜȅ ŎƻǳƭŘ ǘŜƭƭ ǘƘŀǘ ǘƘŜ ǿŀȅ ǘƘe Lord had restored the Church 

was similar to what they felt had needed to happen, and in fact what their church taught.  But the teachings 

ŀōƻǳǘ ǘƘŜ tǊƛŜǎǘƘƻƻŘ ŀƴŘ άbƻ Ƴŀƴ ǘŀƪŜǘƘ ǘƘƛǎ ƘƻƴƻǊ ǳƴǘƻ ƘƛƳǎŜƭŦ ŜȄŎŜǇǘ ƘŜ ōŜ ŎŀƭƭŜŘ ƻŦ DƻŘ ŀǎ ǿŀǎ !ŀǊƻƴΣέ 

and the teachings about the Temple and the work for the dead opening up the gospel to all mankind touched 

their heart and caused them to be believing when they prayed for a testimony.  It was very special. 



 
 

They did not get baptized until a few weeks after I left and ǿŜƴǘ ƘƻƳŜΧōǳǘ ƻƘ Ƙƻǿ ǎǿŜŜǘ ƛǘ ǿŀǎ ǘƻ ƪƴƻǿ ǘƘŜȅ 

were going to and then to hear about it. 

Altogether, including my companion at the LTM, I had twelve companions.  Some of them became lifelong 

friends.  We were blessed to see several people change their lives and join the Church, and turn their lives over 

to God in Heaven and Jesus Christ.  They learned the truth of the gospel and its restoration, and the grand truths 

ŀōƻǳǘ ǘƘŜ .ƻƻƪ ƻŦ aƻǊƳƻƴΣ ǘƘŜ tǊƛŜǎǘƘƻƻŘΧǿƘƛŎƘ ƛǎ ŀǾŀƛƭŀōƭŜ ǘƻ ŀƭƭ ƳŜƴ ŀƴŘ ƴƻǘ Ƨǳǎǘ ǘƘƻǎŜ ǿƘo graduate from 

some school or seminary.  And they learned and accepted the wonderful truth of the temple and that marriage 

can be forever, and that God has a plan for all of His children and their salvation no matter when or where they 

lived on this earth.   

I kept a journal the entire time.  One of my sons, Jared, took that journal with him on his mission, to read it 

every day while there. 

Germany is a beautiful place, with so much history.  I learned a lot from the people there.  They talked freely 

with us, as they came to know us, and were impressed with our ability to speak German.  I had learned it so well 

that people could not tell I was an American.  Anyhow, they talked about how they as a people had been fooled 

into putting their national pride above common sense and then suffered horribly in World War II. 

Most of the time we spent trying to visit people in their homes or apartments, or working on the streets early in 

the mornings, or in the afternoons, trying to talk to people. 

\ 

One of the street displays we used to talk to people about the Church 

L ƭŜŀǊƴŜŘ ŀ ƭƻǘ ŀōƻǳǘ ƭƛŦŜΧōǳǘ Ƴƻǎǘ ƛƳǇƻǊǘŀƴǘƭȅΣ L ƭŜŀǊƴŜŘ Ƙƻǿ ǘƻ ǊŜƭȅ ƻƴ Ƴȅ CŀǘƘŜǊ ƛƴ IŜŀǾŜƴ ŀƴŘ Iƛǎ ƎǳƛŘŀƴŎŜ 

and how to live to do so.  I also gained a greater appreciation for my nation, the United States of America on my 

mission.  I found that the things that my parents had been teaching me my whole life about our freedoms, and 

especially about how our nation, because of its foundation on Christian principles had been so richly blessed, 

despite whatever shortcomings and failings it may have had from time to time.  This would stay with me for the 

rest of my life. 

My mission was pivotal, and I came home in July of 1977, prepared to go back to BYU. 



 
 

 

8.0 Back to BYU, finding my Sweetheart, Marriage, Honey Moon 1977-1978 

I returned to BYU, and thought I would marry quickly. 

But I found that Linda had almost married one of my best friends (it was actually Trey Martino) while I was gone, 

but ended up wanting to wait until I got back.  She graduated from College right after I got home and I helped 

her move to Vernal, Utah and her teaching job.  We would then drive back and forth every other weekend.   

One time when she came to Provo, I saw she had all the things I had given her and she broke it off.  I was 

heartbroken and decided I would simply wait her out. But I also decided to take it to Father in Heaven.  So, I 

went up into the mountains and prayed to my Father in Heaven about it. 

 

ά¸έ Ƴƻǳƴǘŀƛƴ ōŜƘƛƴŘ .¸¦Φ ¢ƘŜ ǊŜŘ ƭƛƴŜ ƛǎ ǘƘŜ ǘǊŀƛƭ L ǘƻƻƪ ǳǇ ŀǊƻǳƴŘ ǘƘŜ ŎƻǊƴŜr into the mountains to pray. 

I took my guitar and was up there for a day, overnight, then into the next day.  It rained on my while I was 

ǎŜŜƪƛƴƎ ŀƴ ŀƴǎǿŜǊΧōǳǘ ǳƭǘƛƳŀǘŜƭȅ ǘƘŜ [ƻǊŘ ǎǇƻƪŜ ǘƻ Ƴȅ ƘŜŀǊǘ ŀƴŘ ƭŜǘ ƳŜ ƪƴƻǿ L ǿŀǎ ǿǊƻƴƎ ŀƴŘ ǘƘŀǘ L ƴŜŜŘŜŘ ǘƻ 

date other girls. 

This was hard for me, but I had learned to listen and so I obeyed.   

In doing so, I was very straight forward about my intentions.  I was looking to find a wife and let girls know, early 

on, that if they were dating me, then that was where I was ƎƻƛƴƎΦ  LǘΩǎ Ŧǳƴƴȅ ǘƻ ƭƻƻƪ ōŀŎƪ ƻƴ ƴƻǿΣ ōŜŎŀǳǎŜ 

several of the girls I dated were simply not ready for that serious of a relationship, and I am sure my straight 

forward approach probably was pretty startling to them.  LOL!  They probably talked to their friends about this 

guy who would tell them on the 2nd date that he was looking to get married! 

My roommates tried to help me by planning dinners at our apartment so I could invite girls to come to and 

meet.  But I was pretty much a hay-seed.   

The first time I met my future wife, Gail Woodmansee atr one of their dinners, she had come with one of my 

roommates, Jay Bushard. At that dinner, I told a corny joke about a potato looking like a Texas peanut. It did not 

Ǝƻ ƻǾŜǊ ǾŜǊȅ ǿŜƭƭΧƴƻǘ ǘƻƻ Ƴŀƴȅ ƭŀǳƎƘŜŘΦ 



 
 

But that girl, Gail Woodmansee, became more and more important to me and since I home taught some girls in 

her apartment, I arranged to go to a missionary farewell for someone we all knew and have her drive with me to 

it that Sunday in January of 1978.  During the trip back from the farewell, I told her I wanted to come by that 

night and talk to her and she said okay. 

When I got there, she was gone.  Apparently a young man she had known most of her life and who many 

expected her to marry had been home from his mission for months.  His name was Randy and he had finally 

asked her to go to a Fireside with her. 

Well, I determined I would wait at the apartment until she got back and then wait until whoever this was left so I 

could talk to her. 

They came back and pretty soon it was just the three of us there in the living room of the apartment.  I simply 

would not leave and kept picking on my guitar while Randy sat with Gail.  It was apparent that he wanted me to 

ƭŜŀǾŜΧōǳǘ L ŘƛŘ ƴƻǘΦ  !ŦǘŜǊ ŀ ǿƘƛƭŜΧƘŜ ǘƻƭŘ Dŀƛƭ ƘŜ ǿƻǳƭŘ ǘŀlk to her later and he left. 

!ŦǘŜǊ ƘŜ ƭŜŦǘΣ ƻǘƘŜǊ ƎƛǊƭǎ ƛƴ ǘƘŜ ŀǇŀǊǘƳŜƴǘ ŎŀƳŜ ƛƴǘƻ ǘƘŜ ƭƛǾƛƴƎ ǊƻƻΣ ŀƴŘ DŀƛƭΩǎ ƘƻƳŜ ǘŜŀŎƘŜǊǎ ŎŀƳŜ ƻǾŜǊΦ  L ǿŀƛǘŜŘ 

through all of that too.  She told her home teachers, when one of them asked her how her dating was going, 

that ǎƘŜ ǿŀǎ ƴƻǘ ǘƻƻ ƘŀǇǇȅΣ ǘƘŀǘ Ƴƻǎǘ Ǝǳȅǎ ǎƛƳǇƭȅ ǿŀƴǘŜŘ ǘƻ Ǉƭŀȅ ŀ ŘŀǘƛƴƎ ƎŀƳŜΦ  L ǘƘƻǳƎƘǘ ǘƻ ƳȅǎŜƭŦΣ άtƭŜŀǎŜΣ 

ƎƛǾŜ ƳŜ ŀ ŎƘŀƴŎŜΦέ 

So, after the home teachers left, I finally told her I wanted to start dating and that I would come over on a 

particular day.  I said it in German because she was taking a German class.  She did not understand me as well 

and thought I was coming a different day. 

When I got there, she was not happy.  I found I was there at the wrong time.  She thought I was coming over to 

ƘŜǊ ǿƻǊƪΧƻǊ coming at a different time and when I did not show up, she wrote me off as being like all the rest.  I 

explained the miscommunication and apologized to her.  I then asked if she would still go out with me. 

She said yes and that first date amounted to about a three-ƘƻǳǊ ǿŀƭƪΧǘŀƭƪƛƴƎ ŀōƻǳǘ ŜǾŜǊȅǘƘƛƴƎ ǳƴŘŜǊ ǘƘŜ ǎǳƴΦ  

²Ŝ ōƻǘƘ ŘŜǎƛǊŜŘ ǘƻ ŦƛƴŘ ǘƘŜ ǊƛƎƘǘ ǇŜǊǎƻƴΦ  DŀƛƭΣ ŀǘ ƻƴŜ ǇƻƛƴǘΣ ŀǎƪŜŘ ƳŜ Ƙƻǿ ǿŜ ŎƻǳƭŘ ƪƴƻǿΧƘƻǿ ǿŜ ŎƻǳƭŘ ŀǾƻƛŘ 

getting hurt.  I said we had to trust our Father in Heaven, the Spirit, and each other and take the risk. 

After that evening, we were together each and every day.  It was like a gift from Heaven. 

¢Ŝƴ Řŀȅǎ ƭŀǘŜǊΣ ǎƘŜ ŀǎƪŜŘ ƳŜ ǘƻ ŎƻƳŜ ƻǾŜǊ ƻƴ ±ŀƭŜƴǘƛƴŜΩǎ 5ŀȅ ǘƻ ƘŜǊ ōǊƻǘƘŜǊΣ wƛŎƘŀǊŘΩǎ ŀǇŀǊǘƳŜƴǘΦ  IŜ ŀƴŘ Ƙƛǎ 

wife were going out and Gail got to uǎŜ ƛǘ ǘƻ Ŏƻƻƪ ƳŜ ŀ ±ŀƭŜƴǘƛƴŜΩǎ ŘƛƴƴŜǊΦ !ŦǘŜǊ ǿŜ ŀǘŜΣ ǿƘƛƭŜ ǿŜ ǿŜǊŜ ǿŀǘŎƘƛƴƎ 

¢±Σ L ŀǎƪŜŘ ƘŜǊΧέǿƛƭƭ ȅƻǳ ōŜ Ƴȅ ŜǘŜǊƴŀƭ ǎǿŜŜǘƘŜŀǊǘΚέ 

{ƘŜ ǘǳǊƴŜŘ ƳŜ ŀǊƻǳƴŘ ŀƴŘ ǎŀƛŘΣ ά²ƘŀǘΚέ {ƻ L ŀǎƪŜŘ ƘŜǊ ŀƎŀƛƴ ŀƴŘ ǎƘŜ ǎŀƛŘ ȅŜǎΗ 

That how we got engaged, and two months after that we got married on April 25th, 1978, in the Salt Lake 

Temple, for time and all eternity. 

 



 
 

 

Gail and Jeff after their wedding at the Salt Lake temple 

 

Gail and Jeff showing their rings 

After being wed, we spent our wedding night in a Honeymoon suite in Provo Utah.  Her mom and Dad then got 

us a similar place in Idaho Falls where we went for a reception. 

Then our honeymoon started.  It consisted of two weeks of driving and camping from Yellowstone National Park 

ǘƻ .ǊȅŎŜ /ŀƴȅƻƴΣ ǘƘŜƴ ½ƛƻƴΩǎ /ŀƴȅƻƴΣ ǘƘŜ DǊŀƴŘ /ŀƴȅƻƴΣ ŀƴŘ ǘƘŜƴ aŜǎŀ ±ŜǊŘŜΧŀƭƭ bŀǘƛƻƴŀƭ tŀǊƪǎΦ   

We ended up at Palo Duro Canyon in Texas, and then home at the ranch in Texas, followed by a reception there 

in Texas.   

Here are some pictures of our Honeymoon and reception in Texas: 



 
 

 

Jeff in Yellowstone Park-it was cold 

 

Gail in Yellowstone - still cold! 

In that part of Texas, by the end of April, it is warm.  No so in Yellowstone.  I was getting educated in the Rocky 
Mountains.  There was snow everywhere and it was cold.  So we headed south. 

 

Jeff setting up camp in Bryce canyon 



 
 

 

Gail taking our gear to the car in Zion's Canyon 

We found it was cold everywhere.  It rained hard on us in Zion's Canyon and our stuff got wet.  We loaded up 
and went on, and Gail believes (probably justifiably so) that I left some things there as we loaded up in the rain. 

 

Gail at the South Rim of the Grand Canyon 

 

Jeff at the south Rim of the Grand Canyon 



 
 

We had better luck on the South Rim of the Grand Canyon.  It was still cool, but no snow...and very few people.  
At that altitude (about 7,000 ft.), it could easily have snowed there too. Anyhow, we made camp and I built a 
lean too, and then covered it with a tarp.  We stayed three nights.  One night several coyotes ran through camp. 

 

Our camp at the Grand Canyon 

From there it was on to Mesa Verde National Park in Colorado. 

 

 

Gail looking at some of the dwellings at Mesa Verde National Park 

We then drove into Texas to Palo Duro Canyon, a deep canyon in the great plains about 1,000 feet deep.  

 

Jeff and Gail at Palo Duro Canyon in Texas 



 
 

We then drove home to north central Texas and arrived looking pretty spent after two weeks on the road and 
camping, only using public facilities to keep clean.  It was nice to be at the house and be able to clean up. 

 

Jeff and Gail just arriving at the Head Ranch in Texas 

Here's a map of the entire Honeymoon, also showing the receptions in Idaho Falls and in Denton, Texas: 

 

Our Honeymoon Route 

My Mom had worked with the sisters in the Denton Ward for a reception at the Denton Chapel (back then there 

was only one).  Sister Martino, Sister Ragsdale, Sister Porter, and several others helped to make it a really nice. 

 

Jeff and Gail at the reception in Denton, Texas 



 
 

 

My brother Lee and his wife, Brenda with Gail and I 

 

My good friend, Trey Martino, playing the guitar at our reception 

 

Gail, in her wedding dress at our reception 

It was all so wonderful and we were so grateful for everyone who helped. 

Our courtship, our wonderful wedding in the Salt Lake Temple, the Receptions in Provo, Idaho Falls, and then in 
Texas were all special events and we were so thankful to everyone who helped Gail and I get started. 

And it was time now to start our lives together, and we did not waste any time at doing so. 



 
 

9.0 First Job, more BYU, 1st Child, Katie Amanda, back to Texas 1978-1979 

Gail and I found jobs rather quickly. 

I ended up working for a Packaging Company at the Dallas-Ft. Worth Airport as a shift manager.  I had worked a 
couple of summers before graduating as a dock worker, and so had experience working with loading and 
scheduling. (That work actually paid more than my hay hauling). I was waiting on trying to get on as a draftsman 
at LTV where my Dad worked...but that was taking some time and we needed to make money. 

As it was, Gail got a job at LTV doing some conversion work with documents there...so we both had good jobs. 

We ended up renting a home in Arlington, Texas which was fairly near our work. 

Then, within a few weeks, everything changed...as life often will. 

I was running out to get the car for Gail in a Thunderstorm on a Sunday up in Denton.  I slipped in the rain and 
tore the ligaments badly in my ankle.  Luckily, a member there was an orthopedic surgeon and he took me right 
over to his office.  He had to do a stress test and Gail was the only one there to help.  So he had her turn on the 
XRAY machine when he stressed my ankle.  Boy did it hurt...but he had to twist it to feel how much resistance it 
gave to know if I needed surgery. 

Turns out, he had not let Gail know enough about turning on the machine...and he had to do it a second time.  
Gail was mortified...but I told her it was not her fault!  She was not a trained technician.  Anyhow, the bottom 
line was that I would need surgery and would be off work for a few days and then on crutches for several weeks. 

When I got back to work on the crutches...they let me go.  They needed someone who could work on the shift 
and keep up with the team. So there went my job. 

¢ƘŜƴ Dŀƛƭ ōŜŎŀƳŜ ǇǊŜƎƴŀƴǘΦΦΦǿƘƛŎƘ ǿŀǎ ǿƻƴŘŜǊŦǳƭ ƴŜǿǎΧōǳǘ ǎƘŜ ƘŀŘ ǎǳŎƘ ǘŜǊǊƛōƭŜ morning sickness for the first 
three months, that she was having a tough time doing her work. 

Then, when I got back to where I could drive and look for work...a young man who was an illegal alien ran a stop 
light in Arlington and hit me and totaled our car.  I was blessed not to be seriously injured...but all of a sudden 
life had changed for us. 

So, Gail and I talked about it...and since we were young, and since I had fallen in love with the mountains, we 
decided we would go back up to Provo, and I would get a job there, get situated, and Gail would follow. 

My parents were not happy about this...but we made the decision to go anyway. 

I ended up finding one of those companies that moves cars around the country and they had one going up to 
Salt Lake City.  So, I drove it for them. 

When I got to Provo I immediately began looking for a job...staying with some old roommates from college. 

One really promising job was with a well-known Jeweler Company in downtown Provo.  The owner really liked 
me and offered me a job on the spot.  I told him I had to call my wife and see what she thought.  He stopped me 
and said, "If you are a man who has to call his wife to get permission to take a perfectly good job, you are not 
the man I thought you were." 

I excused myself and left...knowing I was turning down what appeared to be a good job.  But I also knew that if 
he was a man who thought that way, he was a man I did not want to work for. 

Anyhow, the next day I went into Intermountain Farmers Association, hoping they had an opening because I 
knew something about farms and ranches.  It turned out they did and I was hired there as an Assistant Manager.  



 
 

Gail though it was a good match and so I accepted the job. 

This was GREAT, and so we arranged for Gail to come up to Provo.  I was driving a bicycle all over town, but 
when Gail got up there, we spent what little money we had and bought a used Jeep Wagoneer. 

By this time, it was late in the year of 1978.  I got a call from a friend at BYU.   

He was in the old 50th BYU Ward off campus ward in Provo that Gail and I had been in.  He wanted me to come 
talk to Bishop Callahan, who had been our Bishop in that same ward before we got married a few months 
earlier.  The friend was Erin Gee.  Gail and I know both him and his wife, and so Bishop Callahan called me to be 
his second councilor. 

I really enjoyed my work at Intermountain Farmers, and was having a great spiritual experience with the ward.   

But, within a few months, we got an opportunity to work with Gail's Dad driving trucks to haul beats for a 
contract he had.  It was great money so we took the opportunity to do that for a few months.  IFA could not hold 
the job, but the 50th Ward waited until we got back, and I drove for Gail's Dad for several months. 

I was used to driving trucks on the ranch hauling hay...but this was a true big rig, 18-wheeler.  Gail's Dad had 
faith in me and showed me what I needed to do...and I picked it up and quite enjoyed it. 

And the Lord was looking out for us. 

One day I was drinking home to Idaho Falls with a load of 50,000 pounds of beats and began hearing an odd 
"thumping" sound coming from the front end.  I stopped and could not figure out what it was.  So I slowed down 
and went by the house before going to the beat dump and explained to Gail's dad what was happening. 

Ralph came out and took a look and just shook his head and whistled.  It turned out one of the front wheels was 
cracking...and slowly cracking all the way around.  It had gotten to the point where there was only 3 or 4 log nuts 
that were not cracked through.  With a load, if the wheel had cracked off, I would have had a terrible wreck and 
probably killed. 

Needless to say...we got it fixed, and the Lord was looking out for me. 

One time in December, Gail went with me.  She was almost eight months pregnant at the time...in fact she was 
eight months pregnant at the time. 

We got to the top of Malad Summit on the Idaho-Utah border on Interstate 15.  Gail needed to go to the rest 
room.  Trouble was, it was snowing like crazy up there and the rest area was all snowed in.  So, I broke through 
the drift leading into it, and then go out and cut a trail for my sweetheart to the restroom. 

Then, when we had to leave, I could just not get any traction to go up the hill to get out of the parking area. It 
took us almost two hours! But, we were young and were having a great adventure! 

In January we went back to Provo and back to work with the 50th Ward.  

Then, on January 16th, 1979, Gail gave birth to our first child, a daughter we named Kate Amanda Head.  She 
was born in the Payson Utah Hospital because Gail had found a doctor there that she like better than the one 
she would have had at Provo.  So, we drove across the valley to Payson that day in January for her to give birth. 

I was there for the delivery and the Doctor let me help.  I was a huge education for me.  I was raised with four 
brothers...and I clinically knew about children being born...but I had no idea about the reality. It was miraculous! 

Soon after, we found that Dad had gotten me work at LTV in Arlington, and so it was back to Texas for us. 



 
 

10. LTV job, 1st House, CAD/CAM work, 2nd Child Rachel is born 1979-1980 

I began working for the structural department at LTV for a man named Chuck Johnson who had worked for my 
Dad for years and knew him and thought highly of him. 

I was working on a drafting board learning how to draw and create drawings for the designs of aircraft and their 
parts. I really enjoyed it. 

In May of that year, my Dad helped us buy a house down in Arlington Texas.  It was a nice little house and we 
got it for about $27,000 dollars.  It seemed like so much at the time...but these days you can hardly by a cheap 
trailer for that much!  

But, at this time in our nation we were experiencing the interest rates, the inflation rates, and the 
unemǇƭƻȅƳŜƴǘ ǊŀǘŜǎ ǿŜǊŜ ŀƭƭ ƻǾŜǊ мл҈Φ  ¢ƘŜȅ ŎŀƭƭŜŘ ƛǘ Σ ǘƘŜ aƛǎŜǊȅ LƴŘŜȄΦέ  hǳǊ ƴŜǿ ƘƻƳŜ ƘŀŘ ŀ ǿƘƻǇǇƛƴƎ мс҈ 
interest rate...which was unheard of.  A lot of this was because of a change in leadership in 1978 to Jimmy Carter 
and his administration.  They were very liberal and continued to double down on the welfare state, abortion, 
ŀƴŘ ǇƻƭƛŎƛŜǎ ǘƘŀǘ ŦǊŀƳŜŘ ǘƘŜ ǿƻǊƭŘϥǎ ǇǊƻōƭŜƳǎ ŀǎ !ƳŜǊƛŎŀΩǎ ŦŀǳƭǘΦ  !ƴŘ ǎƻ ǘƘŜƛǊ ǇƻƭƛŎƛŜǎ ŎǊŜŀǘŜŘ ƘƻǊǊƛōƭȅ ƘƛƎƘ Ǝŀǎ 
prices, high inflation, unemployment and high interest.  As a young man starting out, I saw all of this, and hoped 
the people of the country would change things.  In 1980...they did, but more on that later. 

On most days after work I would come home and help watch the baby.  As she got older and started crawling 
and being able to communicate, we had great times just learning how to interact with and take care of her. 

 

Katie Amanda Head on her Dad (me) in our home 

But, as things go, and particularly with us early in our marriage, change came quickly. 

I decided I wanted to follow my heart and try and become a Forest Ranger.  I loved climbing and hiking in the 
mountains.  I found that there was an opportunity in Missoula, Montana, and called them and they indicated I 
would need to come up there and talk to them. 

My parents were very distraught.  They felt we were making a huge mistake...and on top of that, my Dad's 
efforts at LTV had paid off and I was just walking away from it...including having sold the house my Dad just 
helped us get. 

We really thought we had made a killing on it too, making all of $4,000 in the sale. 

But Gail and I talked and prayed about it and decided we were going to try and follow our hearts just the same. 



 
 

In the meantime, Dad had talked to the people at work and they decided that if I would go to school, they could 
give me a leave of absence. 

After we got to Idaho we prayed about it and decided that is what we would do.  

Although working with the Forest would be great, this direction turned out to be best for us...engineering and 
the program I could get into at BYU.  In essence, the Lord let us make our decision, but He also showed us that it 
was not best.  My parents were happy we had changed our minds. 

So, we decided to go back to school, take the leave of absence (which meant they would hold the job for me) 
and get into the CAD/CAM study.  It stands for Computer-aided-Design and Computer-aided-Manufacturing.  It 
was a really new thing back then and BYU had the only four year program in their engineering college for it...and 
LTV and about everyone else wanted it. 

So LTV was happy to let me get that knowledge and bring it back to LTV...even though I had almost ruined my 
reputation with them by leaving. 

By this time (in the late fall of 1979), we had found out Gail was pregnant with our second child! 

In December we got an apartment at BYU...and I got called by another friend, Steve Stringham, who wanted me 
to talk to his Bishop, a Bishop Merrill in the 114th BYU Ward.  Soon, I was called again to be a counselor in a 
Bishopric at BYU. 

I was also working at nights while going to school. 

I REALLY enjoyed the CAD/CAM work.  It turned out I had a knack with the computers in general, and particularly 
in applying them to do engineering and design work. 

I got to know the chairman of the department very well, Brother Max Raisor.  He would mean a lot to me over 
the years to come. 

We had a great experience with the Ward at BYU too.  Most of it was GREAT and very spiritual.  But as with any 
large group of teenagers and early twenties, they do make mistakes. 

A couple of them took a motorcycle they found with a key in it and then stole a pickup truck license plate to put 
on it and kept it and drove it around for two weeks.  When they got caught, the Bishop was out of town and 
they called me.  I talked to them about repentance, just like we taught in the mission field and told them they 
should confess and repent.  So they did, and told the police exactly what they had done. 

The next Monday I was called into a conference call the Bishop was having with one of their parents.  They told 
my how wrong it was for me to tell their child to confess.  That he could go to prison and it would be my fault. 

I told them I disagreed...that the boys were old enough to serve a mission or fight for their country and they did 
something very wrong.  They needed to repent.  Anyhow...the Bishop took charge from there and I felt bad that 
these boys had done wrong.  But they had taken something from someone and knowingly kept it...and would 
have kept it longer if they had not been caught.   

Anyhow, at the same time, I sensed if they were sorrowful and it was their first wrong doing like that they 
probably would not go to prison.  Anyhow, in the end, the Bishop worked it out with these parents and I believe 
the boys got probation...but it was for a felony which was going to be with them the rest of their life. 

Making bad mistakes has consequences and it is best to avoid them if you can...avoid making those horrible 
mistakes at all. 

Anyhow, I was finishing that semester at school when on April 27, 1980, two days after our second wedding 



 
 

anniversary, we were rushing to Payson Utah again and had our second beautiful daughter, Rachel Jewel Head 
that April 27, 1980. 

ΦΦΦŀƴŘ ǎƘŜ ŎŀƳŜ ǉǳƛŎƪƭȅΦ  Lǘ ǿŀǎƴΩǘ ƭƛƪŜ YŀǘƛŜ ǿƘƻ ǘƻƻƪ ƘƻǳǊǎΦΦΦǘƘŜ 5ƻŎǘƻǊ ōŀǊŜƭȅ Ǝƻǘ ǘƘŜǊŜ ƛƴ ǘƛƳe to deliver 
her...otherwise the nurses and I would have to do it.  But I was getting used to it now.  LOL! 

After she was born and a few weeks went by, it was back to work in Texas at LTV. 

One other thing about these children and the pregnancies.  It was amazing for me to learn how early the life 
comes into the womb and their distinctly different natures develops early on.  Katie would poke back resolutely 
ǘƘǊƻǳƎƘ ƘŜǊ aƻƳΩǎ ǘǳƳƳȅ ǿƘŜƴ L ǿƻǳƭŘ ǘƻǳŎƘ ƘŜǊΦ  wŀŎƘŜƭ ƻƴ ǘƘŜ ƻǘƘŜǊ ƘŀƴŘΣ ŘƛŘ ǎƻ ǾŜǊȅ ƎŜƴǘƭȅΦ  

Much like they became in their early years of life.   

Oh, remember this!  Those are spiritual children of our Father in Heaven there in the womb.  It is a gross and 
horrid sin for our free country to allow the wanton killing of these precious babies when we all know that they 
ŀǊŜ ŀǿŀǊŜΧǘƘŀǘ ǘƘŜȅ ŀǊŜ ƘǳƳŀƴΧŀƴŘ ǘƘŀǘ ǘƘŜȅ ŦŜŜƭ ǇŀƛƴΦ 



 
 

 

 11. Back to LTV, more BYU, Bechtel Power, 3rd Child, Becki born 1980-1983 

Now at LTV I was making over $18,000 per year.  Which for us at the time was a huge thing.   

I was still enjoying the work and began talking about how to utilize Computer-aided-Design equipment and 
programs in it. 

The people at LTV liked me and I worked on several projects I really enjoyed. 

The A-7E aircraft that the Navy used (which my dad had been a principle Engineer on) and a version was being 
sold to Portugal.  Also worked on the MLRS (Multiple Launch Rocket System) our army uses in battle to either 
defend large areas against troops and armor, or to salvo launch when attacking. 

The election that year brought the change so many of us hoped for.   

Ronald Reagan, a good man, who was about as "All American," as you could get, but who had a way of 
communicating with people like he was a loving grandparent, was elected and his policies of strengthening 
America, standing up to America's enemies...particularly the Soviet Union, and opening up America's markets 
and removing so much regulation made a HUGE difference in a short while...and America was hitting on all eight 
cylinders again.  (That's a saying that those of us who worked on cars back then would say when things were 
going very well.  Cars with eight cylinders sounded good, and they could do amazing things if the timing on the 
cylinders and their firing was synced and in time.)  America was synced and in tune again. 

Gail was taking care of Katie and Rachel and our home, and things seemed pretty ideal. 

hƴŜ ǘƘƛƴƎ ǘƘŀǘ ƘŀǇǇŜƴŜŘ ǿŀǎ L ƘŀŘ Ƴȅ ŦƛǊǎǘ CŀǘƘŜǊΩǎ 5ŀȅΦ 

But Gail had wanted to visit her folks and show them our new baby...and especially to let her Dad see our new 
daughter.  Gail asked me if she could go and, of course I said yes.  But it hurt because I wanted it to be special for 
me with our first child. 

I had a lot to learn. 

Anyhow, Gail left me a card and a recording to open on Father's Day and I did.  It made me cry because she was 
so special about it and had a poem for me and how much she loved me and appreciated me.  I felt badly about 
being upset, and she helped me learn how to be more giving. 

That fall of 1980, we went back to BYU to continue with the CAD schooling.  I met and had several classes with a 
fellow who became a lifelong friend, and who worked together with me at several jobs.  His name is Jeff Barrus, 
and we came to know and like each other there in 1980. 

We found a trailer in the Orem area and bought it and lived there with our two children while I went to school. 

This time I did two semesters and worked very hard at getting as much done as possible. 

Again, I really enjoyed the learning and the equipment.  By the end of April 1981, I had completed two and a half 
years toward the degree...and focused on most of my major requirements. 

!ƭƻƴƎ ǿƛǘƘ ǘƘŀǘΣ L ƴƻǿ ƘŀŘ ƻǾŜǊ ŀ ȅŜŀǊǎΩ ŜȄǇŜǊƛŜƴŎŜ ŀŎǘǳŀƭƭȅ ŘƻƛƴƎ ŘŜǎƛƎƴ ǿƻǊƪΦ 

/ƻƳǇŀƴƛŜǎ ŎƻƳŜ ǘƻ .¸¦ ŜŀŎƘ ȅŜŀǊ ǘƻ ƛƴǘŜǊǾƛŜǿ ŦƻǊ ƴŜǿ ƎǊŀŘǳŀǘŜǎΣ ŀƴŘ ǘƘƻǳƎƘ L ǿŀǎƴΩǘ ŀ graduate, we had two 
kids and were running short of money so I decided to interview somehow. 



 
 

I went to one presentation by Bechtel Power Corporation from southern California and was intrigued by what 
they were doing and particularly how they wanted to use CAD. 

!ŦǘŜǊ Ƙƛǎ ǇǊŜǎŜƴǘŀǘƛƻƴΣ L ƪƴŜǿ L ŎƻǳƭŘƴΩǘ ƎŜǘ ŀƴ ƛƴǘŜǊǾƛŜǿ ǘƘǊƻǳƎƘ ǘƘŜ ¦ƴƛǾŜǊǎƛǘȅΦΦΦǎƻ L ǿŜƴǘ ǳǇ ǘƻ ǘƘŜ ƳŀƴΣ ŀ aǊΦ 
Bill Gould who himself was a BYU graduate and member of the church.  I quickly explained to him my dilemma 
but indicated I would like the chance to talk to him. 

He took my number and said if he had a chance he would call. 

I did not expect to hear back...but we got a call at home the next evening and he agreed to meet me over his 
lunch hour that next day. 

We had a great talk and whatever I said must have impressed him. 

A few weeks later when Bechtel sent BYU a message on who they wanted to fly out to California for 
interviews...I was on the list!  It caused quite a stir as it turned out.  Some people did not like it.  One or two guys 
in particular accused me of taking opportunities away from graduates. 

Well, I felt badly they were upset...but I told them I had talked to him on my own and for whatever reason he 
wanted me to interview...so I did. 

And I got an offer.  It was several more thousand dollars per year than what LTV was paying...and Bechtel was 
already starting to implement the new technology.  LTV did counter...but only could meet me half way...so we 
took the job with Bechtel. 

In the mean time I had hurt my sweetheart. 

We had our 3rd anniversary that April before leaving for California and Gail had arranged a really nice dinner for 
ƳŜΦ  .ǳǘ ǘƘŀǘ ŀŦǘŜǊƴƻƻƴ L ǘƻƻƪ Ƴȅ ōǊƻǘƘŜǊΩǎ όDǊŜƎύ ƳƻǘƻǊŎȅŎƭŜ ŦƻǊ ŀ ǊƛŘŜ ƛƴǘƻ ǘƘŜ ƘƛƭƭǎΦ  Lǘ ōǊƻƪŜ Řƻǿƴ ŀƴŘ L ŎƻǳƭŘ 
not contact Gail and I was late by hours and she was worried, and hurt, and I felt so terrible. 

I told her how sorry I was...as it turned out, I still had a lot to learn about girls, and about doing all I should do to 
keep them happy and taken care of like I should. 

Anyhow, Gail forgave me, and I love her for it...and now we were on our way to California and Bechtel Power 
Corporation and a real roller coaster ride...as if though we had not already been on one. 

With all of that said, we purchased a new 1980 Volkswagen Dasher Wagon in Provo, and that is what we went 
down to California in in our new job. 

In January 1981, I started with Bechtel.  The offices I worked at were in Norwalk California, for Bechtel Power 
Corporations headquarters.  I worked with the Plant Design Department and was specifically working on the San 
Onofre nuclear power plants. 



 
 

 

Bechtel Power Corporation in Norwalk, California. 

We got an apartment in Brea, California, about 12-15 miles from work and I would commute in every day. 

As soon as Rachel was old enough that Gail felt comfortable, she got a job with the Executive Secretary, a place 
that did secretarial duties and work for companies.  We only had one car, so we would take the girls to a 
member of the church who would watch them during the day, and then I would take Gail to work, and then 
afterwards do it in reverse and pick her up and then the kids. 

It was a lot of running, but one thing we learned about California...as nice as the weather is...it is expensive to 
live there.  We were actually not able to spend or save as much there even though our salary was higher. 

But...the work was good.  I was learning a lot and felt I had a lot to contribute. 

I was selected to go to Huntsville Alabama and work with the CAD Company, Intergraph that provided us with 
the equipment we were using.  I got trained, and then developed methodologies for training others at Bechtel. 

One of the big projects was the San Onofre nuclear plants where Bechtel was building three plants to help 
power southern California. 

A nuclear power plant is pretty easy in concept.  You create a non-critical nuclear reaction (meaning it cannot 
explode) and this creates a lot of heat.  You use the heat to boil water and take the superheated steam to turn 
turbines and create power. 

But, the material is radioactive, so though you cannot have a nuclear explosion, it can get so hot that it melts 
through things.  So, the reaction is contained in a very thick and high strength reactor vessel.  This in turn is 
surrounded by a hugely thick concrete building.  Triple and quadruple safety measures are in place that back 
each other up, and very strict guidelines regulate how everything is designed and works.  Despite one or two 
highly publicized issues over many decades, the US has the safest and most productive nuclear power on earth.  
I was proud to work on it. 

With the CAD, and the automation, I and a couple of others came up with an idea for one of the things we were 
designing. 

In each of the power plants there are hundreds of miles of piping.  Each of those pipes has to have pipe supports 
to hold them safely, and they must be built to stringent exactness...particularly if they are in an area of the plant 
that is "nuclear", meaning within the containment building. 

There are tens of thousands of supports in each building and, even using the CAD machines to create the 



 
 

drawings, we were spending literally tens of millions of dollars just to create the pipe supports. 

But what if we could automate that?  What if we took the nuclear codes books and all of the parameters we had 
to work with and fed them into the computer, and then had the computers programmed to automate the 
design.  To do all the look up, all of the measuring and calculating (which they are very good at) and then had 
the CAD portion take the resulting information and automatically create each drawing? 

It would save many tens of millions of dollars. 

So, I presented the idea, and we got it approved.  We started off testing the ideas and programs on San 
Onofre...and we got approval to create a Bechtel-wide program.  We came up with an acronym for it. 

BISEPS - Bechtel Interactive System for Engineering Pipe Supports. 

It was working great at San Onofre.  I had been given a raise and was managing the group that put together the 
entire program. 

 

San Onofre Nuclear Plants 1 and 2 

This all took about a year and a half.  

During that time, we had a lot of fun things we did.  Taking the kids to Knots Berry Farms and Disneyland.  I took 
Gail, in April 1981, to Yosemite National Park for our anniversary and had arranged to kidnap her from work.  
Her boss and co-workers knew...but when I came and got her, it was fun because I simply drove out of town and 
she wondered where in the heck we were going. 

We stopped in Fresno and went to a movie.  It was the movie, the Jazz Singer where Neil Diamond starred and 
featured the song, "Coming to America."  We then went to Yosemite and spent the weekend.  It was lovely, and 
beautiful and a good time.  

But time marched on....and we were busy and we did not have much money.  Sometimes I was late picking Gail 
up, and this caused understandable issues because we had kids to pick up and Gail had to wait for me whenever 
something like that happened. 

Before we knew it, we were in the middle of 1982 and we had decided to try and buy a house. 

Trouble was, the only place we could afford one was in the outlying areas at the time.  So, we found a place in 
Fontana, California, about 50 miles from work. 

The deal we had on the house did not last.  It turned out the people who had sold it to us had been very loose 
with the numbers and financing and we ended up having to move out and get an apartment...and also found out 
that Gail was going to have our 3rd child! 



 
 

Great news...but now we didn't have much room. 

Well, things were about to change. 

At work, they decided to export the BISEPS program to other Bechtel offices.  They had been talking to me about 
going back to school and finishing my degree too, so they asked me who I thought could take the BISEPS 
program I had been managing. 

While this talk was going on, on August 7, 1982, our third beautiful daughter, Rebecca Gail Head was born into 
the world in Fontana, California.  Most people may not believe it, but the day she was born, she looked at Gail 
ŀƴŘ ƳŜ ŀƴŘ ƎŀǾŜ ǳǎ ǘƘŜ ǎǿŜŜǘŜǎǘ ǎƳƛƭŜΧŀ ǎƳƛƭŜ ǎŜƴǘ ŦǊƻƳ ƘŜŀǾŜƴΦ  L ǘƻƻƪ ŀ couple of days off and then on the 
9th or 10th brought Gail home with the baby from the hospital 

Some people say that is not possible...but I saw it with my own eyes and know that she was sent down to us, just 
like Katie and Rachel had been, from a kind and loving Father in Heaven, and according to promises made before 
the world was even created, regarding our being a family. 

The other two girls were so excited to see their baby sister.  Katie was two and a half, and Rachel was coming up 
on one and a half at the time. 

I went back to work that day...and on the way, was attacked by an individual on the highway.  I noticed him 
following far too close on my bumper on the Freeway, and when I got off on Norwalk Blvd, he followed.  He 
actually began bumping into the back of our car and so I pulled over into a parking lot. 

To make a long story short, he had a club and ran up to the car and tried to hit me in the head with it.  Luckily, it 
hit the car frame and dented it severely.  I am sure it would have killed me if it had hit me. 

A piece broke off and hit me in the face and knocked me out, breaking the orbital bone around my eye. 

When I came to the guy was going around our car beating all the windows out with his club. 

I lost it and yelled at him.  When I did he tried to hit me again, but I used some of the karate I had learned while 
in High School and blocked him, grabbed his arm, and then began to saw it back and forth on the broken glass of 
the window. 

He did not like that at all, and he pulled his arm back cutting it up his arm.  It was different now that he was hurt 
too and all he wanted to do was get away.  He tried to hit me again but I avoided him and was about to grab him 
when he got back in his car and drove away.   

I yelled at some people who had come out to call the police...and then I gave chase.  I chased him about five 
miles down Beach Blvd before he wrecked.  I then held him there for the Police. 

I had to call my dear wife from the hospital. 



 
 

 

My picture the evening after being attacked 

As it turned out, I was beat up and had the broken orbital bone but would be okay. Later we found out that the 
guy thought my car was a car that had cut him off in traffic two days earlier (while I had been at the hospital 
with Gail) fifty miles away in another direction. 

Anyhow, because while he was out on bail he assaulted another person and shot at them, he ended up getting 
10-12 year sentence.  Sad...but true.  Always be careful and watch things happening around you.  

Once all of that settled down, a decision had to be made about who was going to take over the BISEPS program 
while I went back to BYU. 

Gail and I had prayed about it and we decided to ask them if I could take the job and they agreed! 

So, for a couple of months while I wrapped things up at Norwalk, we had Gail and the girls stay with Grandma 
and Grandpa Woodmansee up in Idaho, until we were ready to go.  While finishing work in southern California, I 
got the chance to go to Las Vegas with some people in the ward who had friends there who owned a recording 
studio.  I had written songs for Gail, Katie, Rachel and Becki, and some others and played them on my guitar.  
Those friends got permission to let me record them.  A Mountain Morning, Katie Amanda, Rachel Ray Robin, Oh 
Becki, and several others.  It was fun and allowed me once again to use my guitar. 

My new assignment was going to be for a year down in Houston Texas to implement the new program on the 
South Texas Nuclear Project which Bechtel had just been awarded. 

 

South Texas Nuclear Project near Houston 



 
 

It was exciting and we got a good raise out of it, and then were paid a very good per diem the entire time we 
were down there. 

Houston was hot...but we did buy a second car so Gail had something to drive around while I was at work. 

While were there hurricane Alicia hit Houston in 1983.  It had been out to sea in the Gulf and was supposed to 
miss...but then it turned and came straight for Houston. 

I called Gail and told her to fill up the bathtubs with water and I would immediately got to the store and get 
anything we needed. 

But guess what...within three hours by the time I got to the store...everything you could possibly want or need 
for such a disaster was gone! 

Luckily, we had the water and some food storage, and Gail always kept a good supply of candles. 

So, on the afternoon and night of August 18, 1983, we literally weathered the storm.  It caused 1.7 billion 
ŘƻƭƭŀǊǎΩ ǿƻǊǘƘ ƻŦ ŘŀƳŀƎŜ ƛƴ Řƻǿƴǘƻǿƴ Iƻǳǎǘƻƴ ǿƘŜǊŜ Ƴŀƴȅ ǎƪȅǎŎǊŀǇŜǊǎ ƘŀŘ Ƴƻǎǘ ƻŦ ǘƘŜƛǊ Ǝƭŀǎǎ ǊƛǇǇŜŘ ƻǳǘΦ  ²Ŝ 
were on the Northwest side of Houston, but the eye passed right over us. 

 

 

Hurricane Alicia and the aftermath 

We were blessed to come though it okay. 

By this time, we were approaching the end of our assignment in Houston. 

The people there wanted me to stay, but Gail and I wanted to do two things. 



 
 

1) Get my education done. 
2) Not live in Houston...it was simply too crowded and too hot. 

So, we worked with Bechtel and I found someone who could do the job, interviewed him, and then the 
management interviewed him and liked him to take my place. 

It was my friend from BYU, Jeff Barrus, and it was a good opportunity for him. 

In the meantime, I was working with BYU and Max Raisor, who had become the Associate Dean for the College 
of Engineering at BYU. 

He not only helped me put together an aggressive schedule to complete my degree, but he arranged for me to 
ŘŜǎƛƎƴ ŀ ƎǊŀŘǳŀǘŜ ŎƻǳǊǎŜ ŦƻǊ ǘƘŜ aŀǎǘŜǊΩǎ {ǘǳŘŜƴǘǎΣ ŀƴŘ ǘƘŜƴ ƘŀǾŜ ƳŜ ǘŜŀŎƘ ƛǘ ŀǎ Ƙƛǎ ǇŜǊǎƻƴŀƭ !ƛŘŜΦ 

So, we were going to get a lot of schooling done and get paid to do it. 



 
 

 

12. More BYU, Texas, Formtek, Motorola, Dallas Temple 1984-1986 

We simply loved getting back to the mountains and BYU! 

I had a lot on my plate.  I was taking 24 hours of school work and teaching a 3-credit hour class (which I also got 
credit for). 

We found an apartment in Orem and I was called to work with the Young Men at church, to be the Scout leader. 

Gail had her hands full with our three girls, particularly through 1984 as we were getting Katie ready to start 
school. 

I loved teaching the Grad Course.  It was a lot of fun and I designed the course work. 

It was DT 537, CAE/CAD/CAM for Industry, and I drew on my now several years of experience to come up with a 
curriculum that I felt would help these graduate student be ready not only to understand CAD/CAM, but to be 
able to implement it in their places of business in such a way to make the biggest positive impact. 

I finished all of my courses and maintained a 3.85 GPA on them. 

But, sadly, I did not completely finish my degree! I was about 6-8 general-education hours short. 

Max Raisor treated me as if though I had the degree! 

He wanted me to stay and become a teacher at BYU, and finish the schooling there. 

I had left Bechtel making over $40,000 per year.  I had gone from $24,000 to $40,000 in a little over three years.  
We were so blessed. 

As the summer rolled around and I had been back in Provo for six months.  Some big and exciting opportunities 
came along for CAE/CAD/CAM. 

A startup company from Pittsburg offered me $50,000 per year to be in charge of introducing their new CAE 
technology to industry. 

It sounded exciting and it was certainly good money in 1984. 

We prayed about it and took the job.  It would have me working out of the Dallas area in Texas...so off we went 
back to Texas in the summer of 1984. 

We had found out that Gail was pregnant with number four, and that helped us make our decision because we 
needed more money with the new baby coming. 

Formtek turned out requiring far too much travel...and the VP over me was a very profane individual who 
seemed to take delight in trying to upset me with his language. 

He wanted us to meet one time with the Regional Managers at a sleazy/girly joint in Dallas. 

When we got there and I saw what it was and I told him I would not meet there. 

He said, "Come on Jeff, you not man enough for a joint like this?" 

I told him that the problem was that I was too much a man for it, and had a wife and children whom I would 
never sully by entering such a place.  I saw a Burger King about 300 yards up the road and told them I would be 



 
 

there when they got done. 

So they went in and the big boss was mad at me...and they had their meeting while I have a Whopper!   

One of the other managers came and got me and thanked me for standing up to the individual. 

I turned in my notice that next week, and already had some opportunities on the table. 

One was with EDS (Electronic Data Systems) in Detroit that was very intriguing. 

It was the middle of the Reagan years and EDS was run by Ross Perot who had saved his own employees during 
the Iranian crisis in 1979-1980.  I respected that, and knew that they were on the cutting edge of a lot of 
important technology. 

.ǳǘΣ ŀǘ ǘƘŜ ǎŀƳŜ ǘƛƳŜΣ ǿŜ ƘŀŘ ǇǳǊŎƘŀǎŜŘ ŀ ƘƻǳǎŜ ƛƴ YǊǳƳ ¢ŜȄŀǎΣ ǘƘŀǘ WǳƴŜ ŀōƻǳǘ ŜƛƎƘǘ ƳƛƭŜǎ ŦǊƻƳ Ƴȅ ŦƻƭƪΩǎ 
ranch, and we loved it there.  My Dad helped us with the down payment and co-signed on the loan.  It was at 12 
Finley Circle in Krum.  Here is a picture of the home: 

 

12 Finley Circle, Krum, Texas 

We loved that home, but nonetheless decided to go to EDS, which meant we would sell it. 

But the Lord had different plans! 

A week before the movers came to get us, my Father had some heart problems.  He drove himself into the 
hospital on his way to work...but it was serious and he would not be able to do the things he liked to do out at 
the ranch.  He was going to have to take it easy for months, or risk a major heart attack. 

Gail and I prayed about it and decided we would take our 2nd choice offer with Motorola in Fort Worth, Texas. 

It was a good offer at $50,000 to run their CAD/CAM department for their portable product division making 
radios for the military and law enforcement. 

At the same time, in the Denton Ward of the Church, I had been a counselor in the Elder's Quorum there when 
they called me to be the Elder's Quorum President.  Next to the Bishop, and along with the Relief Society 
President, the Elder's Quorum President in a big ward is an important job, and it requires a huge commitment. 

I looked forward to it because I had been thinking about how our Quorum could be closer and help one another 
and the other members better. 



 
 

It went back to some of the concepts Erin Gee and I, and Steve Stringham and I had tried to implement in the 
BYU Wards when we had been in Bishoprics there. 

As a note...usually a member of a Bishopric is called a High Priest and is no longer an elder.  But in the late 1970s 
and early 1980s, at BYU the church had decided to call Elders to those positions so that they would not have so 
many very young High Priests coming out of BYU.  So that is how I came to be in two Bishoprics without at the 
time being a High Priest in the Church. 

Anyhow, as we implemented those programs and held our personal priesthood interviews religiously, and as 
myself and my counselors worked with our members and ensured that by the 24th each month if the Home 
Teaching had not been done (which is a program where two priesthood holders watch over several families and 
try and make sure that their needs are met, particularly in emergencies).  Anyhow, as the three of us worked 
with those Elders and helped them do their Home Teaching each month, over a period of time, our Quorum 
changed and it was a wonderful experience. 

Staying in Texas and taking the job at Motorola allowed us to keep out home, to give some much needed 
ǎǘŀōƛƭƛǘȅ ǘƻ ƻǳǊ ƪƛŘǎ ŀƴŘ ǘƘŜƛǊ ƭƛǾƛƴƎΧŀǎ ǿŜƭƭ ŀǎ ŦƻǊ Dŀƛƭ who simply wanted to be the best home keeper and 
ƳƻǘƘŜǊ ŀƴŘ ǿƛŦŜ ǎƘƻŜ ŎƻǳƭŘΣ ŀƴŘ ƛǘ ŀƭƭƻǿŜŘ ƳŜ ǘƻ ŎƻƴǘƛƴǳŜ ǘƘŜ ǿƻǊƪ ǿŜ ǿŜǊŜ ŘƻƛƴƎ Χƴƻǘ ǘƻ ƳŜƴǘƛƻƴ ōŜƛƴƎ ƛƴ 
the area to help my Dad. 

And, I was blessed at work.  I came up with a plan to improve and upgrade their CAD/CAM with a project to 
review what we really needed, and where we wanted it to go in our factories, and then put together a 
requirements document and a tender for companies to bid on. 

I worked very hard at these projects...and found a lot of satisfaction in the success. 

We had gotten a new station wagon for Gail, and on a trip where Gail's parents came to visit us. Her Dad and I 
went out and I bought a new Ford Ranger Pickup.  Back then the brand-new pickup (it was a mid-size, not a full 
size) cost $5,999!  Hehehe, imagine that. 

Becki particularly liked that Blue Pickup. 

That October of 1984, they were having an open house for the new Dallas Temple dedication. 

They put the word out for as many people who could take the time to meet at a Stake Center in the Dallas area 
to help get all the Church dignitaries back and forth to the airport and temple from their hotels by volunteering 
to drive them. 

I raised my hand and went.  At the meeting, they asked if there were any of the group who could spend four full 
days doing the same. I had some vacation saved up and so I raised my hand along with a few more. 

We went in to another room and met with a group of gentlemen who represented Church security.  They asked 
us a bunch of questions, and because of my clearances with the military for the work I had been doing, I kind of 
hit it off with them. 

The bottom line was that I was assigned to be the local guide for Ezra Taft Benson, who was the President of the 
Quorum of the Twelve Apostles at the time, and for Carlos Assay, a General Authority of the Church and the man 
who had married Gail and I in the Salt Lake Temple, and who had helped teach us in 1970 when he was the 
Mission President in Dallas, Texas. 



 
 

 

Ezra Taft Benson and his wife 

The next few days were wonderful!  President Benson was such an inspiring individual, and at the same time 
very down to earth.  He could have you in stitches laughing one minute with some of his humor, and then having 
you cry because the spirit was so strong in the next. 

He took time to ask me about our life, and he gave some advice.  He asked me if I had read any of his 
books...and boy had I. 

President Benson, after World War II, had led the Church effort to help bring food and material to the war-torn 
peoples of Europe and had worked with General Eisenhower at the time.  Later, Eisenhower remembered him 
and asked him to be his secretary of agriculture during his administrations in the 1950s. 

In addition to being a very spiritual man, and an Apostle of Jesus Christ and leader in the Church, he was also a 
very powerful and loyal American patriot. 

IŜ ƘŀŘ ǿǊƛǘǘŜƴ ǎŜǾŜǊŀƭ ōƻƻƪǎ ŀōƻǳǘ ǘƘŜ /ƻƴǎǘƛǘǳǘƛƻƴΣ ƻƴŜ ŎŀƭƭŜŘΣ ά¢ƘŜ ¦{ /ƻƴǎǘƛǘǳǘƛƻƴΣ ŀ IŜŀǾŜƴƭȅ .ŀƴƴŜǊΦέ  
!ƴƻǘƘŜǊ ŎŀƭƭŜŘΣ ά¢ƘŜ wŜŘ /ŀǊǇŜǊΣέ ŀōƻǳǘ ǘƘŜ ŘŀƴƎŜǊǎ ƻŦ /ƻƳƳǳƴƛǎƳΣ ŀƴŘ ŀƴƻǘƘŜǊ ŎŀƭƭŜŘΣ Ϧ!n Enemy hath done 
this," about how our nation was being led astray with more and more Marxist principles, and horrible moral 
actions like abortion which were horrible in God's eyes and terribly weakening the moral fiber of our nation. 

We had some great discussions! 

We had one meeting during the dedication where Gail got to come and Sister Benson saw that she was pregnant 
and talked with her. 

The whole thing, especially the dedication of that Temple, was just an inspiring experience. 



 
 

 

The Dallas Texas Temple for the Church 

hƴ ƻƴŜ ƻŎŎŀǎƛƻƴΣ ŀ Ƴŀƴ ǎƘƻƻƪ tǊŜǎƛŘŜƴǘ .ŜƴǎƻƴΩǎ ƘŀƴŘ ŀƴŘ ǎŀƛŘΣ ϦhƘ tǊŜǎƛŘŜƴǘ .ŜƴǎƻƴΣ ȅƻǳ ŎŀƭƭŜŘ ƳŜ ƻƴ Ƴȅ 
Mission when you were a Stake President in such and such a place," President Benson said, "Well brother, how's 
the work?" When the man indicated that he had been released from his mission long ago, President Benson 
said, "Well, I never released you," and then hugged the man and everyone was smiling. 

On another occasion, he let me know that the things that had been happening with our nation that Ronald 
Reagan was helping turn around at the time (only to see it turn around even worse later), were not new. 

He told me that Dwight Eisenhower was a great American but that even during his administration there were 
enemies within the government.  He indicated that he had a meeting with Eisenhower specifically about some 
people that President Benson was aware of who had gotten into the administration but who were working at 
cross purposes to the best interests of the nation.  He told me that President Eisenhower listened to him, and 
then kind of bowed his head and shook it, and then looked up at Brother Benson and said, "Ezra, I know...but 
there is nothing I can do about it." 

Imagine that.  A strong, patriotic man like Eisenhower, and the President of the United States, not being able to 
do anything about it...and this was back in the 1950s. It just reminds us how important it is for the people to be 
aware of what is going on and to stand resolutely for what is right...and then vote accordingly.  It also reminds us 
of how important trusting in God in Heaven is when it comes right down to it. 

He has helped our nation in the past...and I am sure, and President Benson promised me that as long as some 
appreciable portion of Americans worshipped the Lord Jesus Christ, He would continue to vouchsafe America 
and that the Constitution and the US Flag would be flying over this land when the Savior returns. 

I believe that with all my heart, and tried to live my life accordingly.  I believe it still, even though it is now many 
years since President Benson has gone home to our Father in Heaven. 

Anyhow, the experience with President Benson was a singular experience and I can testify from the spirit that he 
was an Apostle of the Lord Jesus Christ, and that the work he was involved in was oh so important to all of us. 

Lƴ ŀŘŘƛǘƛƻƴΣ ƻƴ 5ŜŎ нпΣ мфупΣ bŜǿ ¸ŜŀǊΩǎ 9ǾŜΣ ƻǳǊ пth child and first son was born.  Jeffrey Lynn Head Jr.  More on 
that in a moment.



 
 

 

13. Jeff Head Jr. Born, Intergraph, learning priorities 1984-1985 

As I say, that December 24, 1984, Christmas Eve, Jeffrey Lynn Head Jr. was born in Denton Texas at Flow 
Memorial Hospital. He was our first boy, I used to like to say that both he and Jared were born in Texas where a 
man ought to be born!  Like his sister Becky, his hair was very, very red!   

Sort of like that early picture of me near the beginning of this story.  LOL! 

I remember another swift run to the hospital, this time into Denton, Texas. 

That Hospital was to be decommissioned within five years and turned into a counseling center.  The building 
Ƴŀȅ ǎǘƛƭƭ ōŜ ǘƘŜǊŜ ƻƴ ǘƘŜ Ƙƛƭƭ ōŜƘƛƴŘ ǘƘŜ ƻƭŘ WǳƴƛƻǊ IƛƎƘ {ŎƘƻƻƭΧōǳǘ ƛǘ Ƴŀȅ ƘŀǾŜ ōŜŜƴ ǘƻǊƴ Řƻǿƴ ōȅ ƴƻǿ ǘƻƻΦ 

But at the time, it was a nice hospital and had been in Denton my whole life and longer. 

As 1985 rolled around, I was completing my program to purchase a new CAD/CAM System for Motorola Mobile 
Projects.  It had been a very successful program and allowed us to get our needs on paper, got consensus 
agreement from the various departments, and did so in a way that we could judge the efforts of the suppliers 
who had to meet our specifications. We put the bids out and several companies responded. 

The two finalists were Computer Vison (whom we already used) and Intergraph, whom I had worked so much 
with at Bechtel Power. 

Computer Vision won, and we began implementing the plan to modernize and further increase the productivity 
and capability of our systems.   

In July of 1985, my Dad had a major heart attack.  He was feeling bad and would not let Mom take him in.  We 
ended up giving him a blessing, me and the Bishop.  By this time it was early in 1986. 

About three months after losing the bid, the Regional Director for Intergraph called me.  I was surprised to get 
the call.  The individual was named Dave Eggleston and we had become friends during the process. 

He indicated that his reason for calling was because, even though he had lost the bid, he was impressed with the 
process I had put together and knew that there were many companies that needed to learn that process. 

To make a long story short, he wanted me to come to work for him at Intergraph and become the Regional 
Technical Manager for the Region that he directed.  He was offering me over $70,000 per year plus bonuses! 

L ƪƴŜǿ LƴǘŜǊƎǊŀǇƘΩǎ ǇǊƻŘǳŎǘ ǾŜǊȅ ǿŜƭƭΣ ŀƴŘ ǘƘƛǎ Ƨƻb would entail some travel to the various offices in the Region, 
and to companies who were implementing their product.  I would be managing 10-12 senior technical 
individuals and engineers who would present the product to those companies, or help support them after they 
purchased it. 

Again, Gail and I prayed about it and decided to take the job.  It would be in Dallas so we would not move.  To 
date I had had a great experience at Motorola and put in place a program to improve their use of 
CAE/CAD/CAM, and felt it would be a good thing to help many companies do the same thing.  So we said yes and 
in April of 1986, I started with Intergraph. 

But, it was also a busy job, in fact, over the next two years, it was VERY busy.  

In January 1987, my Dad had quadruple by-pass surgery.  They had helped him when they treated him for the 
ƘŜŀǊǘ ŀǘǘŀŎƪΧōǳǘ Ƙƛǎ ŀǊǘŜǊƛŜǎ ǿŜǊŜ ǎǘƛƭƭ ŎƭƻƎƎŜŘ ŀƴŘ ǿƛǘƘƻǳǘ ǘƘŜ ǎǳǊƎŜǊȅΧƘŜ ǿŀǎ ƎƻƛƴƎ ǘƻ ŘƛŜΦ 



 
 

When I came and saw him afterwards, he looked worse than when he had the heart attack.  At this time, they 
still cut a person open down the middle of their sternum, spread the chest cavity apart, and then worked on the 
ƘŜŀǊǘ ǘƘŀǘ ǿŀȅΦ  IŜ ǿŀǎ ƛƴ ǘƘŜ ƘƻǎǇƛǘŀƭ ŦƻǊ ŦƻǳǊ ǿŜŜƪǎΧōǳǘ ƘŜ ƳŀŘŜ ŀ ƳƛǊŀŎǳƭƻǳǎ ǊŜŎƻǾŜǊȅΦ  IŜ ǿƻǳƭŘ Ƨǳǎǘ ƘŀǾŜ 
to do less physical work, and not get as stressed, and take it easy.  We were blessed to have him remain alive, 
and I know Mom was very thankful.  In 1988 they had been married forty years. 

I took time off when this occurred, but then I had a lot of travel to catch up on.  Between all of that work and 
ǘǊŀǾŜƭƛƴƎΣ Ƴȅ ŎŀƭƭƛƴƎ ƛƴ ǘƘŜ 9ƭŘŜǊΩǎ vǳƻǊǳƳΣ ŀƴŘ ŀƭƭ ǘƘŀǘ ŜƴǘŀƛƭŜŘΧDŀƛƭ ǿŀǎ ƭŜŦǘ ǿƛǘƘ ǘƘŜ ƪƛŘǎ ŀ ƭƻǘ ŀƴŘ ǎƘŜ ōŜƎŀƴ 
feeling alone with raising the family. 

L ŘƛŘ ƴƻǘ ǎŜŜ ƛǘΧŀƴŘ ǿŜ ǎƘŜ ǿŀƴǘŜŘ ǘƻ ǘŀƭƪŜŘ ŀōƻǳǘ ƛǘΣ L ǿƻǳƭŘ ǘǊȅ ŀƴŘ ǊŜŀǎǎure her without really changing 
anything. Once again, I still had lots to learn. 

One day I came home from work and she had left a note saying she was taking some time and would be gone. 

I had resisted efforts to see a counselor, and now Gail was desperately trying to find within herself the love and 
cherished relationship we had started with. 

I was heartbroken. 

However, she returned within a couple of days and we talked, and we did go see a counselor.  The net result was 
ǘƘŀǘ L Ǝƻǘ ǊŜƭŜŀǎŜŘ ŀǎ ǘƘŜ 9ƭŘŜǊΩǎ vuorum President.  The Stake President informed me that the point was not to 
work our people so hard that it ruined the family, and that I had done a great job, but doing a great job as a 
father and a dad was more important. 

L ǿŀǎ ƘǳƳōƭŜŘΧōǳǘ ǿƻǳƭŘ ƭŀǘŜǊ Ƙŀve to learn the lesson again. 

Sometimes the good Lord gives us experiences that stretch us exactly where we need stretching, and each of us 
sometimes need more than one lesson.  Gail had worked so hard and was the life that kept our family going, 
when I waǎ ŀǿŀȅ ŀ ƭƻǘΦ  L ƴŜŜŘŜŘ ǘƻ ƭŜŀǊƴ ǘƻ ǊŜŎƻƎƴƛȊŜ ǘƘŀǘ ŦƻǊ ǿƘŀǘ ƛǘ ǿŀǎΧŜǾŜƴ ǘƘƻǳƎƘ L ǘƘƻǳƎƘǘ L ŘƛŘΧŀƴŘ 
then SHOW Gail how much I appreciated it and understood it by setting aside some of the things I was doing. 

As I said, as my career continued and opportunities kept coming, it was something I would have to learn again.  
hƘΣ ƛŦ ȅƻǳ ŀǊŜ ǊŜŀŘƛƴƎ ǘƘƛǎΣ ƭŜŀǊƴ ǘƘŜ ƭŜǎǎƻƴΧƛŦ ǇƻǎǎƛōƭŜΣ ǿƛǘƘƻǳǘ ƳŀƪƛƴƎ ǘƘŜ ƳƛǎǘŀƪŜǎΧŀƴŘ ƛŦ ȅƻǳ Řƻ ƳŀƪŜ ǘƘŜ 
mistakes, try and learn the first time. 

So, my work continued at Intergraph, and Dave and the upper management were very satisfied. 

ΧŀƴŘ ǿŜ ƘŀŘ ǘƘŜ ǘȅǇŜǎ ƻŦ ŜȄǇŜǊƛŜƴŎŜǎ ǘƘŀǘ ŦŀƳƛƭƛŜǎ ƘŀǾŜ ǘƘŀǘ ǇǳƴŎǘǳŀǘŜŘ ǘƘŜ ƛǎǎǳŜΦ 

One day at church, while some young women were watching the kids in the nursery and Gail was working with 
wŜƭƛŜŦ {ƻŎƛŜǘȅΧŀƴŘ L ǿŀǎ ƻǳǘ ƻŦ ǘƻǿƴ ƻƴ ōǳǎƛƴŜǎǎΧƭƛǘǘƭŜ WŜŦŦƛŜΣ ǿƘƻ ǿŀǎ ǘǿƻ ȅŜŀǊǎ ƻƭŘ ŀǘ ǘƘŜ ǘƛƳŜΣ ōǊƻƪŜ Ƙƛǎ ƭŜƎΦ  
!ǇǇŀǊŜƴǘƭȅ ƻƴŜ ƻŦ ǘƘŜ ƪƛŘǎ ǿŀǎ ƧǳƳǇƛƴƎ ŀǊƻǳƴŘ ŀƴŘ ŀŎŎƛŘŜƴǘƭȅ ƧǳƳǇŜŘ ƻƴ WŜŦŦΩǎ ƭŜƎ ǎƻƳŜƘƻǿ ŀƴŘ ōǊƻƪŜ ƛǘΦ 

Another time, when I was on business again, Katie slipped near our home in Krum, and broke her elbow. 

L Ŏŀƴ ǊŜƳŜƳōŜǊ ŜŀŎƘ ǘƛƳŜ ǎƻƳŜǘƘƛƴƎ ƭƛƪŜ ǘƘƛǎ ƘŀǇǇŜƴŜŘ ŀƴŘ ǿƛǎƘƛƴƎ L ǿŜǊŜ ŀǘ ƘƻƳŜΧŀƴŘ ǿŀƴǘƛƴƎ ǘƻ ƎŜǘ ƻƴ ŀƴ 
ŀƛǊǇƭŀƴŜ ŀƴŘ ŎƻƳŜ ƘƻƳŜΦ  .ǳǘ Dŀƛƭ ǿŀǎ ŀōƭŜ ǘƻ ǘŀƪŜ ŎŀǊŜ ƻŦ ƛǘΧŀǎ ǎƘŜ ŀƭǿŀȅǎ ƘŀǎΦ  !ǎ ƛǘ ǘǳǊƴŜŘ ƻǳǘΣ ǿŜ were not 
through with broken bones in our family. 

In January 1987, Katie turned eight years old and was baptized into the Church.  She was so pretty in her white 
dress!  She was the ground breaker for everything new our kids learned because she was the oldest.  She also 
had to put up with us learning how to be parents at each new stage. 

In June 1987, Gail was doing some Relief Society work and I was working in the yard with the kids playing.  I 



 
 

noticed that Jeff Jr. was not around.  He had been taking a nap, so I went in to look for him. 

But he was not there!  I looked all over the house, calling him.  He was approaching two years old.  Try as I 
might, I could not find him in the house or the yard. 

I enlisted people in the neighborhood and wondered how I was going to tell Gail that our precious son had gone 
missing?  We went up and down the street.  Everyone was checking in their yards, and in their houses and 
ƎŀǊŀƎŜǎΧōǳǘ ƴƻ WŜŦŦƛŜΦ  ²Ŝ ŎƻǳƭŘ ƴƻǘ ŦƛƴŘ ƘƛƳ ŀƴȅǿƘŜǊŜΗ 

I went back into the house and prayed again.  I knelt down and poured my heart out to my Father in Heaven.  
ΧǇƭŜŀŘƛƴƎ ǿƛǘƘ IŜŀǾŜƴƭȅ CŀǘƘŜǊ ǘƻ ƘŜƭǇ ƳŜ ŦƛƴŘ ƘƛƳΦ  9ǾŜƴ ǘƘƻǳƎƘ L ƘŀŘ ƭƻƻƪŜŘ ƛƴ ǘƘŜ ƘƻǳǎŜΧŀƴŘ ƴŜƛƎƘōƻǊǎ ƘŀŘ 
numerous times, after my prayer, as I got up, Jeff came walking around the corner, calling out to me. 

I picked him up and hugged him through my tears.  Where had he been? 

¢ƻ ǘƘƛǎ Řŀȅ ǿŜ Řƻ ƴƻǘ ƪƴƻǿ ǿƘŀǘ ƘŀǇǇŜƴŜŘΧǿƘŜǘƘŜǊ ƘŜ ƘŀŘ ŦŀƭƭŜƴ ŀǎƭŜŜǇ ǎƻƳŜǿƘŜǊŜ ƻǊ ǿƘŀǘΦ  .ǳǘ ǿŜ ƭƻƻƪŜŘ 
ŜǾŜǊȅǿƘŜǊŜΧǳƴŘŜǊ ōŜŘǎΣ ƛƴ ŎŀōƛƴŜǘǎΣ ƛƴ ǘƘŜ ƎŀǊŀƎŜΦ  9ǾŜǊȅǿƘŜǊŜ ǿŜ ŎƻǳƭŘ ǘƘƛƴƪ ƻŦΧŀƴŘ ǘƘŜ ƴŜƛƎƘōƻǊǎ ƘŀŘ ǘƻƻΦ 

!ǎ L ǎŀƛŘΣ ǿŜ Řƻ ƴƻǘ ƪƴƻǿ ǿƘŜǊŜ ƘŜ ƘŀŘ ƎƻƴŜΧŀƴŘ ǘƘƛƴƪƛƴƎ ōŀŎƪ ƻƴ ƛǘ L ǊŜƳŜƳōŜǊ Ƙƻǿ ƘŜƭǇƭŜǎǎ L ŦŜƭǘΣ ōǳǘ ŀƭǎƻ 
how sincerely I prayed to our Father in Heaven.   

I know that the Lord answered that prayer.  I cannot ǎŀȅ ŜȄŀŎǘƭȅ ǿƘŀǘ ƘŀǇǇŜƴŜŘΧōǳǘ L ƪƴƻǿ ŀ ƭƻǾƛƴƎ DƻŘ ƘŜŀǊŘ 
and answered my prayer and Jeff just appeared from wherever he had been. 



 
 

 

16. Changes as Intergraph, another move to GE Calma in California 1987-1988 

Late that year (1987) management changed at Intergraph.  They brought in a new President, who was a man I 
knew, John Mostert.  Through my work at Intergraph, we had become friends.  He was from Canada and had 
been an early founder of Intergraph. 

One day he called me and asked if I would consider moving to Huntsville and being the National Manager of 
Technical services at Intergraph.  It would be a HUGE raise and would involve an executive position. 

Gail and I talked and decided we could do it. 

.ǳǘΧƛǘ ǿŀǎ ƴƻǘ ǘƻ ōŜΦ  ! ŦŜǿ ǿŜŜƪǎ ōŜŦƻǊŜ ǿŜ ǿŜǊŜ ƎƻƛƴƎ ǘƻ Ǝƻ out on a house hunting trip, John called and 
indicated that he was resigning and returning to Canada. 

He too had a young family and he saw how much it would take to be the President of such a large, high-tech 
company, and decided against it and would be returning home.  I told him how much I respected his decision, 
even though I was sad we would not be able to work together. 

In the meantime, the new management had their own people they wanted in the positioned I would have taken. 

As it turned out, my boss, David Eggleston had left Intergraph and become a Sr. Vice President at GE Calma, 
another CAD company in San Jose, California. In late September of 1987 he called and offered me a job with GE 
Calma.  He wanted us to come out to California and interview. 

Gail and I decided to make it a family vacation and take some time off to make the interview trip. 

So we did. 

In October of 1987, we drove up to Canada and visited John Mostert and his family in Calgary. 

We then went to Kananaskis Park in the Canadian Rockies and camped there for two days.  One night the kids 
got to hear wolves in the distance.  It was a little scary for them, but I let them know we would be safe.  I had 
brought a rifle, which was legal to do at the time in Canada. 

It was a beautiful experience, and the first of several long family sightseeing and camping experiences we would 
have through the years. 

 

Kananaskis Provisional Park in Canada in 1987 

IŜƘŜƘŜΧƻƴŜ ǿƻǊŘ ŀōƻǳǘ Ǝǳƴǎ ŀƴŘ /ŀƴŀŘŀΦ  5h bh¢ ŜǾŜǊ ǘǊȅ ŀƴŘ ōǊƛƴƎ ŀ ƘŀƴŘ Ǝǳƴ ƛƴǘƻ /ŀƴŀŘŀΦ  L ƘŀŘ ƻƴe with 
ƳŜΦ  !ǘ ǘƘŜ ōƻǊŘŜǊΣ ǘƘŜȅ ŀǎƪŜŘ ƛŦ L ƘŀŘ ƻƴŜ ŀƴŘ L ǘƻƭŘ ǘƘŜƳ ŀōƻǳǘ ǘƘŜ ǊƛŦƭŜΧōǳǘ ƴƻǘ ǘƘŜ ƘŀƴŘ ƎǳƴΦ  ²ƘŜƴ ǘƘŜ 
ōƻǊŘŜǊ ǇŀǘǊƻƭ ŀƎŜƴǘ ŀǎƪŜŘ ƛŦ ǘƘŜǊŜ ǿŀǎ ŀ ƘŀƴŘ Ǝǳƴ ǘƘŜ ǎŜŎƻƴŘ ǘƛƳŜΣ Dŀƛƭ ǎŀƛŘΣ ά¸Ŝǎ ǿŜ Řƻ ƘƻƴŜȅΣ ȅƻǳ ǊŜƳŜƳōŜǊ 



 
 

ǘƘŀǘ ƻƴŜ ƛƴ ǘƘŜ ŎƻƳǇŀǊǘƳŜƴǘΦέ 

I looked at the agent and he was clearly not happy.  He informed me how serious Canada viewed this law and I 
gave him my hand gun.  He told us we could pick it up on the way out.  As it turned out, we left the country 
several hundred miles to the west of theǊŜΧŀƴŘ ǿŜ ƴŜǾŜǊ ǎŀǿ ǘƘŀǘ ƘŀƴŘ Ǝǳƴ ŀƎŀƛƴ 

After driving back into the US, we drove down to The Redwoods National Park in northern California, and then 
drove through the Redwoods north of San Francisco.  We all remembered the drive thru-tree there. 

 

Drive thru Tree in the Redwoods 

We rented a cabin for three days at one point. It was a LOT of fun. 

We also went down to the Pacific Coast, which was beautiful 

 

During our trip to Interview, the Pacific Coast of Northern California...the whole family 

It was a great trip and as you can see, the entire family had a great experience. 

The interview in San Jose went great and they offered us a job on the spot.  We accepted and were on our way 
again for another big move and adventure, this time in northern California. 

Once the decision was made to go to San Jose with GE Calma, things moved rapidly. 

They got us an apartment in San Jose where we lived for about a month while we looked for a place more 
appropriate for our family of six.  We found it in Livermore, California, about 20 miles outside of San Jose, and 



 
 

ƻǾŜǊ ŀ ǎƳŀƭƭ ǊŀƴƎŜ ƻŦ Ƙƛƭƭǎ ƻƴ ǘƘŜ ǿŜǎǘ ǎƛŘŜ ƻŦ ǘƘŜ ōŀȅΦ  LǘΩǎ ǘƘŜ ƭƻŎŀǘƛƻƴ ƻŦ [ŀǿǊŜƴŎŜ [ƛǾŜǊƳƻǊŜ bŀǘƛƻƴŀƭ [ŀōǎΦ 

Immediately, things were very busy at work.  I was in charge of Six Regions all across America and had to get out 
to meet the Regional Directors who reported to me, as well as get to know the managers there locally. 

/ŀƭƳŀ ƘŀŘ ǎƻƳŜ ƎƻƻŘ ǇǊƻŘǳŎǘǎΣ ōƻǘƘ ŦƻǊ aŜŎƘŀƴƛŎŀƭ 9ƴƎƛƴŜŜǊƛƴƎ ŀƴŘ ǇŀǊǘƛŎǳƭŀǊƭȅ ŦƻǊ 9ƭŜŎǘǊƛŎŀƭ 9ƴƎƛƴŜŜǊƛƴƎΧōǳǘ 
they had been mismanaged and were not generating enough revenue. 

That was what the sales force had to do and I had technical people in each region to help. 

I found out within two months that upper management was working on trying to sell the company.  They 
wanted my help in that endeavor, but this came as a surprise to me as you can imagine. 

We had just moved our entire family out there and to realize that the company might be sold was not the best 
of prospects. I let Gail know and so we both worried about what might happen. 

In the meantime, we had to keep the business going, and make it as profitable as possible. 

Ultimately, we did so. 

While there two important events occurred in our lives along with our day to day living. 

On 25 April 1988 Gail and I observed out tenth wedding anniversary.  It was simply amazing to me that we had 
been married for ten years! So much had happened, as this story attests. 

Two days later, Rachel turned eight years old.  We celebrated her birthday and then when we could schedule 
ƛǘΧǿƛǘƘƛƴ ŀ ǿŜŜƪ ƻǊ ǘǿƻΣ ǎƘŜ ǿŀǎ baptized into the Church, as Katie had been.  

I wish I had been able to do more, looking back.  But my position required a LOT of time and travel.  At least we 
marked the events and thanked Heavenly Father for our good fortune. 

A company, Valid Logic Systems, was particularly interested in the Electrical Engineering product we had.  Within 
a year of getting to San Jose, and then to Livermore, they had made an offer to buy that part of the business. 

For me, the offer meant another decision. 

I could either be assigned a director level position somewhere else at General Electric, I could stay on with GE 
Calma and help them sell the rest of the company, or I could accept a Director level position with the new 
company. 

Gail and I prayed about it and ultimately decided to go with the new company, Valid Logic Systems.  They would 
ƭƻŎŀǘŜ ƳŜΧƎǳŜǎǎ ǿƘŜǊŜΚ ²Ƙȅ ōŀŎƪ ƛƴ 5ŀƭƭŀǎΣ ¢ŜȄŀǎ όƛƳŀƎƛƴŜ ǘƘŀǘΚύ 

So, there we went again. 

I got Gail and the kids moved back to Dallas with my parents, while I had to spend six weeks finishing up things 
in San Jose.  Dave Eggleston, who had become a good friend, helped take care of me while that family was going 
and I was waiting to move.  He had a sail boat and would take me out on the San Francisco bay and even let me 
control the vessel.  Lǘ ǿŀǎ ŀ ƴƛŎŜ ǘƘƛƴƎΧŀƴŘ L ǊŜŀƭƭȅ ŜƴƧƻȅŜŘ ƛǘΦ  L ƛƳŀƎƛƴŜŘ Ƙƻǿ Ƴȅ 5ŀŘ ŦŜƭǘ ŀƴŘ ǎŀǿ ƛƴ ǎƻƳŜ 
small way his own love for the Ocean and navigation that he would talk about some times from the war: 



 
 

 

{ŀƛƭƛƴƎ 5ŀǾŜ 9ƎƎƭŜǎǘƻƴΩǎ ǎŀƛƭ ōƻŀǘ 

Another thing I had learned to do, and enjoyed, was to boogey board surf in the Ocean.  The ocean there is cold 
so I had a wet suit and a board. 

While alone, I would drive over to the coast on Friday and spend Saturday surfing.  It gave me something to do 
during the weekends and I enjoyed the coast and the water. 

One day though, while I was about ¼ mile off the beach, I was catching a wave when I noticed this huge dorsal 
fin near me.  It circled towards me and this HUGE fish bumped against my leg.  That fin was a good foot or two 
away when it did so and this thing was very big.  It looked big enough to eat me in one bite!  It was all black with 
white markings. 

I immediately got on my board and came into the shore.  I was shaken up a bit and talked to people there.  They 
told me it was ŀƴ hǊŎŀΧƻǊ ƪƛƭƭŜǊ-whale.  They said when it bumped me it was smelling me, probably thinking I 
was a seal because of the wet suite. 

L ǘŜƭƭ ȅƻǳΧL ǘƻƻƪ Ƴȅ ǘƘƛƴƎǎ ŀƴŘ ǿŜƴǘ ŀƴŘ Ǝƻǘ ƛƴ ǘƘŜ ŎŀǊ ŀƴŘ ŘǊƻǾŜ ƘƻƳŜΦ  {ƻƳŜǘƘƛƴƎ ǘƻƭŘ ƳŜ ǘƻ ƴƻǘ ǎǳǊŦ 
ŀƴȅƳƻǊŜΧŀƴŘ L ƴŜǾŜǊ Ƙave.  Amazing what realizing that you are not on top of the food chain!  LOL!  But 
ǎŜǊƛƻǳǎƭȅΣ L ōŜƭƛŜǾŜ ǘƘŜ {ǇƛǊƛǘ ƻŦ DƻŘ ǘƻƭŘ ƳŜ ƴƻǘ ǘƻ Řƻ ƛǘ ŀƎŀƛƴΧŀƴŘ L ƘŀǾŜ ōŜŜƴ ǘǊǳŜ ǘƻ ƛǘΦ 

By the time I was done with my preparations at GE Calma and with Valid Logic, it was time to head back to 
Texas.  Gail had already found a place for us.  It was a used home that a man had lived in singly for years and not 
ƪŜǇǘ ǳǇ ǘƻƻ ǿŜƭƭΦ  .ǳǘ ƛǘ ǿŀǎ ƻƴ ŀōƻǳǘ ŦƛǾŜ ŀŎǊŜǎ ŀƴŘ ƻƴƭȅ ŀ ŎƻǳǇƭŜ ƻŦ ƳƛƭŜǎ ŀǿŀȅ ŦǊƻƳ Ƴȅ ŦƻƭƪǎΧōŜƛƴƎ ƴƻǊǘƘ ƻŦ 
BoƭƛǾŀǊ ¢ŜȄŀǎ όǿƘƛŎƘ ƛǎ ŦƻǳǊ ƳƛƭŜǎ ǿŜǎǘ ƻŦ {ŀƴƎŜǊύ ƛƴǎǘŜŀŘ ƻŦ ǿŜǎǘ ƻŦ .ƻƭƛǾŀǊ ƭƛƪŜ Ƴȅ ǇŀǊŜƴǘǎΩ ǇƭŀŎŜ ǿŀǎΦ  



 
 

 

17. Valid Logic, Gail and I travel to Germany, 5th Child, Jared born 1988-1989 

We closed on our home there in Texas on May 27th, 1988, after I arrived back in Texas. We had a lot of work to 
do on our home.  My Dad and others helped us a lot. 

 

¢ƘŜ IƻƳŜ ƛƴ ǘƘŜ /ƻǳƴǘǊȅ ƴŜŀǊ {ŀƴƎŜǊΧƴŜŜŘŜŘ ƭƻǘǎ ƻŦ ǿƻǊƪ 

We moved into a home that literally had had snakes and small animals living in it. The man who had lived there 
had gone through a bad divorce and literally left the house open. He had a bunch of coops and wiring up for 
quails that he raised to make money.  

!ƭƭ ƻŦ ǘƘŀǘ ƘŀŘ ǘƻ ŎƻƳŜ Řƻǿƴ ŀƴŘ ǿŜ ŀƭǎƻ ŘŜŎƛŘŜŘ ǘƻ ǊŜƳƻŘŜƭ ǘƘŜ ƭƛǾƛƴƎ ǊƻƻƳ ŀƴŘ ǊŀƛǎŜ ǘƘŜ άǎǳƴƪŜƴέ ŦƭƻƻǊ there.  
We poured concrete to level it and then put in a new floor. 

The house had a large master bedroom upstairs with a beautiful view and porch up there looking to the west. 

The kids went to school in Sanger, and I commuted into work in Dallas. 

In July 1988, Valid Logic made me the Director in charge of their consulting services and their University 
outreach program. I worked a lot with the Rochester Institute of Technology in Rochester New York, and with 
some other major Universities.   

They were excited to get the equipment and I had convinced the management at Valid to give it to them on very 
generous terms, only requiring that they integrated it into their curricula so the students would learn it.  I used 
my experiences at BYU to do this and knew that kids who went out into industry were prone to request the 
equipment they knew how to use, and that the companies benefited from it because they did not have to do 
training and live with a learning curve where costly mistakes were made. 

Around this time, I ōŜƎŀƴ ǘƻ ƘŀǾŜ ǘƘƻǳƎƘǘǎ ƻŦ ǎƻƳŜǘƛƳŜ ƻǿƴƛƴƎ ƻǳǊ ƻǿƴ ōǳǎƛƴŜǎǎΧƳŀȅōŜ ŎƻƴǎǳƭǘƛƴƎΦ  Dŀƛƭ 
ǘƘƻǳƎƘǘ ƛǘ ŎƻǳƭŘ ǿƻǊƪΣ ōǳǘ ǿŜ ƴŜŜŘŜŘ ŀ ƭƻǘ ƳƻǊŜ ǎŀǾƛƴƎǎ ōŜŦƻǊŜ ǿŜ ŎƻǳƭŘ ŀŦŦƻǊŘ ǘƻ ŜǾŜƴ ǘǊȅ ǎǳŎƘ ŀ ǘƘƛƴƎΧŀƴŘ 
she was right. 

In the early fall of 1988, Gail and I had planned and took a vacation we had longed to go on. 

With all the travel I had done, I had earned a lot of travel points with the airlines. Those miles allowed us to 
realize this dream vacation we had. 



 
 

For years I had talked a LOT about my mission and all of the stories.  I had read my Journal on numerous 
occasions to Gail and the family. 

So, in the fall of 1988, we scheduled and took a three-ǿŜŜƪ ǘǊƛǇ ǘƻ DŜǊƳŀƴȅΧƧǳǎǘ Dŀƛƭ ŀƴŘ LΧǘƻ Ǿƛǎƛǘ ŀƭƭ ƻŦ ǘƘŜ 
areas in my mission and show Gail the places I had spoken of. It was a FANTASTIC experience.  

²Ŝ ƳŜǘ ǎƻ Ƴŀƴȅ ƻŦ ǘƘŜ ǇŜƻǇƭŜ L ƘŀŘ ƪƴƻǿƴΧŀƴŘ ǎǳǊǇǊƛǎŜŘ ǘƘŜƳ ǿƛǘƘ ǾƛǎƛǘǎΦ   

One of the most heartwarming was visiting the Kniebuhlers in Leutkirch.  We simply walked up to the door and 
knocked.  I will never forget sister KniebuhlŜǊ ǎŜŜƛƴƎ ƳŜ ŀƴŘ ŀǎƪƛƴƎ ǿƘŀǘ ǿŜ ǿŀƴǘŜŘΧŀƴŘ ǘƘŜƴ ǎŜŜƛƴƎ ǘƘŜ 
recognition come into her eyes and having her give me such a HUGE hug.  The same with Brother Kniebuhler. 

They would not hear of us staying anywhere else except with them. And we did. We stayed up very late talking. 

  

The country-side in Germany near Luetkirch 

The little girl who had been about ten years old when we taught them the gospel was now grown and married 
with a small child of her own and she came over to her parents that evening.  It was like a reunion in Heaven. 

In Karlsruhe, there was an older sister who used to have all of the missionaries over each Sunday for Sunday 
ŘƛƴƴŜǊΣ {ƛǎǘŜǊ {ǘǳōŀΦ  {ƘŜ ǿŀǎ ƻƭŘŜǊ ǿƘŜƴ L ǿŀǎ ǘƘŜǊŜ мо ȅŜŀǊǎ ōŜŦƻǊŜΧōǳǘ ŀǘ ŎƘǳǊŎƘ ǘƘŀǘ {ǳƴŘŀȅ ƻŦ ƻǳǊ Ǿƛǎƛǘ ƛƴ 
Karlsruhe they let us know where she was living and we went and visited her. The spirit of all of this was SO 
special.  As I say, like a reunion in Heaven! 

While on my mission, there was an old-drunk in Karlsruhe who liked the missionaries.  Whenever he would see 
us in downtown doing one of our street displays, he would come over, carrying a big bottle of wine and would 
raise his voice and tell people to listen to us. 



 
 

 

Side Street in Karlsruhe 

I remember some of the Elders being embarrassed, and I have to admit thaǘ ŀǘ ŦƛǊǎǘΧǎƻ ǿŀǎ LΦ  .ǳǘ ǘƘŜƴ ǎŀǘ Řƻǿƴ 
and talked with him and he told me that he loved the Mormons because at the end of World War II he 
remembered the Church providing food for them.  He loved the Church ever since, and I came to love him. 

He never joinŜŘ ŀǘ ǘƘŜ ǘƛƳŜΧōǳǘ L ǊŜǎǇŜŎǘŜŘ Ƙƛǎ ǎǘƻǊȅ ŀƴŘ ǘƻƭŘ ǘƘŜ ƻǘƘŜǊ 9ƭŘŜǊǎΦ 

!ƴŘ ƴƻǿ мо ȅŜŀǊǎ ƭŀǘŜǊΣ ƘŜ ǿŀǎ ǎǘƛƭƭ ƛƴ Řƻǿƴǘƻǿƴ YŀǊƭǎǊǳƘŜΣ ŘǊƛƴƪƛƴƎ ŀƴŘ ǇŀƴƘŀƴŘƭƛƴƎΦ .ǳǘ ǿƘŜƴ ƘŜ ǎŀǿ ƳŜΧƘŜ 
remembered, and we had a great reunion too there on the street. 

In one city we went to a carnival, like a County Fair with rides and everything.  It was a lot of fun. 

 

Gail and I at the German Carnival 

We drove through the Black Forest and stopped and bargained with a man who lived there.  His father and his 
sons helped him build Koo-Koo clocks from scratch for which the Black Forest is famous.  His family had been 
working in that shop for hundreds of years!  And they were VERY good at it.  We have that clock to this day. 



 
 

 

Our German Koo-Yƻƻ /ƭƻŎƪΧŀƭƳƻǎǘ ол ȅŜŀǊǎ ƭŀǘŜǊ 

We drove up to Kaufbeuren and hiked the same trail my companions and I did, and saw the Castles there in the 
Bavarian Alps from Prince Ludwig. 

 

Neuschwanstein Castle near Kaufbeuren 

Dŀƛƭ ǎǳƳƳŜŘ ƛǘ ǳǇ ōŜǎǘ ŦƻǊ ǘƘƻǎŜ ǘƘǊŜŜ ǿŜŜƪǎΧȅƻǳ ǊŜŀŎƘ ŀ Ǉƻƛƴǘ ǿƘŜǊŜ ǘƘŜǊŜ ƛǎ Ƨǳǎǘ ǎƻ Ƴuch you are seeing that 
ƛǎ ǎƻ ƎƻƻŘ ǘƘŀǘ ȅƻǳ Ŏŀƴ ƘŀǊŘƭȅ ǘŀƪŜ ƛǘ ŀƭƭ ƛƴΗ  ¢ƘŀǘΩǎ ǘƘŜ ǿŀȅ ǘƘŀǘ ǘǊƛǇ ǿŀǎ ŦƻǊ ǳǎΦ 

CǊƻƳ bŜǳǎŎƘǿŀƴǎǘŜƛƴ ǿŜ ŘǊƻǾŜ Řƻǿƴ ƻǾŜǊ ǘƻ ŀ ǇƭŀŎŜ L ƘŀŘ ƴƻǘ ǎŜŜƴ ƻƴ Ƴȅ Ƴƛǎǎƛƻƴ ōǳǘ ŀƭǿŀȅǎ ǿŀƴǘŜŘ ǘƻΦ  LǘΩǎ 
called Koenig Sea, or Kings Lake. I had ƭŜŀǊƴŜŘ ŀ ǎƻƴƎ ŀōƻǳǘ ƛǎ ά{ǘŜƘ LŎƘ ŀǳŦ .ŜǊƎŜǎ IƻŜǊƘΗέ ²ƘŜƴ L ŀƳ ǎǘŀƴŘƛƴƎ 
ƻƴ ǘƘŜ Ƴƻǳƴǘŀƛƴ ¢ƻǇΣ άǳƴŘ ƘƻǊŜǊ ŘƛŜ DƭƻŎƪŜƴ Ǿƻƴ YƻŜƴƛƎΩǎ {Ŝŀέ ŀƴŘ ƘŜŀǊ ǘƘŜ ōŜƭƭǎ ŦǊƻƳ YƛƴƎǎ [ŀƪŜΦ 

¢ƘŜ ŦŀǎǘŜǎǘΧŀƴŘ ǇǊŜǘǘƛŜǎǘ Χǿŀȅ ǘƻ ƎŜǘ ǘƘŜǊŜ ǿŀǎ ǘƻ ŘǊƛǾŜ Řƻǿƴ ǘƘǊƻǳƎƘ !ǳǎǘǊƛŀΧŀƴŘ ƛǘ ǿas VERY pretty.  And 
while driving though Austria, we came upon a small herd of cattle being herded down from the mountains for 
the winter.  The Austrian and German farmers are very superstitious about such things.  They dress up any cattle 
that had not had any type of fall during the summer ranging in the mountains.  They believe it will bring their 
family good luck.  Anyhow, while we were driving down, a herd of cattle was on the road and it was so narrow 
that you simply had to go the speed they were going until they got to a place where they could gather. 

Anyhow, this one guy in a very expensive BMW started honking and trying to squeeze slowly through the cattle.  
¢ƘŜ ƘŜǊŘŜǊǎ Ǝƻǘ ǾŜǊȅ ƳŀŘΧŜǎǇŜŎƛŀƭƭȅ ǿƘŜƴ ƘŜ ōǳƳǇŜŘ ƻƴŜ ƻŦ ǘƘƻǎŜ ŘǊŜǎǎŜŘ ǳǇ ŎŀǘǘƭŜΦ  L ǘƘƻǳƎƘt those herders 
were going to pull the guy out of his car.  As it was, he got through and sped on his way.  They have folks like 



 
 

that everywhere.  Nonetheless, the trip in Austria was just gorgeous and something we will always remember. 

 

Small Austrian town in the Austrian Alps 

Once back into Germany, it was getting dark and so we took advantage of a little-known tradition that US 

military bases abroad practice.  That is, if they have any available room or houses, then US citizens can stay very 

reasonably on base.  We found a small base in southern Germany and we got a room.  It was fun to go into the 

t· ŀƴŘ ƎŜǘ ŀ /ƘŜŜǎŜōǳǊƎŜǊΦ L Ǝƻǘ ŀ Ƴƛƭƪ ǎƘŀƪŜ ŀƴŘ Dŀƛƭ Ǝƻǘ ŀ ǎƻŦǘ ŘǊƛƴƪ ǿƛǘƘ ƛŎŜ ƛƴ ƛǘΦ  Lƴ DŜǊƳŀƴȅΣ ƛǘΩǎ ƘŀǊŘ ǘƻ ŦƛƴŘ 

any drink with ice in it.  I believe it goes back to the days when any water had to be boiled to be safe. 

The next day we were able to visit Koenig Sea. 

 

Koenig Sea in Bavaria 

From there we drove to Munich and saw October Fest.  Every fall in Munich they celebrate the product Munich, 
Germany iǎ ŦŀƳƻǳǎ ŦƻǊΧǘƘŜ ōŜŜǊΦ  hŦ ŎƻǳǊǎŜΣ ǿŜ ŘƛŘ ƴƻǘ ǇŀǊǘŀƪŜΣ ōǳǘ ǘƘŜǊŜ ǿŜǊŜ ƘǳƎŜ ǘǊŀŦŦƛŎ ƧŀƳǎ όŎŀƭƭŜŘ {ǘŀǳ ƛƴ 
Germany which was a word I had never learned).  Unbelievable numbers of people going there to celebrate and 
get their good German beer. 

We finally got over the area that included Worms, where Martin Luther had stapled his thesis to the Catholic 
/ƘǳǊŎƘ ƻƴ ƛǘǎ ŎŀǘƘŜŘǊŀƭΧŀƳƻƴƎ ǎŜǾŜǊŀƭ ƻǘƘŜǊǎΦ  Iƛǎ ōǊŜŀƪ ŀǿŀȅ ŦǊƻƳ ǘƘŜ /ŀǘƘƻƭƛŎ /ƘǳǊŎƘ ŀƴŘ ŦƻǊƳƛƴƎ ǘƘŜ 
Lutheran Church was a huge part of what ended up being called the Protestant era, where religious freedom 



 
 

really had its start, and ultimately led to it coming to America and the Restoration of the Gospel. 

 

One of the doors to the Cathedral in Worms 

Another funny story was that while in this part of Germany as a missionary, my companion and I went to an 
eating place in the hills between Worms and Manheim for his birthday.  For years I had told Gail and the kids 
ŀōƻǳǘ ǘƘƛǎ ƘǳƎŜ ŘƻƎΩǎ ƘŜŀŘ ǘƘŀǘ ǿŀǎ ƘǳƴƎ ƻƴ ǘƘŜ ǿŀƭƭ ǘƘŜǊŜΦ  L ǎŀƛŘ ƛǘ ǿŀǎ ŀǎ ōƛƎ ŀǎ ŀ DǊƛȊȊƭȅ .ŜŀǊΩǎ ƘŜŀd and that 
the German Princes in the Dark Ages imported these huge hunting dogs to hunt Lions they imported from Africa. 

²Ŝ ƭƻƻƪŜŘ ŀƭƭ ƻǾŜǊ ŦƻǊ ǘƘŀǘ ǇƭŀŎŜΧŀƴŘ Ŧƛƴŀƭƭȅ ŦƻǳƴŘ ƛǘΣ ŀƴŘ ŀǎ Dŀƛƭ ǎǳǎǇŜŎǘŜŘΣ ǘƘŜ ǎǘƻǊȅ ƘŀŘ ƎǊƻǿƴ ƛƴ ǘƘŜ ǘŜƭƭƛƴƎΦ 

When we went in, I explained to the greeter that I was looking for the eating place where they had the head of 
ǘƘŜ ŀƴŎƛŜƴǘ ŘƻƎ ǘƘŀǘ ǘƘŜ DŜǊƳŀƴ ǇǊƛƴŎŜǎ ǳǎŜŘ ǘƻ Ƙǳƴǘ [ƛƻƴǎΦ  IŜ ƭƻƻƪŜŘ ŀǘ ƳŜ ŀƴŘ ǎŀƛŘΣ ȅƻǳ ƳŜŀƴ ǘƘŀǘ ƻƴŜΧŀƴŘ 
pointed over my head. 

{ǳǊŜ ŜƴƻǳƎƘΧǘƘŜǊŜ ƛǘ ǿŀǎΗ  !ǘ ƭƻƴƎ ƭŀǎǘ L ŎƻǳƭŘ ƎŜǘ ƛǘ ǾŜǊƛŦƛŜŘΦ  !ƴŘ ǘƘŜ ŘƻƎΩǎ ƘŜŀŘ ǿŀǎ ǘƘŜǊŜΧŀōƻǳǘ ǘƘŜ ǎƛȊŜ ƻŦ ŀ 
ƭŀǊƎŜ aŀǎǘƛŦŦ ǇŜǊƘŀǇǎΗ [h[Η  hƘ ǿŜƭƭΧƛǘ ǿŀǎ ǎǘƛƭƭ ŀ ƎƻƻŘ-ǎƛȊŜŘ ŘƻƎΧōǳǘ ƛǘ ŎŜǊǘŀƛƴƭȅ ǿŀǎ ƴƻǘ ǘƘŜ ǎƛȊŜ ƻŦ ŀ ƎǊƛȊȊƭȅ 
bear, or any other bear for that matter. 

A few days later we flew home. 

Speaking of which, I have to take the opportunity, though they are both gone now and back home with Heavenly 
Father, to thank my parents for watching our kids those three weeks. 

Four kids at the time, all from eleven years down to four.  I know now that for folks their age how much work 
ǘƘŀǘ ǿŀǎΧŀƴŘ L ƭƻǾŜ ǘƘŜƳ ŀƭƭ ǘƘŜ ƳƻǊŜ ŦƻǊ ŘƻƛƴƎ ǎƻΣ ŀƴŘ ŘƻƛƴƎ ǎƻ ƎƭŀŘƭȅ ǘƻ ŀƭƭƻǿ Dŀƛƭ ŀƴŘ ƳŜ ǘƻ ƘŀǾŜ ǘƘŀǘ ǘǊƛǇΦ 

When I got back from Germany, Valid Logic decided they wanted me to do heavy consulting with their major 

companies (which goes back to fulfilling my Patriarchal Blessing).  One of these was Sundstrand Corporation in 

Rockford, Illinois.  They were a defense contractor who made major electronic components and sensors for the 

ƳƛƭƛǘŀǊȅΧŀƴŘ ǘƘŜȅ ƘŀŘ ǇǳǊŎƘŀǎŜŘ ±ŀƭƛŘ [ƻƎƛŎΩǎ ǎȅǎǘŜƳ ǘƻ Řƻ ǘƘŜ ŜƭŜŎǘǊƛŎŀƭ ŜƴƎƛƴŜŜǊƛƴƎ ǿƻǊƪΦ  L ǎǇŜƴǘ bƻǾŜƳōŜǊ 

and December of 1988 helping them get their system up to speed.  They had me living in a small apartment 

across from the factory, and I would get a 3-day weekend every two week to go home with the family. 

The last two weeks of December 1988, I arranged for some members of the Church in Rockford to watch him 

and got Gail to Okay me taking Jeff Jr. up to Rockford for those two weeks to spend some time with Dad. We 

had a GREAT time.  By that time, he was approaching four years old and on weekend we would have a grand 

time.   



 
 

One weekend we drove up to the upper parts of Wisconsin to see Lake Michigan.  It was beautiful. 

Just before Christmas I finished the Sundstrand job and came home for Christmas.  On a sad note, somehow the 
airline lost two of my bags that had all of the Christmas presents I had bought for the kids and Gail!  We quickly 
ōƻǳƎƘǘ ǊŜǇƭŀŎŜƳŜƴǘ ǇǊŜǎŜƴǘǎΣ ōǳǘ ƴŜǾŜǊ Ǝƻǘ ōŀŎƪ ǿƘŀǘ ƘŀŘ ōŜŜƴ ƭƻǎǘΧƻǊ ǎǘƻƭŜƴΦ  ²Ŝ ƴŜǾŜǊ ƪƴŜǿ ǿƘƛŎƘΧōǳǘ 
enjoyed a happy Christmas just the same. 

Then, that spring of 1989 in Texas, about the end of March, we had a HUGE snow storm.  One of the old weather 
forecasters who I used to watch, Harold Taft, had said that night that a cold front was coming and that if 
conditions worked out just right with a low-pressure system over Mexico, it could pull down a lot colder air than 
others expected and to watch for possible snow. 

¢ƘŜ ƻǘƘŜǊΩǎ ǎŎƻŦŦŜŘ ŀǘ ƛǘ ŀƴŘ ǎŀƛŘ ǘƘŀǘ ŜǾŜƴ ǘƘƻǳƎƘ ƛǘ ǿŀǎ ƎƻƛƴƎ ǘƻ Ŏƻƻƭ ƻŦŦ ƛƴǘƻ ǘƘŜ fifties and maybe forties 
(which is cool for that time of the year in that part of Texas), that there would be no snow. 

Late that night I heard thunder and then what sounded like small hail hitting our window.   

I went out on our front porch and it was sleeting.  I told Gail it looked like Harold Taft might be right. 

The next morning, we had a foot of snow and it was well below freezing and it stayed that way for five days. 

We were literally snowed in. 

²Ŝ ƘŀǾŜ ƭƛǾŜŘ ƛƴ aƻƴǘŀƴŀΣ ¦ǘŀƘΣ ŀƴŘ LŘŀƘƻΧōǳǘ ǘƘŜ ƻƴƭȅ place we were ever actually snowed in was up near 
Sanger, Texas. 

I got a local rancher whom I used to haul hay for to let me use his tractor and I pulled my pickup to the paved 
road where they had been trying to use a road grader for a snow plow.  They just do not have that type of 
ŜǉǳƛǇƳŜƴǘ ƛƴ ǘƘŀǘ ǇŀǊǘ ƻŦ ¢ŜȄŀǎΦ  !ƴȅƘƻǿΣ ǘƻ ƳŀƪŜ ŀ ƭƻƴƎ ǎǘƻǊȅ ǎƘƻǊǘΧL ǿƻǳƭŘ ŎŀǊŜŦǳƭƭȅ ŘǊƛǾŜ ƛƴǘƻ ǿƻǊƪ ŜŀŎƘ Řŀȅ 
after the second day, and then bring home whatever groceries Gail said we needed. 

I would them park at the paved road and hike the ¼ mile to our house. 

One afternoon I decided to cut across the field to shorten the time.  Gail and the kids were watching me as I 
ŎŀƳŜ Řƻǿƴ ǘƘŜ Ƙƛƭƭ ǿƛǘƘ ǘƘƻǎŜ ƎǊƻŎŜǊƛŜǎΧŀƴŘ ǎǘŜǇǇŜŘ ƛƴ ŀ ŦŜƴŎŜ Ǉƻǎǘ ƘƻƭŜ Ŧǳƭƭ ƻŦ ŦǊŜŜȊƛƴƎ ǿŀǘŜǊ ŀƴŘ ŘǊƻǇǇŜŘ 
theƳ ŀƭƭΦ  ²ƘŜƴ ǘƘŜȅ ǎŀǿ L ǿŀǎ ƴƻǘ ƘǳǊǘΧǘƘŜȅ ōǳǎǘŜŘ ƻǳǘ ƭŀǳƎƘƛƴƎ ōŜŎŀǳǎŜ ƛǘ ƭƻƻƪŜŘ ǎƻ ŦǳƴƴȅΗ 

Later in the spring of 1989 we found out some more exciting news. 

For three years, I had had a strong feeling that there was another child in Heaven, waiting to come down to our 
family. Gail had had a rough delivery with Jeff.  The hardest she ever experienced and she was not excited about 
ǘƘŜ ǇǊƻǎǇŜŎǘ ƻŦ ŀƴƻǘƘŜǊ ƭƛƪŜ ǘƘŀǘΧŜǎǇŜŎƛŀƭƭȅ ǎƛƴŎŜ ǎƘŜ ǿŀǎ ƴƻǿ ǿŜƭƭ ƻǾŜǊ ол ȅŜŀǊǎ ƻƭŘΦ 

Ultimately though, she prayed and came to the same conclusion.   

So, that spring of 1989, we found out that she was pregnant and number five was on the way.   

I was convinced he would be another boy and we had the name, Benjamin Jared Head picked out.  Benjamin for 
King Benjamin in the Book of Mormon, and Jared for the Jared in the book of Ether. 

Finally, on August 20, 1989, Benjamin Jared Head, our fifth child and our second son was born in the Denton 
County Hospital. 

He came out just fine, and promised to be a great joy to all of the family. 



 
 

Then, as I was continuing to work at Valid, sometime in September 1989, Gail got a call at the house.  It was a 
head hunter (a person who other companies use to locate individuals to fill certain positions for them).  Gail told 
me about it and said she knew from the moment they started talking that we would be moving again. 

It turned out that another individual, Ed Shafer, I had met at Intergraph and hit it off with, who had been the 
Regional Director of another Region there, was now the Executive Vice President over Sales and Support at 
Structural Dynamics Research Corporation.  They were a well know Engineering consulting company who had 
also developed a Solids Modeling CAE/CAM program. 

Ed had specifically asked to find me by name and get the offer to me.   He knew Dave Eggelston and had seen 
what I did at Intergraph and then at GE Calma.  They had also talked to Max Raisor at BYU. 

It was a HUGE opportunity. Like the ultimate job for what I had been doing. 

And I knew Ed Shafer well enough to trust him completely. 

They were offering over $100,000 in salary and another $25-40,000each year in bonuses if I hit the targets. 

 



 
 

 

18. Four Years at SDRC in Cincinnati Ohio, ultimate CAD/CAM job, 1989-1993 

In January 1990, Gail and I took the trip to do my final interview and look for housing.  Amazingly we found the 
perfect house in a suburb of Cincinnati called Anderson Township.  It was about eight miles from work.  We 
made an offer on the place while we were there and it was accepted 

 

Our Home in Anderson Township, Ohio 

My interview went great, as I say, I knew, liked, and trusted the man who was hiring me. 

They wanted me to come in and revamp their entire support to keep up with their growth. 

I Went to work doing that and thus began a four-year experience that was the ultimate for me as far as my 
CAD/CAD/CAM career was concerned. 

I took their existing organization and created several new departments.  We had four regional departments 
spread across the United States, each with from 10-15 engineers, a Regional Technical director and 
administrative staff.  We had a call center for incoming support calls. There were about 12 individuals in that 
department.  This was backed up by a technology center of senior engineers who took on the more difficult 
support calls, but also worked with major customers, and with development to improve the product. 

We had a training department made up of 15-20 engineers who conducted training at our facilities and on site. 

I had a Warrant Services administration group made up of 10 people who ensured that our warranties were 
honored and that customer knew how to purchase and use the service. 

Finally, I had four very high end technical people, who made extremely good money who worked with our most 
important customers and could be purchased for anywhere from 25% of their time up to their full time to help 
them implement the product on major projects or into their engineering departments.  We charged $250,000 
per year for these guys full time and they allowed those customers, whenever necessary to bypass our normal 
support and work directly with me or the directors of software development and our Sr. management.   

Companies like Lockheed Martin, Electric Boat Shipbuilding, Ford, and others took advantage of this service. 

I reduced my own admin staff down to one person.  There was a middle-aged lady in her fifties named Millie 
Apgar who was able to take on all of it and did a fantastic job.  She and her husband became friends and she 
tried her utmost to keep unwarranted and other trivial matters from taking up my time. 



 
 

Altogether, I managed a staff of about 150-175 people and we generated maybe $30 million of revenue 
ourselves, but more importantly, we supported a sales stream of about $250 million dollars a year and growing. 

I hired my friend Jeff Barrus to come and manage the Technology Center and he did a GREAT job and it was good 
to have another friend there to work with. 

I got management also to allow me, whenever necessary, to take on the lead job of managing really major 
projects myself. Ove this time some of the major projects I worked on closely were 

1) The NSSN Project which was being accomplished by General Electric Shipbuilding and later became the 
USS Virginia class nuclear attack submarine project.  They used our product a lot to model and test those 
submarines. 

2) The investigation into and recommendations on the Challenger shuttle disaster at Thiokol.  We had a 
group go out there to work with them and I managed the effort.  I was awarded a Vice President award 
ŦƻǊ ǘƘŀǘΧōǳǘ ǿŀǎ ƘŀǇǇȅ Ƨǳǎǘ ǘƻ ōŜ ŀōƭŜ ǘo be a part of helping our nation at the time.  Thiokol could 
ƛƳǇǊƻǾŜ ǎƻƳŜ ǘƘƛƴƎǎ ŀƴŘ ǿŜ ƘŜƭǇŜŘ ǘƘŜƳ Řƻ ǎƻΧōǳǘ ƛƴ ǘǊǳǘƘΣ ǘƘŜȅ ƪƴŜǿ ǿƘŀǘ ǘƘŜ ǇǊƻōƭŜƳǎ ǿŜǊŜ ŀƴŘ 
the real issue was an unwillingness of their upper management to listen to their engineers and cancel a 
flight when they were being told that there was danger. 

3) The THAADs (Theater High Altitude Air Defense System) which was being developed with some of the 
ά{ǘŀǊ ²ŀǊǎέ ¢ŜŎƘƴƻƭƻƎȅ ǘƘŀǘ tǊŜǎƛŘŜƴǘ wŜƎŀƴ ƘŀŘ ŜƴŎƻǳǊŀƎŜŘΦ  Lǘ ǿŀǎ ǎǳŎŎŜǎǎŦǳƭ ŀƴŘ ǊŜŀŘȅ ǘƻ 
implement before I left SDRC, but incoming President Bill Clinton canceled the program.  Luckily, in 
2001, President Bush reinstated it and it has now been deployed for US forces and our allies. 
 

I took a lot of pleasure and satisfaction in doing those jobs. But, as a family, we also did a lot of traveling while at 
SDRC. The kids were growing up and getting further into school.  Katie was 11 when we moved there, Rachel 
was 10, Beckie was 7, Jeff was 5, and Jared was still a baby. 

One very serious thing while we ǿŜǊŜ ƛƴ /ƛƴŎƛƴƴŀǘƛ ǿŀǎ ǘƘŀǘ ǿŜ ŘƛǎŎƻǾŜǊŜŘ ǘƘŀǘ DŀƛƭΩǎ ƛǎǎǳŜǎ ǿƛǘƘ ƘŜǊ ǘƘȅǊƻƛŘ 
had returned.  I had not mentioned it before.  It was something she had when younger before ever meeting me.  
But it began bothering her and so we went to the Doctor there about it.  They discovered some growths and 
decided they needed to operate.  It was very troubling.  She was young and you just do not think about it until it 
happens to you.  So, in 1991, she had the surgery, and after a lot of prayers, priesthood blessings for her, and 
faith in the Lord, the operation went fine, but a major part of her thyroid was removed and she would have to 
ōŜ ƻƴ ƳŜŘƛŎŀǘƛƻƴ ŦƻǊ ǘƘŜ ǊŜǎǘ ƻŦ ƘŜǊ ƭƛŦŜΦ  ²Ŝ ŘƛǎŎƻǾŜǊŜŘ ǘƘŀǘ ǘƘŜ ǘƘȅǊƻƛŘ ƛǎ ƪƛƴŘ ƻŦ ŀ ōƭŀŎƪ ōƻȄΧǇŀǊǘƛŎǳƭŀǊƭȅ ŦƻǊ 
women.  They worked with Gail and got her meds to where she was okay, but it was something she would be 
working with for the rest of her life.  We were just thankful she was all right and that they were able to address 
her problem there at the time. The Lord answered our prayers and the blessings she received helped. 

Also, while in Cincinnati, we took trips to Alabama, around Lake Superior, to Canada, Minnesota, Texas several 
times, Missouri when my parents got a time share at Branson, and also into Kentucky and West Virginia.  We 
ŀƭǎƻ ǘƻƻƪ ǘƘŜ ƪƛŘǎ ƴǳƳŜǊƻǳǎ ǘƛƳŜǎ ǘƻ YƛƴƎǎ LǎƭŀƴŘΣ ǿƘƛŎƘ ǿŀǎ /ƛƴŎƛƴƴŀǘƛΩǎ ǾŜǊǎƛƻƴ ƻŦ {ƛȄ CƭŀƎǎ ƻǾŜǊ ¢ŜȄŀǎΦ 

It was a lot of fun and gave us memories as a family we will always remember. 

Here are some pictures from some of those trips. 



 
 

 

Kate, Jared and myself at a slide 

 

Pukaskwa Provincial Park above Lake Superior where we camped on the way to Minnesota 

 

Jeff Jr., Jared, and myself at Lookout Mountain in Tennessee 

 

 



 
 

 

Gail and the kids on Lookout Mountain in Tennessee 

 

Jeff and Jared next to a Lake where we camped in Alabama. 

 

IŜǊŜ L ŀƳ ƛƴ ²Ŝǎǘ ±ƛǊƎƛƴƛŀ ƴŜŀǊ ǿƛǘƘ Ƴȅ ά{5w/έ {ǿŜŀǘǎƘƛǊǘ ƻƴ 

A word up out trip to West Virginia.  While in Cincinnati, Gail started her own business as a beauty consultant for 
ŀ ŎƻƳǇŀƴȅ ŎŀƭƭŜŘΣ ά.Ŝŀǳǘȅ ŎƻƴǘǊƻƭΦέ  {ƘŜ ǿŀǎ ǾŜǊȅ good at it and enjoyed it.  Now and then (about once a year 
while she did it), she would go to a conference.  One time, when she went to Dallas for several days, I took all 



 
 

the kids on a road trip.  We went into West Virginia and followed the New River there.  We did it because I had 
read the story of Mary Ingles who had been taken by the Shawnee Indians from her settlement in Virginia in the 
1750s.  All the men, including her husband were killed.  She escaped once in the Ohio area and followed the 
river thŜȅ ōǊƻǳƎƘǘ ƘŜǊ ŀƭƭ ǘƘŜ ǿŀȅ ōŀŎƪ ǘƻ ±ƛǊƎƛƴƛŀΦ  ¢ƘŜ ōƻƻƪ ƛǎ ŎŀƭƭŜŘΣ άCƻƭƭƻǿ ǘƘŜ wƛǾŜǊΣέ ōȅ WŀƳŜǎ !ƭŜȄŀƴŘŜǊ 
Thom and is a very good book about a true story of unbelievable hardship, privation, and heroism by this young 
girl. Anyhow, I told the story as we drove along the river and recounted my feelings to the kids. 

!ƭǎƻΣ ǿŜ Ǝƻǘ ƻǳǊ ŦƛǊǎǘ ǊŜŀƭ ŦŀƳƛƭȅ ŘƻƎ ƛƴ hƘƛƻΧǘƘƻǳƎƘ ǿŜ ƘŀŘ ƘŀŘ ŀ ŎƻǳǇƭŜ ŦƻǊ ǎƘƻǊǘ ǇŜǊƛƻŘǎ ōŜŦƻǊŜΦ  .ǳǘ aƛǎǎȅ 
ǿŀǎ άƻǳǊέ ŘƻƎ ŀƴŘ ǎƘŜ ǿƻǳƭŘ ōŜ ǿƛǘƘ ǳǎ ŦƻǊ ǎƛȄǘŜŜƴ ȅŜŀǊǎΦ  {ƘŜ ǿŀǎ ŀ /ǳǊƭȅ IŀƛǊŜŘ .ƭŀŎƪ Labrador, and about as 
good natured a dog, and good family dog as you could ever want. He she is one winter morning in our backyard 
at our home in Anderson Township. 

 

Missy in the back yard at our Home in Anderson Township, Ohio 

We really enjoyed our lifŜ ƛƴ hƘƛƻΦ  ¢ƘŜ ƪƛŘǎΣ ŦƻǊ ŀ ƭƻƴƎ ǘƛƳŜΣ ŎŀƭƭŜŘ ƛǘ άǘƘŜ ƎƻƻŘ ƻƭŘ ŘŀȅǎΦέ  ²Ŝ ǿŜǊŜ ƳŀƪƛƴƎ 
unbelievable money for the time period and our age.  We had a beautiful home in a great neighborhood.  We 
were providing well for our family.  We enjoyed our church callings. 

One story about that. 

L ǿŀǎ ƛƴ ǘƘŜ ¸ƻǳƴƎ aŜƴΩǎ ƻǊƎŀƴƛȊŀǘƛƻƴ ǿƻǊƪƛƴƎ ŦƛǊǎǘ ǿƛǘƘ ǘƘŜ .ƻȅ {Ŏƻǳǘǎ ŀƴŘ ǘƘŜƴ ǿƛǘƘ ǘƘŜ tǊƛŜǎǘ ŀƎŜ ōƻȅǎΣ ŀƎŜǎ 
16-18. 

L ŎŀƳŜ ǳǇ ǿƛǘƘ ǘƘŜ ƛŘŜŀ ƻŦ ǳǎƛƴƎ ƻǳǊ {ǘŀƪŜΩǎ /ŀƳǇƎǊƻǳƴŘ ƛƴ ƳƛŘ-Ohio near the Ohio River, as a retreat for a 
weekend each year for the young men.  The idea was to go in the fall when the leaves were off the trees and 
ōŜŦƻǊŜ ƛǘ Ǝƻǘ ǊŜŀƭ ŎƻƭŘ ƛƴ ǘƘŜ ǿƛƴǘŜǊΦ  ²Ŝ ŘŜŎƛŘŜŘ ǘƻ Ǝƻ ǘƘŜǊŜ ŀƴŘ ƘŀǾŜ ŀ ƘǳƎŜ ƎŀƳŜ ƻŦ ŎŀǇǘǳǊŜ ǘƘŜ ŦƭŀƎΧōǳǘ 
using pain ball guns.  At first, we thought it would be too expensive and not many people would come.  But after 
the first year we could hardly hold all the boys and their fathers who came. 

By the third year we had upwards of 30 young men and almost as many fathers.  We even had guests coming to 
visit families to go with them. 

¢ƘŜ ƭŀǎǘ ȅŜŀǊ ǿŜ ŘƛŘ ƛǘΣ ƛƴ ŀōƻǳǘ мффоΣ ƻƴŜ ƻŦ ƻǳǊ ƴŜǇƘŜǿǎΣ DŀƛƭΩǎ ǎƛǎǘŜǊΣ {ŀƴŘȅΩǎ ǎƻƴΣ {ƪŜŀǘ ŎŀƳŜ ŀƭƻƴƎΦ  ²Ŝ 
would always have testimony meetings and short lessons in the evenings for the three nights we were there. 

We playeŘ ǘƘŜ ōƛƎ ά/ŀǇǘǳǊŜ ǘƘŜ CƭŀƎΣέ ƎŀƳŜΣ ǘƘŜ ǎŜŎƻƴŘ ƻƴŜ όǿŜ ŀƭǿŀȅǎ ƘŀŘ ǘǿƻύ ǘƘŜ ƭŀǎǘ Řŀȅ ǇƛǘǘƛƴƎ ǘƘŜ ƳŜƴ 
against the boys.  They had us outnumbered almost two to one, but we thought we would take them easy. 

Myself and my friend Jeff Barrus (who brought his boys along), we with two other men who were our attack 



 
 

group.  Myself and Jeff found their flag and flanked them on the let while the other two men attacked directly in 
the front against the eight boys guarding the flag. 

It worked like a charm.  All eight of tƘƻǎŜ ōƻȅǎ ǿŜƴǘ ŀŦǘŜǊ ǘƘŜ ƻǘƘŜǊ ǘǿƻ ƳŜƴΧŀƴŘ ǳƭǘƛƳŀǘŜƭȅ Ǝƻǘ ǘƘŜƳ ōƻǘƘΣ 
while Jeff and I snuck up.  When we got to the flag, I was reaching to take it down and return to our camp and 
win.  I heard a small rustling noise and looked down only to see a paint gun barrel protrude from the leaves 
ǳƴŘŜǊ ǘƘŜ ŦƭŀƎΧŀƴŘ ǘƘŜƴ ǎƘƻƻǘ ƳŜΦ  hƴŜ ƻŦ ǘƘŜ мс-year-old boys had completely covered himself with leaves 
and stayed behind with the flag.  He got me.  Jeff may have been able to get him, except six of the other boys 
came back from getting our other two men and got him! 

About five minutes later the fifteen boys who had gone after our flag returned.  They were short six boys whom 
our men had gotten, but the other nine got them and our flag! The boys won! 

Anyhow, it was a lot of fun for men and boys alike. 

The testimony meetings were GREAT!  Hearts were touched, and in an environment that the boys and their 
5ŀŘΩǎ ƭƻǾŜŘΦ  ¸ŜŀǊǎ ƭŀǘŜǊΣ {ƪŜŀǘ ǘƻƭŘ ƳŜ ǘƘŀǘ ƻƴ ǘƘŀǘ ǘǊƛǇ ǿŀǎ ǿƘŜƴ ƘŜ ŘŜŎƛŘŜŘ ǘƻ Ǝƻ ƻƴ ŀ Ƴƛǎǎƛƻƴ ŦƻǊ ǘƘŜ /ƘǳǊŎƘΦ 

Another short story. 

Sometimes in the early evening I would go out in my pickup and talk to the truck drivers on the CB Radio.  I 
always had a good CB Radio and even a small short-wave radio in my truck during those years.  I would get on 
and talk to trucker and knew how to speak the CB lingo from my own truck driving days.  Anyhow, I would try 
and get them engaged on the subject of religion a little bit.  As you can imagine I took my share of ribbing and 
ŘƻǿƴǊƛƎƘǘ ǳƎƭƛƴŜǎǎ ŦǊƻƳ ǎƻƳŜΧōǳǘ ǘƘŜǊŜ ǿŜǊŜ ǎƻƳŜ ǿƘƻ ǿƻǳƭŘ ǘalk to me while in range. 

Sometimes I had one or more of the kids with me. 

One night I was talking to a guy whom I had talked to several times.  Others, unbeknownst to me at the time 
ǿƻǳƭŘ ƭƛǎǘŜƴ ƛƴ ŀƴŘ ǘƘŀǘ ǎǘŀǊǘŜŘ ŎŀƭƭƛƴƎ ƳŜ άǘƘŜ ǇǊŜŀŎƘŜǊΦέ  !ƴȅƘƻǿΣ L ǿŀs talking one night to this fellow about 
the horrible sin of abortion, and how God in Heaven would not forever allow such a horrible thing to go on. 

He asked me what I though God would do about it and I told him about what the Bible says about the days 
before the 2nd coming.  I told him in the end that there would be a horrible storm of hardship which would 
cleanse the world of sin before the coming of the Lord, and that according to some, it would last seven years.  I 
ǘƘŜƴ ǎŀƛŘΣ ά¢ƘŜǊŜΩǎ ƎƻƛƴƎ ǘƻ ōŜ ŀ ǎǘƻǊƳΣ ŀƴŘ ƛǘ ƛǎ ƎƻƛƴƎ ǘƻ ōƭƻǿ ƘŀǊŘ ŦƻǊ ǎŜǾŜƴ ȅŜŀǊǎΦέ 

At that point, several truck drivers said they believed it, and that the believed in God. 

hƴŜ Ƴŀƴ ǎŀƛŘΣ ά¢Ƙƛǎ Ǝǳȅ ƛǎ ǎǇƻƻƪƛƴƎ ƳŜ WŀŎƪΣ ǘƘƛǎ ǇǊŜŀŎƘŜǊ ƛǎ ǎǇƻƻƪƛƴƎ ƳŜΦέ 

I cannot remember whether it was Jeff or Katie or who was with me, but we always remembered that reaction. 

Another thing I need to mention is Karate.  While I had been in High School I took Karate (Tai-Kwan-Do) and got 
to my green belt.  I had always wanted to do it again. 

So, I signed myself and the four oldest kids up for the ATA (American Tai-Kwan-Do Association) and we took our 
classes at a GREAT club in northern Kentucky.  We went every week.  Over a two-year period all of us progressed 
and we all did well. 

Jeff Jr. and I were testing for our Brown Belt when we finally left Cincinnati, all of the girls had, or were testing 
for, their green belts. 

The people who ran the school were great folks.  The master has his eighth or ninth degree black belt, and their 
whole family had been into it for many years. 



 
 

I felt it helped the kids a lot.  There was discipline, good health, good character, and a work achievement all 
things young kids need to learn about. 

Another thing that occurred during our time there was that my brother Greg, had moved to Alaska and was 
working there as an engineer.  He had served a mission in Virginia and Maryland, and then finished his 
engineering degree at BYU.  He and I had roomed together when Gail and I were married. 

Anyhow, he moved up there and I flew up once on business to visit him.  It was fun and we snowmobiled to 
EKlutnah Reservoir and spent the night at a cabin there and were able to hear the wolves, and also the 
ά9ƭƪǳǘƴŀƘ 9ŎƘƻΣέ ǿƘƛŎƘ ǿŀǎ ŀǎ ŎƭŜŀǊ ŀƴ ŜŎƘƻΣ ǿƛǘƘ ŀōƻǳǘ ŀ ǘǿƻ ǘƻ ǘƘǊŜŜ ǎŜŎƻƴŘ ŘƛŦŦŜǊŜƴǘƛŀƭ ŀǎ L ƘŀŘ ŜǾŜǊ heard. 

Sadly, the next time I went up there was to visit Greg in prison. 

He had gotten crosswise with the law, in with the wrong people, and was caught and convicted and was serving 
a ten-year sentence and I went up and visited him.  My Dad, I, and Lee were all able to visit him so that he knew 
ǿŜ ƭƻǾŜŘ ƘƛƳ ŀƴŘ ǿƻǳƭŘ ƴƻǘ ŦƻǊƎŜǘ ƘƛƳΧŀƴŘ ŀƭǎƻ ŜƴŎƻǳǊŀƎŜŘ ƘƛƳ ǘƻ ǊŜǇŜƴǘΣ ƎŜǘ ƻǳǘΣ ŀƴŘ ǊŜǘǳǊƴ ǘƻ ǘƘŜ [ƻǊŘΦ 

¦ƭǘƛƳŀǘŜƭȅ ƘŜ ǿƻǳƭŘΧōǳǘ ƛǘ ǿƻǳƭŘ ōŜ Ƴŀƴȅ ȅŜŀǊǎΦ 

Also, ultimately, things at SDRC and in Cincinnati came to an end. 

Ed Shafer called me into his office one afternoon and told me he was leaving the company.  I was really sad to 
hear this because he was not only a great boss, he was a good friend.  He was someone who knew what I could 
do and allowed me to do it, and we had great success. We liked and trusted one another. 

He told me that the company was hiring a new sales executive and that he, Ed, knew this man and that it would 
not be too long before he would bring his own technical manager in.  I asked why he would do so, and whether 
upper management would let him seeing how successful we had been. 

He told me that it would not happen immediately because of those very reasons, but that he knew this guy and 
that he would take a year to build a case against me, and document things he would say he did not like and that 
ultimately, he would do it. 

{ƻΣ 9Ř ƭŜŦǘ ƛƴ мффнΧŀƴŘ ǘƘƛƴƎǎ ƘŀǇǇŜƴŜŘ Ƨǳǎǘ ŀǎ ƘŜ ǎŀƛŘΦ 

About five months later a new Sr. technical guy was hired who did not report to me.  He was reporting directly 
to the new Sales Executive as a consultant.  I found that he knew the new sales executive and had always 
ŦƻƭƭƻǿŜŘ ƘƛƳ ǿƘŜǊŜ ƘŜ ǿŜƴǘΦ  L ǘƘƻǳƎƘǘΣ άLƴ ǊŜŀƭƛǘȅΣ L ƘŀŘ ōŜŜƴ ǎƛƳƛƭŀǊΦέ 

L ƪƴŜǿ 9ŘΦ  L ŘƛŘ ƴƻǘ ƭƻƻƪ ǘƻ ƎŜǘ ŀ Ƨƻō ŦƻǊ ƘƛƳ ŀƴŘ ƘŀŘ ƴŜǾŜǊ ǿƻǊƪŜŘ άŦƻǊέ ƘƛƳ ōŜŦƻǊŜΦ  But he wanted me and he 
Ǝƻǘ ƳŜΧŀƴŘ ƴƻǿ ǘƘƛǎ Ǝǳȅ ǿŀƴǘŜŘ άƘƛǎέ ǇŜǊǎƻƴ ŀƴŘ ƘŜ ǿŀǎ ƎƻƛƴƎ ǘƻ ƎŜǘ ƘƛƳΦ 

I talked to Gail about this. 

At home, we had some issues as our kids were growing up.  Katie was very mature physically for her age (12-13 
at the time) and there was a 17-year-ƻƭŘ ōƻȅ ƛƴ ǘƘŜ ƴŜƛƎƘōƻǊƘƻƻŘ ǿƘƻ ŎƭŜŀǊƭȅ ƭƛƪŜŘ ƘŜǊΧŀƴŘ ƴƻǘ Ƨǳǎǘ ŦƻǊ ƘŜǊ 
character and future.  I had already talked to his father and he had talked to his son...but it was not helping. 

So Gail and I decided to move. 

We had saved a lot of money and wondered whether it would not be time to realize that dream we had of 
owning our own business. 

We started by taking a look at where it was we wanted to live.  I wanted Montana.  I had a dream of living in an 
ŀǊŜŀ ǿƘŜǊŜ ǘƘŜǊŜ ǿŀǎ ŀ ǎƳŀƭƭ ǘƻǿƴΧŀƎǊƛculturally based, any larger city was within an hour or two. 



 
 

We had no idea what kind of business we wanted.  Something we could work at together. 

We considered a gas station or convenience store and even found a couple in Utah, well outside of Salt Lake, 
which were available.  One in particular was out near Roosevelt Lake.  But in the end, since we desired to not sell 
tobacco or alcohol, we rejected that idea because everything we could see told us that those place made most 
of their money off of such products and were likely to fail without them. 

Finally, we took a three-week trip to Montana in spring of 1993. 

We had purchased ¾ ton pick-ǳǇ ōȅ ǘƘŀǘ Ǉƻƛƴǘ ǘƻ Ǉǳƭƭ ƻǳǊ нфΩ ²ƛƭŘŜǊƴŜǎǎ ǘǊŀƛƭŜǊ ōŜƘƛƴŘ ƛǘΦ 

 

Our ¾ ton Chevy Pickup 

 

Our Wilderness Trailer 

Despite being nicely set up, we had some difficulties however. 

²Ŝ ǇƭŀƴƴŜŘ ǘƘŜ ǘǊƛǇ ǘƻ ŎƻƛƴŎƛŘŜ ǿƛǘƘ Ƴȅ ȅƻǳƴƎŜǊ ōǊƻǘƘŜǊΣ tŀǳƭΩǎΣ ǎŜŎƻƴŘ ƳŀǊǊƛŀƎŜ ǘƻ !ŘƻƭƛǎΣ Ƙƛǎ ƴŜǿ 
sweetheart.  So we swung down to Texas.  They had a wonderful wedding, and we then headed northwest.  But 
ǿŜ ŘƛŘƴΩǘ ƎŜǘ ŦŀǊΦ 

In Wichita Falls, our truck (and it was brand new) broke down and we had to replace the transmission.  It was 



 
 

HOT, and we ended up staying at a lace near the dealership that was like a City Park and we were allowed to 
stay in the parking lot. 

Then, once we got up into Montana, we started having problems again.  We wanted to start our search over in 
the Missoula area, but about 100 miles before Butte (which was still over two hundred miles from Missoula) the 
transmission started acting up.  We nursed our way all the way to Missoula and the dealer there said again, that 
we had to replace the transmission.  I knew something else was wrong and indicated it to the dealership. 

This was a brand new, ¾ ton, heavy duty pickup.  But the dealer told us that since they had already replaced it 
once in Texas, they would not honor the warranty. 

L ǿŀǎ ƭƛǾƛŘ ŀƴŘ ǿŜ ƘŀŘ ǎƻƳŜ ǇǊŜǘǘȅ ǎǘǊƻƴƎ ǿƻǊŘǎΧōǳǘ ǘƘŜȅ ǿƻǳƭŘ ƴƻǘ ƘƻƴƻǊ ǘƘŜ ǿŀǊǊŀƴǘ ƻƴ ŀ ōǊŀƴŘ ƴŜǿ ǘǊǳŎƪΦ 

{ƻ L ƘŀŘ ǘƻ Ǉŀȅ ŦƻǊ ƛǘ ŘƛǊŜŎǘƭȅΧǿƘƛŎƘ ǿŜ ŘƛŘΦ  L ǿas not happy about it, but after that things went well.   

We went and stayed several days at a campground east of Missoula we had seen.  We had a great time and the 
kids loved it.  We went horseback riding and hiking while there. 

Rachel saw some deer and she crept up amazingly close.  If they had been Elk or Moose I would not have let her 
ōŜŎŀǳǎŜ ǘƘŜȅ ŎƻǳƭŘ ōŜ ŘŀƴƎŜǊƻǳǎΣ ōǳǘ ǘƘŜǎŜ ǿŜǊŜ ǎƳŀƭƭŜǊ ǿƘƛǘŜ ǘŀƛƭ ŘŜŜǊΦ  !ƴȅƘƻǿΧǿŜ ǿŜǊŜ ƳŀƪƛƴƎ ƎǊŜŀǘ 
memories as a family. 

At one mining town, Katie climbed up on a slope that was a little too steep and got stuck and was afraid to come 
ŘƻǿƴΧL ǿŜƴǘ ŀƴŘ ƘŜƭǇŜŘ ƘŜǊΦ 

We then looked all around the Missoula area, particularly south of Missoula about fifty to seventy-five miles.  
¢ƘŜ ŎƻǳƴǘǊȅ ǿŀǎ ōŜŀǳǘƛŦǳƭΧōǳǘ ǿŜ ŎƻǳƭŘ ƴƻǘ ŦƛƴŘ ŀ business we could feel good about. 

We then drive further south to Hamilton and found the same.  GREAT country, but not a business we were 
interested in. 

Finally, we went over Chief Joseph pass into the Big Hole River area and ended up in Dillon, Montana.  Another 
Dw9!¢ Ŏƻǿ ǘƻǿƴΦ  ¢Ƙƛǎ ƻƴŜ ƘŀŘ ǘƘŜ ŎƭƻǎŜǎǘ aŀƭƭ ƛƴ ŜƛǘƘŜǊ .ƻȊŜƳŀƴΣ ƻǊ ƛƴ LŘŀƘƻ Cŀƭƭǎ όǿƘŜǊŜ DŀƛƭΩǎ ǇŀǊŜƴǘǎ ƭƛǾŜŘύ 
each between 1 ½ to 2 hours away.  We really liked that. 

And, we found the business we were looking for.  Beaverhead Printing and Office Supply, which was owned by 
an older gentleman and his wife who had built it up.  It was in decent shape and Gail and I both felt we had 
found what we were looking for. 

By that time, we were ready to go home and I had to get back to work.  We told Jerry (the owner) we would be 
in touch with our decision, and then we went back to Cincinnati. 

By the way, when we got back, our dealer honored every bit of the warranty when they found out what 
happened.  In the end, it was the gearing in the differential.  Somehow at the factory they had geared it for a 
ƭƛƎƘǘ ѹ ǘƻƴ ǇƛŎƪǳǇ ŀƴŘ ǘƘŀǘ ƎŜŀǊƛƴƎ ǿŀǎ ƭƛǘŜǊŀƭƭȅ ǿŜŀǊƛƴƎ ƻǳǘ ǘƘŜ ǘǊŀƴǎƳƛǎǎƛƻƴ ƛƴ ǘƘŜ ǘǊǳŎƪΦ  ¢ƘŜȅ ŦƛȄŜŘ ƛǘ ŀƭƭΧŀƴŘ 
they paid us back for what we had to spend out of pocket, including the cost for the places we had to stay with 
the trailer.  I really appreciated them for that. 

Gail and I decided Beaverhead Printing in Dillon Montana was for us.  We made an offer and it was accepted and 
we bought the business. 

In the early summer, I moved Gail and the kids out so they could get into school, and then I went back to work 
ŦƻǊ ŀƴƻǘƘŜǊ ǘƘǊŜŜ ƳƻƴǘƘǎΧƭƛǾƛƴƎ ƛƴ ƻǳǊ ǘǊŀƛƭŜǊΣ ǳƴǘƛƭ !ǳƎǳǎǘ ƻŦ мффоΦ 

I owed it to SDRC to not leave them up in the air, even though the manager over me was planning my 



 
 

replacement.  I told some close friends at work what was going on so they would be prepared.  Then, three 
weeks before leaving I informed my Executive Vice President what I was doing. 

IŜ ǿŀǎ ƴƻǘ ǊŜŀƭ ƘŀǇǇȅΧōǳǘ ǿƘŜƴ ǿŜ ǘŀƭƪŜŘ ŀōƻǳǘ ƛǘ ŀƴŘ ǿƘŀǘ ǿŀǎ ƻōǾƛƻǳǎ ǘƻ ƳŜ ŀōƻǳǘ ǘƘŜ Ǝǳȅ ƘŜ ƘƛǊŜŘ ǘƻ 
ǊŜǇƭŀŎŜ ƳŜΧƘŜ ƛƴŘƛŎŀǘŜŘ L ǿŀǎ ǊƛƎƘǘΦ  IŜ ƭŜǘ ƳŜ ƪƴƻǿ ǘƘŀǘ L ǿŀǎ ōŜŀǘƛƴƎ ƘƛƳ ǘƻ ǘƘŜ ǇǳƴŎƘΣ ŀƴŘ L ǎŀƛŘΣ ǿŜƭƭΣ L ŀƳ 
sorry, but I had to look out for what was best for my family and he agreed with that. 

The people in my groups gave me a very nice going away party. I still have to this day (2017), some of the 
presents they gave me, and that was in 1992.   By then I had spent over four years with them and we had had a 
lot of great experiences.  But it was time to go and start the next part of our life. 

Before heading out to Dillon, I traded in the ¾ ton pickup and got a Ford, F-350 one ton.  After buying it, I then 
got a really nice Elk Guard for the front end, and some running lights.   

 

Our Ford F-350, crew cab, 4x4 Pickup 

 

Heavy Duty bumper/Elk Guard and running lights added to the truck 

I felt with that truck I would be in a position to haul our trailer with no problem, and also to do the hauling and 
work we might need to do with our business.  And it proved completely capable of that and more. 

One experience ǿƘƛƭŜ L ǿŀƛǘŜŘ ǘƻ ƘŜŀŘ ǘƻ 5ƛƭƭƻƴΧŀƴŘ L ŎƻǳƭŘ ƘŀǊŘƭȅ ǿŀƛǘ ǘƻ ƎƻΦ  YŀǘƛŜ ǿŀǎ мо ȅŜŀǊǎ ƻƭŘ ŀǘ ǘƘƛǎ 



 
 

time and had no yet turned 14 when she would be able to go Church dances.  One night I called them as I did 
almost every night and found that Katie had talked Gail into letting her go to a dance.   

I was very unhappy.  I felt we should follow the council of the church and I asked Gail to go and get her and bring 
her home.  Gail did not want to do this, since she had already taken her over there.  I should have accepted 
DŀƛƭΩǎ ŘŜŎƛǎƛƻƴ ǘƘŀǘ ƘŀŘ ŀƭǊŜŀŘȅ ōŜŜƴ ƳŀŘŜΦ  {ƘŜ ǿŀǎ ǘƘŜ ƻƴŜ ƻƴ ǘƘŜ ǎǇƻǘΦ  .ǳǘ L ƛƴǎƛǎǘŜŘ ŀƴŘ Dŀƛƭ ǿŜƴǘ ŀƴŘ Ǝƻǘ 
Katie.  I just felt that with some of the issues we were already having, it would be best to follow the rules and 
make sure Katie understood this. 

Lƴ ǘƘŜ ŜƴŘΣ Dŀƛƭ ǿŜƴǘ ŀƴŘ Ǝƻǘ ƘŜǊ ŀƴŘ ōǊƻǳƎƘǘ ƘŜǊ ƘƻƳŜΧōǳǘ ǘƘŜƴ ǎƘŜ ƘŀŘ ǘƻ ƭƛǾŜ ǿƛǘƘ ǘƘŜ ŀŦǘŜǊƳŀǘƘΦ  L ǿŀǎ ǎǘƛƭƭ 
ƛƴ /ƛƴŎƛƴƴŀǘƛΦ  L ŘƛŘ ŜȄǇƭŀƛƴ ǘƻ YŀǘƛŜ ǘƘŀǘ ǿŜ ǿŜǊŜ ƎƻƛƴƎ ǘƻ Ŧƻƭƭƻǿ ǘƘŜ ǊǳƭŜǎΣ ŀƴŘ ǘƘŀǘ ŀƭƳƻǎǘ мп όǿƘƛŎƘ ǎƘŜ ǿŀǎƴΩǘ 
yet) was not 14 and that she would just have to wait. 

IƻǿŜǾŜǊΣ ǘƘƛƴƎǎ ƭƛƪŜ ǘƘƛǎ ōǳƛƭŘ ƻǾŜǊ ȅŜŀǊǎ ŀƴŘ ƭŜŀŘ ǘƻ ŎƻƴŘƛǘƛƻƴǎ ǿŜ Řƻ ƴƻǘ ŀƴǘƛŎƛǇŀǘŜΧŀǎ ǿŜ ǎƘŀƭƭ ǎŜŜΦ 



 
 

 

19. Move to Dillon MT, Beaverhead Printing, and our life there 1993-1996 

Dillon is a really nice, all American, small western and mountain town. 

 

I loved living there.  Cool summers at an elevation of over 5,000 feet. Nice cold, snowy winters, with snow that 
came and stayed on the ground for 2-о ƳƻƴǘƘǎΣ ŀƴŘ ǿƛǘƘ ǎƻƳŜ ǘŜƳǇŜǊŀǘǳǊŜǎ ōŜƛƴƎ ǿŜƭƭ ōŜƭƻǿ ȊŜǊƻΧƛƴ ŦŀŎǘ 
some days not getting above zero. 

We owned and worked at Beaverhead Printing and Office supply and lived at 75 Bryce Lane 3 miles from work. 

 

To the right, Beaverhead Printing and Office Supply at 20. E. Glendale 

 

Our home and Garage at 75 Bryce Lane in Dillon 



 
 

I felt that I fit in real well because it was a ranch town at heart, and I had that country background myself and as 
the people learned about it, the accepted me readily. 

²Ŝ ƘŀŘ ƻŦŦŜǊŜŘ ŀ Ƨƻō ǘƻ DŀƛƭΩǎ ȅƻǳƴƎŜǊ ōǊƻǘƘŜǊΣ wŀƭǇƘΣ ŀƴŘ ǘƘŜȅ ŎŀƳŜ ŀƴŘ ƧƻƛƴŜŘ ǳǎ and he and I learned to run 
ǘƘŜ ǇǊƛƴǘƛƴƎ ǇǊŜǎǎΧōǳǘ ǘƘŀǘ ǿŀǎ ǘƻ ōŜ Ƙƛǎ ƧƻōΦ  IŜ ŀǎƪŜŘ ŦƻǊ ǳǎ ǘƻ Ǉŀȅ ƘƛƳ ǿƘŀǘ ƘŜ ƘŀŘ ōŜŜƴ ƳŀƪƛƴƎ ŀƴŘ ǿŜ ǎŀƛŘ 
okay, but that it would mean his wife, Paula, would need to work in the business and help Gail in the office 
supply part and with the books. 

¢Ƙƛǎ ǿŜƴǘ ǿŜƭƭ ŦƻǊ ŀ ȅŜŀǊΧōǳǘ ǳƭǘƛƳŀǘŜƭȅ tŀǳƭŀ ŘŜŎƛŘŜŘ ǎƘŜ ŘƛŘ ƴƻǘ ƭƛƪŜ 5ƛƭƭƻƴΦ  Lǘ ǿŀǎ ŀ ƘǳƎŜ ŀŘƧǳǎǘƳŜƴǘ ŦƻǊ ƘŜǊ 
because she had lived her life in the City.  Finally, and sadly, she lost a child soon after the birth.  This was for 
her, and for Ralph, the end of it.  They decided to move and Gail and I hired another guy to run the press, and 
had a lady who had worked for the prior owner who agreed to come and help us in the front part of the store. 

I got the jobs, delivered the material, helped set up and run the print jobs, and helped keep the finances. When 
the kids had a recital, or a ball game, we hung a sign on the door and went to it.  It was that kind of place. 

L ǿŀǎ ŎŀƭƭŜŘ ǘƻ ǿƻǊƪ ƛƴ ǘƘŜ 9ƭŘŜǊΩǎ vǳƻǊǳƳ tǊŜǎƛŘŜƴŎȅΣ ŀƴŘ ǘƘŜƴ ƭŀǘer to work with the young men.  This place 
ŀǊƻǳƴŘ 5ƛƭƭƻƴ ǿŀǎ IŜŀǾŜƴ ŦƻǊ ǎŎƻǳǘƛƴƎ ǇǊƻƎǊŀƳǎΦ  ²Ŝ ŘƛŘ ƴƻǘ ƘŀǾŜ ǘƻ Ǉƭŀƴ ǎǳǇŜǊ ŀŎǘƛǾƛǘƛŜǎΧǿŜ ƭƛǾŜŘ ǿƘŜǊŜ 
others planned to go for super activities. Plenty of beautiful mountains all around. 

 

Beaverhead Mountains to the north and west of Dillon 

There is a lot of history too.  The Lewis and Clark Expedition came through in 1803 on the Beaverhead River.  
Their Indian guide, Sacajawea, led them past the Beaverhead Rock, which is just to the north and east of town. 



 
 

 

Beaverhead Rock between Dillon and Twin Bridges, Montana 

While we lived there, Katie and Rachel both tried out for Miss Teen Montana and we went through that whole 
program.  They were both beautiful, and did so well.   

IŜƘŜƘŜΧǘƘŜȅ ŀƭǎƻ ƭŜŀǊƴŜŘ ǘƘŀǘ L ǿŀǎ ǇǊetty old fashioned and insisted on meeting any young man that wanted 
to date them. 

L ǿƻǳƭŘ ƘŀǾŜ ŀ άǘŀƭƪέ ǿƛǘƘ ǘƘŜƳΧŀǎƪƛƴƎ ǘƘŜƳ ǘƘŜƛǊ ƛƴǘŜƴǘƛƻƴǎ ŀƴŘ ŦŜŜƭƛƴƎǎ ŦƻǊ Ƴȅ ŘŀǳƎƘǘŜǊǎΧŀƴŘ ōŜƛƴƎ ǎǘǊŀƛƎƘǘ 
forward about what would be allowable and what would not.  I figured if after such a talk, if they were not 
frightened by me talking about how much I loved and respected my daughters and that they would do the 
same...oh, and did I mention?  I also let them know what a wonderful gun collection I had.  LOL! Anyhow, I 
figured if they still wanted to see my girls after that talk, they most probably they would be alright. 

But the girls did not like it much. 

Anyhow, although neither of them won the Miss Teen Montana, they did well, and were so beautiful, and they 
did get to show their talents and to continue to learn discipline and hard work. 

We had a piano in the home and both of them had learned to play it rather well.  Rachel also played the flute.  I 
ǇƭŀȅŜŘ ǘƘŜ ƎǳƛǘŀǊΧǿƘƛŎƘ WŀǊŜŘΣ ŜǾŜƴ ŀǎ ŀ ƭƛǘǘƭŜ ōƻȅ ǘƻƻƪ ƛƴǘŜǊŜǎǘ ƛƴΦ  ¢he point was that we had music in our 
home, and it was a wonderful part of our life. 

The kids helped us in the business a lot.  The big print jobs required a lot of manual work of sorting pages and 
groups of printed material together and we had, particularly for the Brand Book (as in Brands for Cattle), and the 
September Dillion Rodeo Programs, where we would buy Pizza and stay up until early hours of the morning 
working as a family to put those things together and meet our schedules. 

I got to hunt and was able to get a couple of Elk. 

I had shot a Mule Deer in Utah the year before we left Cincinnati.  I took a trip with my friend Jeff Barrus and his 
son, Mark, and another friend, and we went into the Uintah Mountains along the border between Utah and 
Wyoming.  One evening as the sun was going down, right from our camp we say a deer drinking water from a 
pond.  It was about 150 yards away and Jeff, whose turn it was to shoot, could not find him through his scope 
and told me to take the shot.  I did and the water exploded behind the deer so I thought I missed.  He jumped up 
and started running and so I tracked him as he ran and took another shot.  He went down. 

I shot that deer because he looked like a really nice four-point rack.  As it turned out, he had a really neat 
ŀǎȅƳƳŜǘǊƛŎŀƭ ǊŀŎƪΣ ǘƘŀǘ ǿƘŜƴ ǾƛŜǿŜŘ ŦǊƻƳ ǘƘŜ ǎƛŘŜ ƭƻƻƪŜŘ ƭƛƪŜ ŦƻǳǊ ǇƻƛƴǘǎΧǘǿƻ ƘƛƎƘ ŀƴŘ ǘǿƻ ƭƻǿ ƻƴ ŜŀŎƘ ǎƛŘŜ 



 
 

(what they would call and eight-point back east).  As it turned out there were two high on one side and two low 
on the other, and when looking at them from the side, there appeared to be four to the side when there were 
only three.  So, it was a three point (three on each side, but asymmetric). 

We cleaned him discovered that my 1st shot was the one that killed it.  It hit the left side of his heart and he had 
enough life to run the last 100 yards.  My 2nd shot hit him in the side and made the cleaning a mess. I took the 
meat and the head and got it to a taxidermist in Salt Lake and had it sent to Cincinnati.  I keep him to this day.   

 

Buck 

One last point about Buck.  Rachel wanted nothing to do with it.  She hated the idea of eating a sweet Deer.  I 
tried to explain to her that Calves were sweet too, but she was willing to eat hamburgers.  It did not help.  So, 
one day I made some Lasagna, onŜ ƻŦ wŀŎƘŜƭΩǎ ŦŀǾƻǊƛǘŜǎΦ  ¦ƴƪƴƻǿƴ ǘƻ ŀƴȅƻƴŜΣ L ǳǎŜŘ 5ŜŜǊ ƳŜŀǘ ƛƴ ƛǘΦ 

Rachel was scarfing it down in Cincinnati before we left there.  I asked her how she liked it and she told me it 
ǿŀǎ ƎǊŜŀǘΧǘƘŀǘ L ŀƭǿŀȅǎ ƳŀŘŜ ƎƻƻŘ [ŀǎŀƎƴŀΦ  L ǘƘŜƴ ŀǎƪŜŘ ƘŜǊ ƛƴ ǇŀǊǘƛŎǳƭŀǊ how she like the meat.  She was mid-
way to putting a forkful in her mouth and stopped.  She is a very smart person and figured it out just that 
ǉǳƛŎƪƭȅΧŀƴŘ Ǝƻǘ ƳŀŘΦ  {ƘŜ Ǝƻǘ ǳǇ ŀƴŘ ƭŜŦǘ ǘƘŜ ǘŀōƭŜ ŀƴŘ ǿŀǎ ƳŀŘ ŀǘ ƳŜ ŦƻǊ ǎŜǾŜǊŀƭ ŘŀȅǎΦ 

.ǳǘΧǎƘŜ ƭŜŀǊƴŜŘΦ  ¸ŜŀǊǎ later, after we left Montana, she went hunting on numerous occasions and sent me 
photos of her, herself, cleaning deer she had shot.  Just an example of how things change as we get older.  As I 
say, Buck adorns our wall to this day. 

Anyhow, back to Dillon.  I got two nice Elk while there. 

One was the second year, when a customer we had called me and told me he had some Elk feeding in one of his 
hay fields that had been cut.  I simply drove the 30 miles to that field and drove in through the gate.  I got within 
млл ȅŀǊŘǎ ƛƴ Ƴȅ ǘǊǳŎƪΣ Ǝƻǘ ƻǳǘΣ ǇƛŎƪŜŘ ǘƘŜ ƻƴŜ L ǿŀƴǘŜŘΧǿƘƛŎƘ ǿŀǎ ŀ ȅƻǳƴƎ ǎǇƛƪŜ 9ƭƪύΣ ŀƴŘ ǎƘƻǘ ƘƛƳΦ  Lǘ ǿŀǎ ƴƻǘ 
ŀ Ƙǳƴǘ ŀǘ ŀƭƭΦ  .ǳǘ ǿŜ ŎƻǳƭŘ ǳǎŜ ǘƘŜ ƳŜŀǘΧŀƴŘ ŘƛŘΧŀƴŘ L ŎƭŜŀƴŜŘ ƘƛƳ ǘƘŜǊŜ ŀƴŘ ŘǊƻǾŜ ƛƴǘƻ ǘƻǿƴ ŀƴŘ Ǝƻǘ ƘƛƳ 
turned into steaks, Elk-burgers, and sausage.   

I had left the house about 6 AM and was back home by 11 Am that morning. 

We ate on those steaks for Sunday dinners for almost a year.  And as a young spike elk, feeding on hay, they 



 
 

were about as tender as you could ever hope. 

The second was ǘǿƻ ȅŜŀǊǎ ƭŀǘŜǊΧǘƘŜ ȅŜŀǊ ōŜŦƻǊŜ ǿŜ ƳƻǾŜŘΦ 

A friend, Skip Mathewson, had been scoping Elk for the hunt.  He was a bow hunter, but lived near Wisdom, 
Montana, and he knew I used a rifle. 

.ȅ ǘƘŜ ǿŀȅΣ ŦƻǊ ŀƭƭ Ƴȅ ƘǳƴǘƛƴƎ ōŀŎƪ ǘƘŜƴΣ ƛƴŎƭǳŘƛƴƎ ŦƻǊ ά.ǳŎƪΣέ L ǳǎŜŘ a 7mm magnum by Ruger.  A great rifle 
that you can load with all sorts of different loads from hunting varmints, clear up to hunting Moose.  Back then I 
had the equipment so I could load my own and make my own bullets. 

Anyhow, my friend had found a great place where a herd of Elk crossed every morning.  So, we went up there, 
into the Beaverhead Mountains and as we were getting to the place he had selected, it began to snow hard.  We 
could not see more than 20-30 feet.  After about an hour we gave up and started walking back to the truck.  As 
we did, we crossed a trail of fresh Elk track in the snow.  It was snowing so hard that they had to have passed by 
there just a couple of minutes before us. 

We followed them.  The trail went right up the side of a mountain and it was a steep climb in the snow.  We had 
to climb about 1000 feet and came out on a flat, heavy with timber.  Both pine and fir trees. 

We knew that Elk watched their back trail so we got a good 20-30 yards off their trail and would check every few 
ƳƛƴǳǘŜǎ ǘƻ ƳŀƪŜ ǎǳǊŜ ǘƘŜȅ ǿŜǊŜ ƎƻƛƴƎ ǿƘŜǊŜ ǿŜ ǘƘƻǳƎƘǘ ǘƘŜȅ ǿŜǊŜΧŀƴŘ ǘƘǳǎ ǿŜ ǘǊŀŎƪŜŘ ǘƘŜƳΦ 

About ten minutes later we came to a spot where I thought I saw some antlers over toward their trail.  At that 
moment, sure enough, two Elk blew right out of the snow about 30 yards away. 

{ƪƛǇ ǇƻƛƴǘŜŘ ŀƴŘ ǎŀƛŘ ǎƘƻƻǘΧōǳǘ L ŀƭǊŜŀŘȅ ƘŀŘ Ƴȅ Ǝǳƴ ǳǇ ŀƴŘΧ.!bDΧǎƘƻǘ ǘƘŜ ƻƴŜ ŎƭƻǎŜǘ ǘƻ ǳǎΦ  IŜ ǿŀǎ ŀ ŦƻǳǊ 
point and he went right down.  He was good sized.  Too big for the two of us to take in one load.  Skip 
volunteered to walk back to his vehicle, a Scout, and come up to the bottom of the ridge.  I stayed and cleaned 
the Elk and then quartered it. 

Lǘ ǿŀǎ ǘƘŜƴ ŀ ƎƻƻŘ ƘƛƪŜ Řƻǿƴ ǘƻ {ƪƛǇΩǎ {ŎƻǳǘΦ  ²Ŝ ƘŀŘ ǘƻ ǘŀƪŜ ǘǿƻ ǘǊƛǇǎΦ  .ǳǘ ǿŜ Ǝƻǘ ƛǘ ŘƻƴŜΦ 

This hunt was quite a bit longer.  Left at 4 AM and did not get home until about 7 PM. 

Again, though this meat was not as tender, it was still good eating and we had Elk steaks for another year. 

You can see one of the reasons I liked Dillon so much. 

As the kids got older, and as in the mid-1990s home computers came more and more into play, we would spend 
some time with the kids down at the office playing on them.  All of them had great aptitude on the 
ŎƻƳǇǳǘŜǊǎΧƛƴŎƭǳŘƛƴƎ Dŀƛƭ ǘƻƻΦ  LΣ ƻŦ ŎƻǳǊǎŜΣ ƘŀŘ ōŜŜƴ ǳǎƛƴƎ ŎƻƳǇǳǘŜǊǎ Ƴȅ ŜƴǘƛǊŜ ŎŀǊŜŜǊΣ ōǳǘ ŜǾŜǊȅ one of the 
children, and Gail we very adept at their use.  We used them a lot in the business, designing things for folks on 
the computer and then producing the prints we would use to print them on our Ryobi printer.   

We used Apple computers for the graphics, and Microsoft/IBM for the business work. 

We also played many games on the computer. 

Sometimes we would work late, and as I say, have sorting parties at the shop.  A couple of times afterwards I 
would stay with the kids and play games. 

It made for somŜ ƎƻƻŘ ƳŜƳƻǊƛŜǎ ŦƻǊ ǳǎΧōǳǘ ƻƴŜ ŀƭǎƻ Ƙŀǎ ǘƻ ōŜ ŎŀǊŜŦǳƭ ƴƻǘ ǘƻ ƻǾŜǊ-do it.  A couple of times we 
did, and paid the price by being tired the next days. 



 
 

Also, the kids were turning into young adults. 

Katie started a job.  She wanted a car but I told her she needed to ride her bike. 

She did not want to and argued heatedly about it.  But I would not give in.  So, she got on her bike, with her 
work uniform on, and mad as she was, she started to ride the three miles into town. 

I touched my heart and after just a few minutes, I got in the truck and went after her and picked her up and took 
her to work. 

I loved her so much for being willing to do what she had to do, even though she disagreed with it.  We later got 
ƘŜǊ ŀ ŎŀǊ ǘƻ ŘǊƛǾŜΧŀƴŘ ǎƘŜ ǇǊƻŎŜŜŘŜŘ ǘƻ Ǌǳƴ ƛǘ ƛƴǘƻ ŀ ditch. 

Gail and I got the call at work and I went right over there near our house where it happened.  She was so 
ǎŎŀǊǊŜŘΧōǳǘ ƻƪŀȅΦ  {ƘŜ ƘǳƎƎŜŘ ƳŜ ǘƛƎƘǘŜǊ ǘƘŀƴ ǎƘŜ ƘŀŘ ŘƻƴŜ ƛƴ ȅŜŀǊǎ ǿƘŜƴ L Ǝƻǘ ǘƘŜǊŜΦ 

Another reason I liked Dillon was that the people, for the most part, were all-American and loved their freedom 
and understood what it cost to maintain it. 

I joined the local Search and Rescue group and enjoyed the association of those folks, and the help we were able 
to render others. 

We also became aware of how much the Federal government was usurping its constitutional powers when 
dealing with agriculture and particularly the ranchers and their water rights.  These were several very hard 
examples of this at Ruby Ridge in Idaho, and Waco in Texas.  Where Americans, in those cases who admittedly 
loved alone and their own life styles, and who in both cases believe they had the right to defend themselves, 
were made examples of by the Federal government.  People whom juries later decided were innocent of 
fabricated ŎƘŀǊƎŜǎ ŀƎŀƛƴǎǘ ǘƘŜƳ ŘƛŜŘΧŀƴŘ ŀǘ ²ŀŎƻ ƛǘ ǿŀǎ ŀ ƭƻǘ ƻŦ ǇŜƻǇƭŜΣ ƛƴŎƭǳŘƛƴƎ Ƴŀƴȅ ŎƘƛƭŘǊŜƴΦ 

People in Dillon understood the gravity of these things and banned together to be ready in case they needed to 
defend themselves.   

Lǘ Ƴŀȅ ǎƻǳƴŘ ƻǳǘƭŀƴŘƛǎƘΧōǳǘ ƛǘ ǿŀǎ ǘǊǳŜΧŀƴŘ ŀǘ ǘƘŜ ǘƛƳŜ ǘƘŜǊŜ ǿŀǎ ƎƻƻŘ ǊŜŀǎƻƴ ŦƻǊ ƛǘΦ 

Anyhow, I enjoyed the association of patriotic Americans who loved their country, who loved the Constitution 
which was inspired by God, and who understood the importance of standing up for them. 

One example (although not nearly as dangerous as the two I mentioned) occurred in Dillon while we were there. 

I will not go into great detail, but the bottom line was that one-day Katie, who by this time was in High school, 
brought home a sociology book they were using in one of her classes.  That book, and the teacher, were using it 
to imply two things in particular that I was outraged by. 

One was that Marxism as envisioned by Karl Marx was potentially better than our own Constitution and that the 
teacher considered Karl Marx a better critical thinker than the founding fathers.  The second was that 
homosexuality was something that these kids should consider, and look into to see if they thought it was a life 
style they might have interest in, and then proceeded to teach them about come of the habits of such people. 

bŜƛǘƘŜǊ ƻŦ ǘƘŜǎŜ ǘƘƛƴƎǎ ǿŜǊŜ ǊƛƎƘǘΣ ƻǊ ƻŦ ƎƻƻŘ ǊŜǇƻǊǘ ƻǊ ǇǊŀƛǎŜǿƻǊǘƘȅΧŀƴŘ ǘƘŜȅ ŎŜǊǘŀƛƴƭȅ ƘŀŘ ƴƻ ǇƭŀŎŜ ƛƴ ŀ IƛƎƘ 
school class.  I was livid that this teacher was undermining us as parents, our country, and our morals. 

My Mom had been a part of text book selection groups, both with the Parent Teacher Association, and with the 
State of Texas as we were growing up.  I knew here was a process by which text books were approved for usage 
in schools, where the school administration worked with the parents to select decent books for the community.  
Lƴ ǘƘƛǎ ŎŀǎŜ ǘƘŜ ǘŜŀŎƘŜǊ ƘŀŘ ŦƻƭƭƻǿŜŘ ƴƻƴŜ ƻŦ ǘƘŜƳΣ ŀƴŘ ƘŜ ǿƻǳƭŘ ǘŜƭƭ ǘƘŜ ƪƛŘǎΣ ά¢Ƙƛǎ ƛǎ ŀŘǳƭǘ ƳŀǘŜǊƛŀƭΣ ƛŦ ȅƻǳ ŀǊŜ 



 
 

ƴƻǘ ƻƭŘ ŜƴƻǳƎƘ ǘƻ ŘŜŀƭ ǿƛǘƘ ǘƘŜǎŜ ǘƻǇƛŎǎΣ ŘƻƴΩǘ Ǝƻ ǘǊȅƛƴƎ ǘƻ ǘŜƭƭ aƻƴ ŀƴŘ 5ŀŘΦ  ¢ƘŜ ŎƻǳǊǎŜ ƛǎ ŜƭŜŎǘƛǾŜΧƧǳǎǘ Řƻ ƴƻǘ 
ǘŀƪŜ ƛǘΦέ  L ǾƛŜǿŜŘ ǘƘŀǘ ŀǎ ƛƴǎƛŘƛƻǳǎ ŀƴŘ ŀ ƳŀƴƛǇǳƭŀǘƛƻƴ ƻŦ ȅƻǳƴƎ ƳƛƴŘǎΦ 

Well, Katie knew better and so she told me about it. 

I made a big deal out of it and printed the pages with the material in question and then began to spread it 
around the community calling for a school board meeting. 

I found that there was a relatively small, but very vocal of very liberal people even in Dillon, Montana.  It was a 
real fight. I was accused by them of being like a Nazi, wanting to burn books.  I responded by saying, no, if you 
ǿŀƴǘ ǎǳŎƘ ŀ ōƻƻƪΣ ȅƻǳ ŀǊŜ ŦǊŜŜ ǘƻ ōǳȅ ƛǘ ŀƴŘ ǘŜŀŎƘ ƛǘ ǘƻ ȅƻǳǊ ƪƛŘǎΧōǳǘ ȅƻǳ ŀǊŜ ƴƻǘ ŦǊŜŜ ǘƻ ǘŜŀŎƘ ƛǘ ǘƻ Ƴȅ ƪƛŘǎΣ ƻǊ 
to bring it in unapproved either and make me pay for it with my tax money. 

¦ƭǘƛƳŀǘŜƭȅ ǘƘŜǊŜ ǿŀǎ ǘƘŜ ƳŜŜǘƛƴƎΧǿƘƛŎƘ ǘƘŜȅ ǘǊƛŜŘ ŜǾŜǊȅ ǿŀȅ ǘƘŜȅ ŎƻǳƭŘ ǘƻ ǎǘƻǇΧƛƴŎƭǳŘƛƴƎ ǘǊȅƛƴƎ ǘƻ ŜƴǘǊŀǇ ƳŜ 
into violating public rules about how to deal with the School Board.  I will never forget that. 

A man I know and member of the church invited me to his office to talk about it.  He said that he (who was on 
the school board) had worked out a plan where I could meet individually with each board member, tell them the 
issue, and that that would help decide the vote. 

At first it sounded good, but then the Spirit let me know it was a trap.  The school board is an elected body.  You 
do not have prate meetings to influence them.  You can be arrested for trying to do that and the Spirit let me 
know that that is what was happening. 

I told this man, a member of ǘƘŜ ŎƘǳǊŎƘ ǿƘƻ L ǘƘƻǳƎƘ ǿŀǎ Ƴȅ ŦǊƛŜƴŘ ŜȄŀŎǘƭȅ ǿƘŀǘ L ǎǳǎǇŜŎǘŜŘ ŀƴŘ ǘƘŀǘΧƴƻ 
thanks.  We would hold the meeting.  I know the Lord protected me right there. 

So, we ended up having the meeting. I and this teacher were given the chance to speak and make our cases.  
There were about 400-500 people there. 

The teacher and some of the school administration had invited about 100 kids from a college in Bozeman about 
мнр ƳƛƭŜǎ ŀǿŀȅΦ  ¢ƘŜ ǇŜƻǇƭŜ ƛƴ ǘƘŜ ŎƻƳƳǳƴƛǘȅ ǎŀǿ ǘƘƛǎ ŦƻǊ ǿƘŀǘ ƛǘ ǿŀǎΧŀƴ ŀǘǘŜƳǇǘ ǘƻ ƳŀƴƛǇǳƭŀǘŜ ǘƘŜƛǊ ƭƻcal 
decisions, and stack the deck against the local community. 

The teacher basically said I was a throwback, and that our kids today needed to have their minds open to other 
ƭƛŦŜ ǎǘȅƭŜǎΣ ŀƴŘ ōŜ ŀōƭŜ ǘƻ ŜȄǇŜǊƛƳŜƴǘ ŀƴŘ ǘŜǎǘ ǘƘŜƳ ǘƘŜƳǎŜƭǾŜǎΧŀƴŘ ǘƻ ƪƴƻǿ ŘƛŦŦŜǊent governmental methods 
and do the same. 

I responded with history about Marxism and how every nation that had tried it had either face economic ruin, or 
ǿƻǊǎŜΣ ƛƴŎƭǳŘƛƴƎ ƎŜƴƻŎƛŘŜΦ  !ƴŘ ǘƘŀǘ ƘƻƳƻǎŜȄǳŀƭƛǘȅ ŘŜƳƻƎǊŀǇƘƛŎ ŦƛƎǳǊŜǎ ǎƘƻǿŜŘ ƛǘ ŦƻǊ ǿƘŀǘ ƛǘ ǿŀǎΧŀ  ǾŜry 
dangerous and very deviant life style where traditional values went out the window, and where sexually 
transmitted diseases were rampant, and where aids was killing many of the adherents.  I indicated that the 
lessons proved that our children should be warned about the truth of these things, that they should be avoided 
ŀǘ ŀƭƭ ŎƻǎǘǎΧŀƴŘ ƴƻǘ ŜȄǇŜǊƛƳŜƴǘŜŘ ǿƛǘƘΦ  ¢Ƙŀǘ ǘƘŜ ǘǊǳǘƘ ŀōƻǳǘ ǘƘŜƳ ǎƘƻǳƭŘ ōŜ ǘŀǳƎƘǘΦ 

In the end the vote we overwhelming for taking the book out of the class room. 

²Ŝ ǿŜǊŜ ōƭŜǎǎŜŘΧōǳǘ ƛǎ ŀlso showed that even in such a small, out of the way community like Dillon, which had 
every aspect of the all-!ƳŜǊƛŎŀƴ ƭƛŦŜΧǘƘŜ ŜǾƛƭǎ ƻŦ ǘƘŜ Řŀȅ ǿŜǊŜ ǇŜƴŜǘǊŀǘƛƴƎ ŀƴŘ ǘƘŀǘ ǇŜƻǇƭŜ ŀƴŘ ǘƘŜ ŎƛǘƛȊŜƴǎ ƻŦ 
those communities need to always be vigilant. 

So many things happened in Dillon as our kids grew up.  I am glad we had our time there because it was a down 
to earth place for us to have these experiences. 



 
 

On one occasion, a young man at Beaverhead County High School said some very unkind and unseemly thing to 
Rachel.  As her father, I decided to talk to his father about it.  They lived well north of town.  So, I went up there 
and talked to them.  I was concerned that it might not go well because everyone, including myself, tends to set 
their kids on pedestals and would not like to hear such things.  As it turned out, this man was respectful and he 
talked sternly to his son.  As far as I knew (and with teenagers you may never hear the whole story ς LOL) the 
trouble never repeated. 

Also, Jared was getting older.  When we moved there, he was only about 4 years old.  But he started pre-school 
and kindergarten there.  One of the places we all loved to eat was an eating place downtown and around the 
corner from Beaverhead Printing.  Jared and I sometimes would go there for lunch after he got done with is half 
days of pre-school.  We also liked to go around the other corner to the company that made fresh bread in town 
there.  They would serve fresh hot bread and honey one day a week to anyone who came by their store.  We 
enjoyed that a lot on cold winter mornings especially. 

Anyhow, Jared had a friend who one day convinced him to make prank calls.  They would call people and simply 
say a bad word to them, then hang up.  One day, he called the wrong number.  Beaverhead Printing!  I answered 
ǘƘŜ ǇƘƻƴŜ ŀƴŘ ƘŜŀǊŘ Ƴȅ ǎƻƴΩǎ ǾƻƛŎŜ ǎŀȅ ŀ ƴŀǎǘȅ ǿƻǊŘ ŀƴŘ ǘƘŜƴ ƘŀƴƎ ǳǇΦ  L ǿŜƴǘ ŀƴŘ Ǝƻǘ ƘƛƳ ŀƴŘ ƘŜ Ǝƻǘ 
something I had gotten when I was a kid and said a bad word that my Mom and Dad heard.  He got his mouth 
washed out with soap and a stern talking too.  He remembers it to this day.   

Another HUGE thing went on with Katie.  She started High School in Dillon.  When she was only 14-15, a young 
man named Juan Trujillo returned from his mission.  He took a liking to Katie who was like seven years younger.  
He began talking to her at church and then he came over one day and asked if he could date her.  I talked to him 
ŀōƻǳǘ ƛǘ ŀƴŘ ǎŀƛŘ ƴƻΧƛǘ ǿƻǳƭŘ ōŜ ōŜǎǘ ŦƻǊ ƘŜǊ ǘƻ ŘŀǘŜΣ ƴƻƴ-seriously at her age, and with kids her own age. 

A few months went by and then one day he came over and told us he wanted to marry Katie!  I was 
dumbfounded.  But he was serious and Katie was smitten too.  So, we told him that he would have to do things 
in our presence until she graduated High School, and then, if she still wanted, he could marry her.  Well, that 
was hard thing for me to give in to.  I actually thought it was crazy.  As it turned out, Katie herself figured it out 
ŀƴŘ ǳƭǘƛƳŀǘŜƭȅ ōǊƻƪŜ ƛǘ ƻŦŦΧǘƘƻǳƎƘ ǘƘŜǊŜ ǿŜǊŜ ǘƛƳŜǎ ƭŀǘŜǊ ǘƘŀǘ ƘŜ ǿƻǳƭŘ ŎƻƴǘŀŎǘ ƘŜǊΦ  {ƘŜ ǎǘǳŎƪ ǘƻ ƘŜr decision 
and ultimately met her intended.  But more about that later because it turned out to be kind of fortuitous. 

Finally, there was a really neat hike and climb Jeff and I made.  It was while Mark Barrus was visiting us one 
summer.  He stayed in the trailer while there.  He and I had one experience while delivering some 
ƳŀǘŜǊƛŀƭΧŀŎǘǳŀƭƭȅ ƻƴŜ ƻŦ ƻǳǊ ƭŀǊƎŜǎǘ ƻǊŘŜǊǎ ƻŦ ƻŦŦƛŎŜ ŜǉǳƛǇƳŜƴǘ ǘƻ ŀ ǊŀƴŎƘ ǘƘŀǘ ǿŀǎ ƻǿƴŜŘ ōȅ WŀǇŀƴŜǎŜΦ  ¢ƘŜ 
man who ran the place had been the foreman and he married the daughter of the Japanese family that bought 
ƛǘΦ  Lǘ ǿŀǎ ŀ ƘǳƎŜ ǊŀƴŎƘΧōǳǘ ǘƘŜǊŜ ǿŜǊŜ ǎƻƳŜ Ŧƻƭƪǎ ƛƴ ǘƻǿƴ ǿƘƻ ŘƛŘ ƴƻǘ ƭƛƪŜ ǘƘŜ ƛŘŜŀ ƻŦ ŦƻǊŜƛƎƴŜǊǎ ōǳȅƛƴƎ ǳǇ 
American land.  Anyhow, when we took the material out, I asked Mark to ask them if this was the right place as 
we droǾŜ ǳǇ ŀƴŘ ǎŀǿ ǘƘŜ ƭŀŘȅ ŀƴŘ ƘŜǊ ƘǳǎōŀƴŘ ƎŜǘǘƛƴƎ ƛƴǘƻ ŀ ŎŀǊΦ  IŜ Ǝƻǘ ƻǳǘ ŀƴŘ ŀǎƪŜŘΣ ά9ȄŎǳǎŜ ƳŜΣ ƛǎ ǘƘƛǎ ǘƘŜ 
ά{ƭŀƴǘ-ŜȅŜέ ǊŀƴŎƘΚέ 

!ǇǇŀǊŜƴǘƭȅ ƛƴ ǘƻǿƴ ǘƘŜȅ ƘŀŘ ŘŜǾŜƭƻǇŜŘ ǘƘŀǘ ƳŜŀƴ ƴŀƳŜ ŦƻǊ ǘƘŜ ǇƭŀŎŜ ŀƴŘ L ǿŀǎ ǳƴŀǿŀǊŜ ƻŦ ƛǘΧŀƴŘ aŀǊƪΣ ǿƘƻ 
was about 16 at the time, thought it was the actual name.  Well the owner blew up!  He was angry and I though 
he was going to hit Mark. 

Luckily, we got a chance to sit down and talk and I explained Mark had just gotten to town and apparently had 
heard that name and did not know any better.  The man, who was ready to cancel the order and send us 
packing, ultimately cooled off and accepted our order. 

But, back to the mountain climb.  I, Jeff, Mark and Jeffie determined to climb Torrey Mountain in the 
Beaverhead range and we drove up there to do so. 



 
 

 

Torrey Mountain from the forest Service Road 

We got to Deerhead Lake that day and camped there for the night.  It was beautiful and we wanted to get an 

early start the next morning taking the trail to the right of the lake to work our way up the mountain. 

 

Deerhead Lake, with Torrey Mountain in the background 

We started as the sun came up.  It was a long hike.  Missy and all of us were tired as we got above the tree line 
and started up what we thought was the final ascent. 

It took us hours, and it was steep and hard work. 

CƛƴŀƭƭȅΣ ǿŜ ǘƻǇǇŜŘ ǘƘŜ ǊƛǎŜΧƻƴƭȅ ǘƻ ŦƛƴŘ ǿŜ ǿŜǊŜ ǎǘƛƭƭ ŀōƻǳǘ мΣнлл ŦŜŜǘ ōŜƭƻǿ ǘƘŜ ǎǳƳƳƛǘΦ  Lǘ ǿŀǎ Ǉŀǎǘ ƴƻƻƴ ōȅ 
that time and we were just worn out.  The final ascent was even steeper and Missy was already limping from 
walking on the rocks which she was not used to.  And Jeff, who was young, was also really tired.  Truthfully, I was 
tired too.  We were at over 10,000 feet and decided to call it quite there below the peak. 



 
 

 

The saddle below Torrey peak, looking back at the top of the rise to that point.  This is about where we stopped. 

So, we turned around and went back to Deerhead Lake, getting there about dark.  It has made for a good story 
ŜǾŜǊ ǎƛƴŎŜΧŀƴŘ ǘƘƻǳƎƘ ǿŜ ǇǊƻƳƛǎŜŘ ǘƻ Ǝƻ ōŀŎƪ ƻƴŜ Řŀȅ ŀƴŘ ŘŜŦŜŀǘ ¢ƻǊǊŜȅΧǿŜ ƴŜǾŜǊ ŘƛŘ.  But we had a great 
time in the attempt.  I will tell you, Missy got home and laid down for over a day and limped for several more.  
¢ƻ ǘŜƭƭ ȅƻǳ ǘƘŜ ǘǊǳǘƘΣ ǿŜ ŀƭƭ ǊŜǎǘŜŘ ǳǇ ŀŦǘŜǊǿŀǊŘǎΗ  IŜƘŜƘŜΧōȅ ǘƘŀǘ ǘƛƳŜ L ǿŀǎ ŀǇǇǊƻŀŎƘƛƴƎ ŦƻǊǘȅ ȅŜŀǊǎ ƻƭŘ ƛƴ 
1995, and was not as in shape as I had been. 

So many experiences.  I could write a whole book about our time in Dillon, Montana.  

For example, on one occasion, a good friend, a guy who was a down to earth cowboy who made part of his living 
cowboying in the spring and summers, and then would hunt coyotes and other animals in the winter and make 
money from their furs, needed someone to fly to Alaska for him and get a loaded truck he had there. 

bƻǿΣ {ǘŜǾŜ ƘŀŘ ƻǘƘŜǊ ƛǎǎǳŜǎ ǿŜ ǿƛƭƭ ƴƻǘ Ǝƻ ƛƴǘƻΧōǳǘ ŘŜǎǇƛǘŜ Ƙƛǎ ƛǎǎǳŜǎΣ ǿŜ Ƙŀd become friends and I wanted to 
help if I could.  Apparently, he had committed to something else, and his truck could get impounded with all the 
equipment, so he asked me if I could help him.  I talked to Gail and had always wanted to make such a trip.  I had 
been to Alaska as I mentioned earlier, twice to visit my brother Greg.   But in both cases I had flown in and then 
Ŧƭƻǿƴ ōŀŎƪ ƘƻƳŜ ǘƻ ǘƘŜ άƻǳǘǎƛŘŜΣέ ǿƘƛŎƘ !ƭŀǎƪŀƴǎ ǳǎŜ ǘƻ ǊŜŦŜǊ ǘƻ ǘƘŜ ƭƻǿŜǊ пу ǎǘŀǘŜǎΦ 

This time I would fly in, but be able to drive back on the Alaskan Highway which was something I had always 
wanted to do. 

Dŀƛƭ ŦƛƎǳǊŜŘ ǎƘŜ ŎƻǳƭŘ ƘŀƴŘƭŜ ǘƘŜ ōǳǎƛƴŜǎǎ ŀǎ ƭƻƴƎ ŀǎ L ƳŀŘŜ ǎǳǊŜ ǿŜ Ǝƻǘ ŎŀǳƎƘǘ ǳǇ ǿƘŜƴ L Ǝƻǘ ōŀŎƪΧŀƴŘ ǎƻ L ǿŀǎ 
off.  Steve flew me to Anchorage, I found the truck, and boy was it loaded.  It was like a big rig front end, but no 
trailer, just a 24-foot flatbed behind the cab.  The cab was absolutely packed full of stuff except for enough room 
to drive and the back was loaded down with all sorts of equipment under a big tarp that was all tied down. 

I used the keys, got in and drove off.  Steve had given me a credit card to use for gas. 

I drove out of Anchorage up to Palmer near the prison Greg had been in (he was out by then and living back in 
Texas).  I then drove to Glen Allen and then to the Junction at Tok.  That was about 400 miles.  I turned 
southeast there and headed for the Canadian border, about another 100 or more miles from there. 

Once in Canada, I drove over to White Horse, Yukon Territory.  After Whitehorse I had to make a decision 
whether to stay on the Al-Can (Alaska-Canadian) Highway, to rake a route that was not as well used, but was 
ǎǳǇǇƻǎŜŘƭȅ ǇǊŜǘǘƛŜǊΧŎŀƭƭŜŘ ǘƘŜ /ŀǎǎƛŀǊ /ǳǘƻŦŦΦ  ¢ƘŜ !ƭ-Can was Canadian Highway 1 and went over into Alberta 
and down.  The Cassiar Cutoff was Canadian Highway 37, and stayed in British Columbia for hundreds and 
hundreds of miles before you cut over into Alberta. I decided on the Cassiar. 



 
 

When I passed through White Horse, I saw a lot of pawn shops, and Palm-wŜŀŘƛƴƎ ǎƘƻǇǎ ǘƘŀǘ ǎŀƛŘΣ ά²ŀƭƪ-ins 
HeǊŜΦέ  L ǘƘƻǳƎƘǘ ǘƘŜȅ ǿŜǊŜ Ƨǳǎǘ ǎƛƎƴǎ ǘƘŀǘ ƳŜŀƴǘ ȅƻǳ ŎƻǳƭŘ ǿŀƭƪ ƛƴ ƻŦŦ ǘƘŜ ǎǘǊŜŜǘ ǿƛǘƘƻǳǘ ŀƴ ŀǇǇƻƛƴǘƳŜƴǘΦ 

Apparently, I was wrong. 

This was in early September and the season had already turned and there was a bite in the air.  Outside of White 
Horse, I saw a family, a man and a woman with two little kids (both under eight years old) standing on the side 
of the road hitch hiking.  There were some snow flurries in the air and I just could not leave them there.  This 
was a good ten or more miles out of town.  So, I stopped and asked them what they needed. 

They wanted a ride and they were going down the Cassiar.  They were headed for a small town named Boswell 
on a Lake called the Kootenay Lake.  This was right on my way and about 1,500 miles distant. 

It took me almost three hours to repack the back of the truck with everything from the cab and then tie it all 
down.  The man and wife helped me.  Then we were on our way. 

For the first 1,000-1,200 miles, sometimes the little towns are almost 150 or more miles apart.  We had a long 
way to go, and the first over 1,000 miles back then were gravel, except within about 10 miles of each town. 

{ƻΣ ǿŜ ǘŀƭƪŜŘ ŀ ƭƻǘΦ  L Ŏŀƴƴƻǘ ǊŜƳŜƳōŜǊ ǘƘŜ ƴŀƳŜ ƻŦ ǘƘŜǎŜ ŦƻƭƪǎΧōǳǘ ǘƘŜȅ ǿŜǊŜ ƎƻƻŘ ǇŜƻǇƭŜΦ   

He was a circuit, non-denominational prŜŀŎƘŜǊ ǿƘƻ ƘŀŘ ōŜŜƴ ǳǇ ǘƘŜǊŜ ŀƭƭ ǎǳƳƳŜǊ ǇǊŜŀŎƘƛƴƎ ǘƻ ǘƘŜ LƴŘƛŀƴ άCƛǊǎǘ 
/ŀƴŀŘƛŀƴέ ǇŜƻǇƭŜǎΦ  IŜ ƛƴŘƛŎŀǘŜŘ ǘƘŀǘ ǘƘŜǊŜ ǿŀǎ ŀ ƭƻǘ ƻŦ ǎǇƛǊƛǘǳŀƭƛǎƳ ŎǊƻǇǇƛƴƎ ǳǇΣ ŀ ƭƻǘ ƻŦ ŘǊƛƴƪƛƴƎ όǿƘƛŎƘ ƛǎ ƴƻǘ 
unusual on any reservation), and that they went there to preach Jesus Christ to them. 

I explained to them about the church and they were very familiar with, and not antagonistic towards the Church 
of Jesus Christ of Latter-day Saints.  We spent four days together and it was a very pleasant trip.  They had 
enough money to feed themselves and wanted to pay me, but I would not take any money. 

¢ƘŜȅ ǘƻƭŘ ƳŜ ǘƘŀǘ ǘƘƻǎŜ ά²ŀƭƪ-ƛƴέ ǎƛƎƴǎ ŀǘ ǘƘŜ tŀƭƳ wŜŀŘŜǊǎ ǿŜǊŜ ƴƻǘ ǿƘŀǘ L ǘƘƻǳƎƘǘΦ  ¢ƘŜȅ ǎŀƛŘ ǘƘŀǘ ǘƘŜȅ ǿŜǊŜ 
for people who were either emotionally or mentally depressed wherein they would have these spiritualists 
ƛƴǾƛǘŜ ŀ άǎǇƛǊƛǘέ ƛƴǘƻ ǘƘŜƛǊ ōƻŘȅ ǘƻ ǘŀƪŜ ŎƻƴǘǊƻƭ ǎƻ ǘƘŜȅ ǿƻǳƭŘ ƴƻǘ ƘŀǾŜ ǘƻ ǿƻǊǊȅ ŀōƻǳǘ ǘƘƛƴƎǎΦ 

I had never heard of such a thing, and felt anything like that would be evil.  They told me it was in fact so, and 
that they had preached against the practice.  I had not heard of it before or since, but it gave me a bad feeling 
and I knew if anyone was doing that, that it was not of God. 

Ultimately, we got down there, passing through Kamloops on the way. 

Their town was a beautiful town on a glacial lake.  For all the world it looked like a Fjord in Scandinavia.  Very 
beautiful.  Apparently, there was a legend about that lake too.  Apparently, sort of like the Lok Noss 
aƻƴǎǘŜǊΧǇŜƻǇƭŜ ƛƴ ǘƘŜ ŀǊŜŀ ōŜƭƛŜǾŜŘ ǎƻƳŜ ƭŀǊƎŜ ǎŜǊǇŜƴǘ ƭƛƪŜ ŀǉǳŀǘƛŎ ŀnimal lived in that lake.  I never saw 
ƛǘΧōǳǘ ǿƘƻ ƪƴƻǿǎΚ  ! ƭƻǘ ƻŦ ǇŜƻǇƭŜ ōŜƭƛŜǾŜ ƛƴ .ƛƎ Cƻƻǘ ǘƻƻΗ  [h[Η 

But I have to say, the drive was spectacular and beautiful.  Never let anyone tell you we are almost out of 
forests.  I drove down there through almost мΣулл ƳƛƭŜǎ ƻŦ ŎƻƴǎǘŀƴǘΣ ǾŜǊȅ ǘƘƛŎƪ ŦƻǊŜǎǘǎΧŀƴŘ ƳƻǊŜ ƭŀǊƎŜ ŦƻǊŜǎǘǎ 
(although not continuous) for another 900 miles.  Some of the most beautiful driving you could ever hope for 
and I recommend, if you ever have the opportunity to take the Cassiar highway (Canada Highway 2) up to 
Whitehorse and then on into Alaska.  But have a good vehicle, at least two spares, and plenty to eat and 
emergency supplies.  Also, be good to have either a satellite or short-wave radio too in case you broke down.  
The actual Al-Can through Dawson is not that way.  There are plenty of people who drive it and you are not apt 
to have to spend very long alone and get stranded.  But back then the Cassiar was far less traveled. 

I gave the family a Book of Mormon I had with me when we parted, we all hugged, and they said they would 



 
 

read it.  I hope they did.  I told them if they had any questions, to find the closest Mormon missionaries. 

I then drove into Alberta, down into Washington State, and then on into Montana and back to Dillon.  A total of 
almost 2,900 miles altogether. 

 

Anyhow, back in Dillon, as with all things, time passed and our lives changed as the kids grew older. 

Gail saw early on that we needed my Engineering income back.  That It was a blessing to help our kids and 
grandkids with.  She began urging me to do so. 

L ŦƻǳƎƘǘ ƛǘΧǎƘŜ ƘŀŘ ǘƻ ŀƭƳƻǎǘ ŘǊŀƎ ƳŜ ƻǳǘ ƻŦ ǘƘŜǊŜΧōǳǘ ǳƭǘƛƳŀǘŜƭȅ ǎŀǿ ǘƘŀǘ ǎƘŜ ǿŀǎ ŎƻǊǊŜŎǘΦ  L ƘŀŘ ōŜŜƴ ōƭŜǎǎŜŘΣ 
and as our kids began nearing High School graduation and then college, marriage, buying homes, and having and 
raising kids, we needed and could be in a better position to help them 

²Ŝ ŘŜŎƛŘŜŘ ǿŜ ƘŀŘ ǘƻ ǎŜƭƭ ǘƘŜ ōǳǎƛƴŜǎǎΧŀƴŘ ǿƘƛƭŜ ŘƻƛƴƎ ǎƻΣ L ƘŀŘ ǘƻ ƎŜǘ ǎƻƳŜ ŜƴƎƛƴŜŜǊƛƴƎ ǿƻǊƪ ŀƴŘ ōŜǘǘŜǊ 
income coming in. 



 
 

 

20. Leaving Dillon, Consulting, my Trip to India and Romania 1994-1995 

We found a buyer for the company.  A young couple but who wanted assistance getting it up and going.  I went 
looking for engineering work while Gail helped them. 

They ended up buying us out and we had a twenty-year agreement with them to give us a very decent 
secondary income that would pay us back for all our savings we had put into buying it in the first place. 

A word about that. 

It did not work out that way. 

Within five years the young man contracted cancer and passed away.  The wife tǊƛŜŘ ǘƻ ǿƻǊƪ ƻƴΧōǳǘ ǎƘŜ ŎƻǳƭŘ 
not afford to do so and they ended up trying to sell out, but could not find a buyer.  They were upside down in 
the business, which meant they owed more than they could sell it for.  They ultimately declared bankruptcy.  In 
the bankruptcy by the time the bank got their part, and the Federal Government got their part (apparently, they 
were behind on their taxes) there was literally nothing left.  We lost everything we had saved and put into 
Beaverhead printing.  This meant, at over 40 years old at the time, we had to start over and start saving again for 
ǊŜǘƛǊŜƳŜƴǘΧǿƘƛŎƘ ŀǘ ǘƘŀǘ Ǉƻƛƴǘ ǿŀǎ ŀ ǿƘƻƭŜ ƭƻǘ ŎƭƻǎŜǊ ǘƘŀƴ ƛǘ ƘŀŘ ōŜŜƴ ōŜŦƻǊŜ ǿŜ ƭŜŦǘ {5w/Φ 

But it was what we had chosen and was one of those turns life takes.  We had several more awaiting us. 

I initially found work with a company called Cambric in South Salt Lake City.  They were a company that did 
Engineering Consulting and they had a job with a company out of Nephi Utah, Mid States Consultants, who were 
looking for companies in Europe to do CAD conversions for.  This means taking older hand drawings and 
converting them to CAD.  In order to do that, they would need to know the CAD equipment, and they would 
need to understand English. 

Mid States had a contract with Bell Canada to get upwards of 10,000 drawings converted and Mid States did not 
have the staff to do so.  Cambric had the contacts off shore in India, the Far East, and in Eastern Europe.  They 
hired me to go to those places with a representative from Bell Canada and check out several companies that 
wanted to do this conversion work.  So, in early 1996, I went on a long trip, 3-4 weeks to visit India and then 
Romania to look at four or five companies. 

It was an eye-opening experience. 

India was, on the whole, very poor.  People followed us around everywhere when they saw we were westerners.  
They had to bring along extra people from the engineering companies to keep the crowds back. 

We visited four companies.  One in Bombay (now called Mumbai), one in Madras (now called Chennai), one in 
Bangalore, and the fourth in New Delhi. 

The engineering people were nice.  They welcomed us and treated us very well. 

But the conditions all around were terrible for most of the people.  Bombay was SO crowded.  You can hardly 
imagine it.  I tis like conditions on a busy day at Six Flags over Texas or other very popular amusement 
ǇŀǊƪΧŜȄŎŜǇǘ ŀƭƭ ǘƘŜ ǘƛƳŜΣ ƛƴŎƭǳŘƛƴƎ ŀǘ ƴƛƎƘǘΦ 



 
 

 

Crowded Bombay Street 

In Bombay, we drove to Larson and Tubro, one of the largest companies we visited, and along the way we 
passed what was clearly a huge garbage dump.  But about every hundred yards I noticed that there was a road 
of sorts pushed through the rubbish and people were living in there.  I asked the driver about it and he told me 
in that Indian-English accent they have, that it was a re-cycling factory.  People would work there, with their 
families, and take wood to one corner, plastic to another, and metal to a third corner of the place.  They were 
paid 36 rupees a day (which amounted to just over a dollar a day) and could keep and sell for themselves 
anything that did not fit into one of the categories. 

¢ƘŜǊŜ Ƴǳǎǘ ƘŀǾŜ ōŜŜƴ ǘǿŜƴǘȅ ǘƘƻǳǎŀƴŘ ǇŜƻǇƭŜ ƭƛǾƛƴƎ ƛƴ ǘƘŜǊŜΧŀƴŘ ǘƘŀǘ ǿŀǎ ǘƘŜƛǊ ƘƻƳŜΦ 

In Bangalore, which was a beautiful city, and where we met with a smaller company run by three younger men 
in their 30s.  I got to visits a couple of places.  They asked me if I would be willing to visit one of their Temples.  I 
did and they were so happy. 

They told me that western Christians hardly ever accepted such an invitation. So, I went to this huge, ornate 
building.   

 

Kushalanagar Buddhist Temple in Bangalore 

There was a big area where worshipers would pray to hundreds of deities that were lined up on a ledge above 
and around the whole enclosure.  They explained to mŜ ŀōƻǳǘ ŀƭƭ ƻŦ ǘƘŜǎŜ άDƻŘǎέ ǿƘƻ ƘŀŘ ǾƛǎƛǘŜŘ ǘƘŜ ǇŜƻǇƭŜ ƛƴ 
times past, performed miracles and taught them tings.  I told them that they sounded like prophets to me, sent 
from God, like in the Bible.  We had some interesting discussions. 



 
 

The man who was with me from Bell did not like me making such visits because he thought they were just doing 
it to try and get me to like them and pick them.  I told him that what I did after hours was not part of the job, 
and I was capable and professional enough to make my decision accordingly. 

I also got to see the huge, and apparently famous legislative building in Bangalore: 

 

Here I am outside the Vidhana Soudha legislature building in Bangalore 

CƛƴŀƭƭȅΣ ƛƴ .ŀƴƎŀƭƻǊŜΣ ǿŜ ǿŜƴǘ ƻƴ ŀ ǘƻǳǊ ƻŦ ǘƘŜ aŀƘŀǊŀƧŀƘΩǎ tŀƭŀŎŜ ŀōƻǳǘ пл miles out of Bangalore.  It was very 
ƛƴǘŜǊŜǎǘƛƴƎ ŀƴŘ ŀƴƻǘƘŜǊ ǾŜǊȅ ōŜŀǳǘƛŦǳƭ ǇƭŀŎŜΦ  .ǳǘ ƎƻƛƴƎ ǘƘŜǊŜ ǿŜ ŎǊƻǎǎŜŘ ŀ άǊƛǾŜǊέ ǘƘŀǘ ǎǘǳƴƪ ǎƻ ōŀŘƭȅ L ŎƻǳƭŘ 
ƘŀǊŘƭȅ ōǊŜŀǘƘŜΦ  !ǘ ǘƘŀǘ ǘƛƳŜΧŀƴŘ ƳŀȅōŜ ǘƻ ǘƘƛǎ ŘŀȅΧǘƘŜ ŦƛǊǎǘ ǘƘƛƴƎ ȅƻǳ ƴƻǘƛŎŜ ǿƘŜƴ ȅƻǳ ƭŀƴŘ ƛƴ LƴŘƛŀ ƛǎ ǘƘe 
smell.  It is pervasive and it is because most of the place still uses open sewers.  Meaning their waste does not 
travel through pipes under the ground, but through concrete canals in the open air.  So it stinks very badly. 

Anyhow this river was the worsǘ L ƘŀŘ ŜȄǇŜǊƛŜƴŎŜŘΦ  ¢ƘŜ ǇŜƻǇƭŜ ǿƛǘƘ ǳǎ ǘƻƭŘ ǳǎ ǘƘŀǘ ƛǘ ǿŀǎ ƴƻǘ ŀ ǊƛǾŜǊ ŀǘ ŀƭƭΧōǳǘ 
ǘƘŜ Ƴŀƛƴ άŘƛǎŎƘŀǊƎŜέ ŦǊƻƳ ŀƭƭ ǘƘŜ ǎŜǿŜǊǎ ƛƴ .ŀƴƎŀƭƻǊŜΧŀ Ŏƛǘȅ ƻŦ ŀōƻǳǘ ǘǿƻ Ƴƛƭƭƛƻƴ ǇŜƻǇƭŜ ŀǘ ǘƘŜ ǘƛƳŜΦ   

All of that waste made a river of human waste and brown water from commodes and what not that looked to be 
3-4 feet deep and ¼ mile wide, running all the time.  They told me it ran into a river about 20 miles down from 
ǿƘŜǊŜ ǿŜ ŎǊƻǎǎŜŘ ƛǘΦ  L ǘŜƭƭ ǇŜƻǇƭŜ L ƪƴƻǿ ƴƻǿ ǿƘŀǘ ƛǘ ƭƛƪŜ ǘƻ ǘǊǳƭȅ ōŜ ǳǇ ŀǘ ǘƘŜ ǘƻǇ ƻŦ άǇƻƻǇέ ŎǊŜŜƪΦ 

I do have to say that the palace in Mysore was impressive.  We spent most of the day there.  

 

The Palace in Mysore 

We also got to visit the Tal Mahal out of New Delhi after our fourth visit.  It was unbelievable ornate, huge, and 
beautiful.  It was made by a great leader who made t for his wife. 

It sounds really romantic until you find the history of it.  The man never wanted anything like it built again by the 



 
 

artisans whom he hired.  Maybe 20,000 people worked on it.  In the end, all of the chief sculptors, as the story 
goes, had their hands cut off so they could never build such a thing again. 

When hearing this, I could never look at it as beautiful again. 

 

Taj Mahal near New Delhi India 

We went from India to Romania.  We flew into Budapest, Hungary and then drove into Romania.  It was at a 
time when only fifty or so miles south of the route we traveled they were having civil war in the countries south 
of there.  We had no difficulty, but it was disconcerting as we drove there. 

Budapest, Hungary is a huge city on the Danube Rover.  It is really quite pretty for the most part. 

 

Here I am in Budapest, next to the river. 

We drove over to Romania and crossed the border.  We were going to a small city in the western and central 
part of the country not far from the border called Oradea.  It is a city of about 250,000.  Remember, this was not 
ǘƻƻ Ƴŀƴȅ ȅŜŀǊǎ ŀŦǘŜǊ ǘƘŜ άLǊƻƴ /ǳǊǘŀƛƴέ ŎŀƳŜ ŘƻǿƴΦ  aƻǎǘ ƻŦ ǘƘŜ ǇŜƻǇƭŜ ǿŜǊŜ ǇǊŜǘǘȅ ǇƻƻǊΣ ŀƭōŜƛǘ ƴƻǘ ŀǎ ǇƻƻǊ ŀǎ 
most Indians. 

The man who owned the company we were looking at was a really good man.  He had escaped Romania in the 
mid-1980s, risking his life to get to freedom.  Sadly, at the time he was unable to get his family out, but 
ultimately was able to arrange their release.  He had made a point out of, ever since he got to America and 
became successful, to try and help others in his country.  He had started a small engineering business in 



 
 

Romania after the Iron Curtain fell, and was trying to get contracts for them so they could make more money. 

When we arrived, he told myself and John, the executive from Bell Canada, that he had arranged for us to stay 
with him and one of his Executive Vice Presidents.  John would hear nothing of it.  Like in India, he looked at 
everything through a prism of thinking people were trying to manipulate us. 

We found out different. 

After dinner that first evening and John demanding that we be taken to a nice Hotel in town, they drove us in 
and arranged to pick us up the next morning.  One of the executives asked if we were Christians.  I immediately 
ǎŀƛŘΣ ά¸ŜǎΣ L ŀƳΦέ  WƻƘƴ ǎŀƛŘΣ άL Řƻ ƴƻǘ ǎŜŜ ǿƘŀǘ ǘƘŀǘ Ƙŀǎ ǘƻ Řƻ ǿƛǘƘ ŀƴȅǘƘƛƴƎΦέ  ²ŜƭƭΣ ǘƘŜ ƛƴŘƛǾƛŘǳŀƭ ǿƘƻ ƘŀŘ 
asked arranged to pick me up because that evening was a youth meeting and he wanted the kids to hear 
something from Christians in America. 

The Hotel looked like something right out of the Soviet Union.  Apparently, it had been the main living place for 
the Russian ambassador or an attaché and then someone made a hotel out of it when the Russians were run 
out.  And in Romania, they were one of the countries in Eastern Europe who had a violent overthrow of the 
Communists.  They executed the puppet ruler that the Soviets had placed over them, and had a short but bitter 
fight to wrest power from them and their family.  Many of that ruling family was lined up and shot because of 
the depravity and cruelty with which they had ruled, and the Soviet/Russian political leaders barely escaped with 
their lives. 

!ƴȅƘƻǿΣ ǘƘŜ IƻǘŜƭ ŘƛŘ ƴƻǘ ƘŀǾŜ ŀ ƎƻƻŘ ŦŜŜƭ ŀōƻǳǘ ƛǘΦ  ¢ƘŜȅ ǿƻǳƭŘ ƴƻǘ ŀŎŎŜǇǘ WƻƘƴΩǎ /ŀƴŀŘƛŀƴ ŎǳǊǊŜƴŎȅΧǘƘŜȅ 
only wanted my US Dollars. 

L ƘŀŘ ŀ ƎǊŜŀǘ ǘƛƳŜ ǘŀƭƪƛƴƎ ǿƛǘƘ ǘƘŜ ȅƻǳǘƘ ŀǘ ǘƘŜ ŎƘǳǊŎƘΦ  ¢ƘŜȅ ƭƻǾŜŘ !ƳŜǊƛŎŀ ŀƴŘ ŦŜƭǘ ǘƘŀǘ /ƘǊƛǎǘƛŀƴƛǘȅΩǎ ƎǊŜŀǘ 
hope in the world remained America.  When they gave me a chance to speak I thanked them and their families 
for holding fast to their faith in Christ, even in the face of such persecution as the Communists offered.  I told 
them that it was they who were the heroes to people like me.  I then bore them witness about the restoration of 
the Gospel of Christ through the Church of Jesus Christ of Latter-day Saints.  None of them had ever heard about 
it and I advised them to wait a short period and talk to the LDS missionaries when they arrived in their country.  I 
ƪƴƻǿ Ƴŀƴȅ ƻŦ ǘƘŜƳ ǿƻǳƭŘ Řƻ ǎƻΧōǳǘ ǳƴŦƻǊǘǳƴŀǘŜƭȅΣ L ƴŜǾŜǊ had contact with them again. 

When I got back to the hotel, John was not in the Restaurant/Bar where he said he would wait for me. 

I went up to his room and knocked on the door and he asked who it was.  I told him it was me and then heard 
him moving furniture and what not out of the way of the door.  When the door opened, he was somewhat pale 
and I asked him what happened. 

He told me that while he was in the Bar a huge bear of a guy, a Romanian, had asked him if he would change 
Romanian money for US dollars.  John told him he had no US dollars.  The man asked him if he wanted a woman 
ŦƻǊ ǘƘŜ ƴƛƎƘǘΧŀƴŘ WƻƘƴ ǎŀƛŘ ƴƻΣ ƘŜ ǿŀǎ ƘŀǇǇƛƭȅ ƳŀǊǊƛŜŘΦ  !ǇǇŀǊŜƴǘƭȅΣ ǘƘŜ Ƴŀƴ Ǝƻǘ ǳǇǎŜǘΣ ŀƴŘ ƘŀŘ ǎƻƳŜ ƻǘƘŜǊΣ 
even worse things to say at which time John went back to his room and barricaded himself in. 

bŜŜŘƭŜǎǎ ǘƻ ǎŀȅΧŀŦǘŜǊ ǘƘŀǘ ǿŜ ǎǘŀȅŜŘ ǿƛǘƘ ǘƘŜ ǇŜƻǇƭŜ ŦǊƻƳ ǘƘŜ ŎƻƳǇŀƴȅΦ 

Anyhow, to make a long story short, the people at the Romanian company, bless their hearts, could not speak 
English well at all, which was a requirement of the contract.  They also did not have a very good knowledge of 
the CAD program they would need to use. 



 
 

 

hǳǘǎƛŘŜ ǘƘŜ άIƻǘŜƭέ ƛƴ wƻƳŀƴƛŀ 

{ŀŘƭȅΣ ǿŜ ŎƻǳƭŘ ƴƻǘ ƻŦŦŜǊ ǘƘŜƳ ǘƘŜ ǿƻǊƪΧŜǾŜƴ ǘƘƻǳƎƘ L ǿƛǎƘ ǿŜ ŎƻǳƭŘ ƘŀǾŜΦ 

We ended up giving the award to the company in Bangalore which was started by the three men I spoke of.  
Their employees all spoke English well, and they were very proficient with the software. 

I convinced Bell and Cambric to offer them three dollars more an hour for the work, but to stipulate that all 
three of those dollars would go to the people doing the work for us.  My reason was that the company first of all 
was going to make good money on the project even without the $3 per hour more.  But more importantly, the 
personnel working on our project would be absolutely dedicated to us and loyal to a tee.  Three dollars an hour 
extra in India was like a gold-mine, and they would give us their all to do a good job and remain on it for as long 
as they could. And they did. 

!ŦǘŜǊ ƎŜǘǘƛƴƎ ōŀŎƪΣ aƛŘ {ǘŀǘŜΩǎ ƻŦŦŜǊŜŘ me a job managing that contract and then starting a new department in 
their company to get more.  



 
 

 

21. Working for Mid-State consultants in Nephi, Utah 1995-1997 

We moved to Nephi, and it was a nice move. 

It was not Dillon, Montana, but it was a nice small town off of Interstate 15 about 80 miles South of Provo.  
Great agricultural town, but doing Engineering work that paid more. 

But not everyone was happy. 

Katie was ready to graduate and ended up doing so from Beaverhead County High School.  She worked hard to 
finish all the necessary work before she left so she did not have to attend school in Nephi.  We went back with 
her when graduation came that spring and she got her High School Diploma 

 

Katie getting her High School Diploma 

Not long after this, Katie took a job being a Nanny in Connecticut.  It was such a long way away.  We took her to 
the airport in Salt Lake City as she left.  She was the first one in our family to leave home.  I have to admit, I cried 
like a child, as did several of us, as we said goodbye and she got on that airplane. 

But she went out there and did us all proud.  Just as she had done when she went to drive that bicycle to work in 
Dillon. But everything was not alright beyond that. 

Rachel in particular was very unhappy with the move.  I could hardly blame her.  I did not like leaving Dillon, and 
there she was, a year away from graduating, and she was having to move. 

²Ŝ ŦƻǳƴŘ ǎƘŜ ǿŀǎ ǇǊŜǇŀǊƛƴƎ ǘƻ Ǌǳƴ ŀǿŀȅ ŀƴŘ Ǝƻ ōŀŎƪΦ  {ƻΣ L ƘŀŘ ŀ ǘŀƭƪ ǿƛǘƘ ƘŜǊΧŀƴŘ ƛǘ ǿŀǎ ǎǘŜǊƴΧǘƻƻ ǎǘŜǊƴΦ 

She did not want to go to church.  She did not want to live with us, though she was still 16 years old. 

L ǘƻƭŘ ƘŜǊ L ǿŀǎ ƴƻǘ ƎƻƛƴƎ ǘƻ άŦƻǊŎŜέ ƘŜǊ ǘƻ Ǝƻ ǘƻ ŎƘǳǊŎƘΦ  ¢Ƙŀǘ ŀǘ ƘŜǊ ŀƎŜ ǎƘŜ ǎƘƻǳƭŘ ŘŜŎƛŘŜ ŦƻǊ ƘŜǊǎŜƭŦΧǘƘƻǳƎƘ ƛǘ 
disappointed me.  I also told her we knew of her plans and that we would not allow it.  She needed to stay with 
her family unit she was at least 18, and then, as an adult she could do whatever she wanted. 

L ǘƻƭŘ ƘŜǊ ǎƘŜ ŎƻǳƭŘ Řƻ ǘƘŀǘΧƴƻǘ Ǝƻ ǘƻ ŎƘǳǊŎƘΣ ōǳǘ ǎƘŜ ǿƻǳƭŘ ƘŀǾŜ ǘƻ ǎǘŀȅ ŀǘ ƘƻƳŜΦ  !ƴŘ ǘƘŀǘ ƛŦ ǎƘe tried to run 
away, we would find her and that I had a former Bishop who had a school for wayward teens in Central Utah 
about 30 miles from the nearest town and we would put her there for her own good fi we had to. 



 
 

She became very emotional and Gail intervened. 

Gail was not happy the way I had presented Rachel with her options, and she showed me there was another 
ƻǇǘƛƻƴΦ  {ƘŜ ǘƻƻƪ wŀŎƘŜƭΣ .ŜŎƪƛΣ ŀƴŘ WŀǊŜŘΧŦƻǳƴŘ ŀƴ ŀǇŀǊǘƳŜƴǘ ƛƴ 5ƛƭƭƻƴΣ ŀƴŘ ƳƻǾŜŘ ōŀŎƪΗ 

I was devastated.  I did not think it was the answer and that it was not good for Rachel in particular. 

.ǳǘ ǘƘŀǘ ǿŀǎ ƴƻǘ ǘƘŜ ǊŜŀƭ ƛǎǎǳŜ ŦƻǊ DŀƛƭΧŀƴŘ L {¢L[[ ƘŀŘ ƭƻǘǎ ǘƻ ƭŜŀǊƴΦ 

We arranged for it to be that way and Jeff stayed with me in Dillon. 

¦ƭǘƛƳŀǘŜƭȅ wŀŎƘŜƭ ǿƻǳƭŘ ƴƻǘ Ŧƻƭƭƻǿ DŀƛƭΩǎ ǊǳƭŜǎ ŜǾŜƴ ƛƴ 5ƛƭƭƻƴΦ  L had some harsh words with a young man who 
was her suitor because it became apparent that their relationship was something that we, as a family, felt was 
ǳƴǿƘƻƭŜǎƻƳŜΦ  L ŜȄǇƭŀƛƴŜŘ ǘƻ ƘƛƳ ǿƘŀǘ ǎǘŀǘǳǘƻǊȅ ǊŀǇŜ ƳŜŀƴǘΦ  L ŀƳ ǎƻǊǊȅ ǘƻ ƛƴŎƭǳŘŜ ǘƘƛǎ ƛƴ Ƴȅ ƘƛǎǘƻǊȅΧōut this is 
ǿƘŀǘ ƘŀǇǇŜƴǎ ƛƴ ƭƛŦŜΧŀƴŘ ƛǘ ƴƻǘ ŀƭǿŀȅǎ ŀƭƭ ǊƻǎŜǎΦ 

Lǘ ǎŎŀǊŜŘ ǘƘŜ ōƻȅΧŀǎ L ƘƻǇŜŘ ƛǘ ǿƻǳƭŘΦ .ŜŎŀǳǎŜ L ǘƻƭŘ ƘƛƳ ŀǎ wŀŎƘŜƭΩǎ ŦŀǘƘŜǊΣ ŜǾŜƴ ƛŦ wŀŎƘŜƭ ŘƛŘ ƴƻǘ ƻǇǇƻǎŜ Ƙƛǎ 
advances, that if she was under age in Montana, I as the father could press charges, and that I would. 

²ŜƭƭΣ ƘŜ ŘƛŘ ƴƻǘ ǿŀƴǘ ǘƘŀǘΧōǳǘ ǘƘƛǎΣ ȅƻǳ ǎŜŜΣ Ƨǳǎǘ ƳŀŘŜ wŀŎƘŜƭ ƳƻǊŜ ǳǇǎŜǘ ǿƛǘƘ ƳŜΦ {ƘŜ ǳƭǘƛƳŀǘŜƭȅ ǿŜƴǘ ǘƻ ŀ 
Judge there in Dillon and got legally separated from our family so she could live on her own.   My efforts to try 
ŀƴŘ άǇǊƻǘŜŎǘέ her from what she wanted to do led her to that Judge in Dillon who approved her request. 

I was very upset with that Judge and felt he was allowing the virtual break up of families.  Of course, he may well 
have remembered me and my fight over the text book in Dillon and could well have been one of the individuals 
ǿƘƻ ŘƛŘ ƴƻǘ άŀǇǇǊƻǾŜέ ƻŦ ƳŜ ƎŜǘǘƛƴƎ ǘƘŜ ŎƻƳƳǳƴƛǘȅ ŀƭƭ ǿƻǊƪŜŘ ǳǇ ƻǾŜǊ ƛǘΦ  ¢ƻ ǘƘƛǎ Řŀȅ L Řƻ ƴƻǘ ǊŜƎǊŜǘ ŘƻƛƴƎ 
ǎƻΧōǳǘ L ŘƛŘ ǊŜƎǊŜǘ ǿƘŀǘ ƘŀǇǇŜƴŜŘ ŦƻǊ ŀ ŦŜǿ ȅŜŀǊǎ ǘƻ ƻǳǊ ŦŀƳƛƭȅΦ 

Anyhow, some friends of ours in Dillon agreed to let Rachel live with them, and Gail and the other kids moved 
back together in Nephi.  I am glad we did.  We needed to, and the thought of our family separated like that was 
like driving a nail through my heart. 

At one point in all of this Gail and I agreed to meet with Carlos Assay.  The man who helped teach my family the 
gospel and who had married Gail and I in April 1978 in Salt Lake City Temple.  He had some hard advice for me. 

Basically, it was, Jeff, you need to be less imposing ŀƴŘ ƛƴǎƛǎǘŜƴǘΦ  ¸ŜǎΣ ȅƻǳ ŀǊŜ ǘƘŜ ƭŜŀŘŜǊ ƛƴ ǘƘŜ ƘƻƳŜΧōǳǘ ȅƻǳ 
have to lead with love and insure that your decisions, however right they may be, do not drive the family apart. 

One thing I have to say here.  It is a memory I have that I should share.  Jeff stuck with me in Nephi and we 
would play those computer games.  On one occasion, we were fighting the computer together.  We were 
winning but I kept noticing I was being attacked and could not figure out from where or whom.  It turned out it 
was Jeff!  The little bugger had broken our alliance and I could not even imagine it and as I was fighting the 
computer, he was out to win the whole game! 

On another occasion I was too much into the game.  Jeff was just young and he made a mistake and it cost us as 
we werŜ ǇƭŀȅƛƴƎΦ  L ǊŜƳŜƳōŜǊ ōŜƛƴƎ ŦǊǳǎǘǊŀǘŜŘ ŀƴŘ ǎŀȅƛƴƎΣ άWŜŦŦΧƘƻǿ ŎƻǳƭŘ ȅƻǳ ōŜ ǎƻ ǎǘǳǇƛŘΗέ  ²ŜƭƭΣ ƛǘ ōǊƻƪŜ 
WŜŦŦΩǎ ƘŜŀǊǘ ŀƴŘ L ŎƻǳƭŘ ǎŜŜ ǘƘŜ ǘŜŀǊǎ ŎƻƳƛƴƎ ƻǳǘ ǘƘŜ ŎƻǊƴŜǊǎ ƻŦ Ƙƛǎ ŜȅŜǎΦ  ¢ƘŜƴ ǘƘŜ [ƻǊŘ ŀƴŘ Iƛǎ {ǇƛǊƛǘ ŎƘŀǎǘƛǎŜŘ 
me and I had to repent.  I hugged him and told him how sorry I was that it was not him that was stupid, but me.  
I apologized and let him know that things with the family were hurting me and I was so sorry to respond that 
ǿŀȅ ŀƴŘ ǘŀƪŜ ƛǘ ƻǳǘ ƻƴ ƘƛƳΦ  IŜ ŦƻǊƎŀǾŜ ƳŜΧŀƴŘ L ǿŀǎ ǘƘŀƴƪŦǳƭ ŦƻǊ ƛǘΣ ŀƴd his love. 

As I say, even as we grow older we all have lots to learn. 

Ultimately, Gail came home and we had a good home in Nephi, and our family was back together there, now 



 
 

being Gail, myself, Becki, Jeff, and Jared. 

Jeff got into playing football, and Becki was a cheerleader there. 

Jared had started school in Nephi and our family, though smaller now by two, was experiencing what all families 
do one way or another.  Our kids were growing older and leaving home 

 

Our home in Nephi, Utah 

In the meantime, work in Nephi was stable and the people there at Mid-state Consultants liked me.  They gave 
me a raise and lots of responsibility. 

 

Mid-state consultants in Nephi, Utah 

But, despite all of this, I was still somewhat stubborn about Dillon, and I did not like the course our nation had 
taken under Bill Clinton.   

We had some property in Montana still and I had thoughts in the back of my mind about the family 
homesteading it and getting away from the trouble that might be coming. This idea only further intensified 
DŀƛƭΩǎ ŦŜŜƭƛƴƎǎΧŀƴŘ ǳƴŘŜǊǎǘŀƴŘŀōƭȅ ǎƻΦ 

{ƘŜ ǿŀǎ ƭƻƻƪƛƴƎ ŦƻǊ ǳǎ ǘƻ ōŜŎƻƳŜ ǎǘŀōƭŜΧŀƴŘ ǎǘŀōƭŜ ŦƻǊ ȅŜŀǊǎΦ  ¢ŀƭƪ ŀōƻǳǘ ǇƻǘŜƴǘƛŀƭ ŘƻǿƴǘǳǊƴǎ ŀƴŘ ƎƻǾŜǊƴƳŜƴǘ 
ƛƴŘƛǾƛŘǳŀƭǎ ǿƘƻ ƳƛƎƘǘ ŘŜǎǘǊƻȅ ǎǘŀōƛƭƛǘȅ ǿŀǎ ƴƻǘ ƘŜƭǇƛƴƎΧƘƻǿŜǾŜǊ ƳǳŎƘ ƛǘ ŎƻǳƭŘ ǇǊƻǾŜ ŀŎŎǳǊŀǘŜΦ 

Such feelings and such conflicting interests are what families have to maneuver through in life.  Ultimately, their 
love of God, their love of one another, and their love of country and in particular in this land, the Constitution 



 
 

and the principles the mansion is founded on, itself (and in that order) have to guide families through such 
ŎƛǊŎǳƳǎǘŀƴŎŜǎΦ  ¦ƭǘƛƳŀǘŜƭȅ ƛǘ ǿƻǳƭŘ ǳǎΧōǳǘ ƛǘ ǎǘƛƭƭ ǿŀǎ ƎƻƛƴƎ ǘƻ ǘŀƪŜ ǎƻƳŜ ǘƛƳŜ ŀƴŘ ŜȄǇŜǊƛŜƴŎŜΦ 

!ǎ ŦŀǊ ŀǎ ǘƘŜ ŎƻǳƴǘǊȅ ŀƴŘ ǘƘŜ Ŏƻƴǎǘƛǘǳǘƛƻƴ ƛǎ ŎƻƴŎŜǊƴŜŘΧL ƘŀŘ ōŜŜƴ ǊŀƛǎŜŘ ōȅ ǇŀǊŜƴǘǎ ǿƘo had an unwavering 
ŎƻƳƳƛǘƳŜƴǘ ǘƻ ƛǘΦ  .ȅ ŀ ŦŀǘƘŜǊ όŀƴŘ Ƙƛǎ ŦŀǘƘŜǊΣ ŀƴŘ Ƴȅ ƎǊŀƴŘŦŀǘƘŜǊ ƻƴ aƻƳΩǎ ǎƛŘŜΣ ŀƴŘ ƘŜǊ ōǊƻǘƘŜǊύ ŀƴŘ Ƴŀƴȅ 
ǳƴŎƭŜǎ ǿƘƻ ǊƛǎƪŜŘ ǘƘŜƛǊ ƭƛǾŜǎ ŦƻǊ ǘƘƛǎ ƴŀǘƛƻƴ ŀƴŘ ǘƘŜ ǇǊƛƴŎƛǇƭŜǎ ǳǇƻƴ ǿƘƛŎƘ ƛǘ ǿŀǎ ŦƻǳƴŘŜŘΦ  aȅ aƻƳΩǎ ōǊƻǘƘŜǊΣ 
Uncle Albert, died over Germany defending it and fighting those forces who would destroy it. 

Brother Benson had reminded me of these things in the 1980s when I met with him for that week.  That our 
ƴŀǘƛƻƴ ŀƭǎƻ ŦŀŎŜŘ ŘŀƴƎŜǊǎΧǎŜǊƛƻǳǎ ŘŀƴƎŜǊǎΧŦǊƻƳ ǿƛǘƘƛƴΦ  /ƻƳƛƴƎ ǘƻ ǘŜǊƳǎ ǿƛǘh it and how to fight it was 
ǎƻƳŜǘƘƛƴƎ ǿŜ ǿŜǊŜ ǎǘǊǳƎƎƭƛƴƎ ǿƛǘƘ ǿƘƛƭŜ ŜƴǎǳǊƛƴƎ ƻǳǊ ŦŀƳƛƭȅ ǿŀǎ ƴƻǘ ƻƴƭȅ ǎŀŦŜΧōǳǘ ǎƻǳƴŘΦ  Lǘ ǿŀǎ ŀ ǇŀǊǘ ƻŦ ǿƘƻ 
I am, and learning how to deal with that part without forsaking it, but being able to keep it such that our family 
was strengthened by it and not harmed, was something we both (Gail and I) had to learn together, and as you 
ǎƘŀƭƭ ǎŜŜΧǿŜ ǎǘƛƭƭ ƘŀŘ ƳƻǊŜ ǘƻ ƭŜŀǊƴΦ 

I ended up looking for even better work for our family.  Max Raisor at BYU was willing to hire me to teach at 
BYU.  Such a job, though not as high paying, would provide for all of our kids college education at BYU. In 
addition, my friend, Jeff Barrus, who had worked for me at SDRC, was trying to put together a position for me at 
Micron Electronics in Boise, Idaho where he had ended up as a Director over laptop computer development. 

I some time off at work and took Jeff and Jared and went to the property in Montana I spoke of.  I wanted to 
pray about it, and I wanted to see what the boys thought of the land and living on it.  We took our old Suburban 
that we had had for some time while we were there. 

 

 

Our Suburban on our Land in Montana in early 1997 



 
 

While we were there, a friend of ours, Gordon Cleverly, whom we knew from Dillon and who had been in our 

Ward there ŀƴŘ ǿŀǎ ŀ ƎƻƻŘ ŦǊƛŜƴŘ ǿƛǘƘ ǿƘƻƳ ǿŜ ƘŀŘ ŘƻƴŜ ƴǳƳŜǊƻǳǎ ǘƘƛƴƎǎ ŀǎ ŦŀƳƛƭƛŜǎΧƭƛƪŜ ƘŜƭǇƛƴƎ ǘƘŜƳ 

brand their calves and do work on their ranch, showed up one night with a message that I needed to call Gail 

immediately.  He knew where our property was and he drove ŀƭƭ ǘƘŜ ǿŀȅ ǘƻ ƎŜǘ ǳǎ DŀƛƭΩǎ ƳŜǎǎŀƎŜΦ 

L Ǝƻǘ ǘƘŜ ōƻȅǎ ŀƴŘ ǿŜ ǿŜƴǘ Řƻǿƴ ǘƻ ǘƘŜ /ƭŜǾŜǊƭŜȅΩǎ ƘƻǳǎŜΣ ǿƘƛŎƘ ǿŀǎ ŀōƻǳǘ пл ƳƛƭŜǎ ŦǊƻƳ ǿƘŜǊŜ ǿŜ ǿŜǊŜΣ ŀƴŘ L 

called Gail.  She wanted me to know that the offer from BYU and Max Raisor had come through, and it was a 

really good offer.  But he needed a decision 

We cut our trip off and drove back to Nephi. 

I talked to Jeff at Micron and let him know I needed to know what he had, because the offer at BYU was on the 

table.  He went to his Vice President and within a few days, he too had an offer.  Gail and I prayed about them 

both.  Ultimately we felt strongly, through the Spirit, that our family needed to go to Boise.  It would be more 

ƭƛƪŜ ƻǳǊ ŦŀƳƛƭȅ ƘŀŘ ōŜŜƴ ǳǎŜŘ ǘƻΣ ŀƴŘ ǿƻǳƭŘ ŎŀǳǎŜ ǘƘŜ ƭŜŀǎǘ ƛƳƳŜŘƛŀǘŜ ǎǘǊŀƛƴΧōǳǘ ƳƻǊŜ ƛƳǇortantly, we had 

that spiritual feeling inside, in our hearts and souls, that it was right. 

So we chose Micron and ended up going to the Boise area to look around. 

The salary, though not as high as what I had enjoyed at SDRC, was very generous and would help us start to 

make up financially for what we had lost.  We found a small town, Emmett, Idaho, about 25 miles from work and 

ŦǊƻƳ .ƻƛǎŜ ǘƘŀǘ ŀƭǎƻ ƎŀǾŜ ǎ ǘƘŀǘ ƎƻƻŘ ŦŜŜƭƛƴƎΧƭƛƪŜ ǿŜ ǿŜǊŜ ǎǳǇǇƻǎŜŘ ǘƻ ŦƛƴŘ ƛǘ ŀƴŘ ōŜ ǘƘŜǊŜΦ 

I told Max Raisor, and felt somewhat bad, even though it was the right decision.  I explained it to him and he 

ŀƎǊŜŜŘΧōǳǘ ƘŜ ƘŀŘ ǇǳƭƭŜŘ ǎƻƳŜ ǎǘǊƛƴƎǎ ŀƴŘ ƳŀŘŜ ƳŜ ŀ ƎŜƴŜǊƻǳǎ ƻŦŦŜǊ ǘƻ ǘŜŀŎƘ ƭƛƪŜ ǘƘŀǘ ŀǘ .¸¦ΧǿƘƛŎƘ L ƪƴƻǿ L 

would have excelled at and loved. 

I told the folks at Mid-State.  I have to say that I was sorry to leave them too.  They had been so good to me 

ǘƘǊƻǳƎƘ ǎƻƳŜ ŘƛŦŦƛŎǳƭǘ ǘƛƳŜǎΦ  ¢ƘŜ [ƻǊŘ ƘŀŘ ǇǊƻǾƛŘŜŘ ǘƘŜƳ ŀǎ ŀ ǎƘŜƭǘŜǊ ŦƻǊ ǳǎΧŀƴŘ ŦƻǊ ƳŜ ƛƴ ǇŀǊǘƛŎǳƭŀǊΣ ǘƻ ōǊƛŘƎŜ 

my return into Engineering. 

I went to work for Micron Electronics in the fall of 1997 



 
 

 

22. Move to Idaho, Micron, getting a Home, Katie gets married 1997-2000 

I was hired as the director of Portable Product development.  It involved leading the entire team, design, 
ƳŀƴǳŦŀŎǘǳǊƛƴƎΣ ƳŀǊƪŜǘƛƴƎΣ ǎŀƭŜǎ ŀƴŘ ǎǳǇǇƻǊǘΧǘƘŜ ŜƴǘƛǊŜ ōǳǎƛƴŜǎǎ ƻŦ ƳŀƪƛƴƎ aƛŎǊƻƴΩǎ ǇƻǊǘŀōƭŜ ǇǊƻŘǳŎǘǎ 
ŀǾŀƛƭŀōƭŜ ǘƻ ǘƘŜ ŎǳǎǘƻƳŜǊǎΦ  CǊƻƳ ƛƴŘƛǾƛŘǳŀƭǎΣ ǘƻ ŎƻƳǇŀƴƛŜǎΣ ǘƻ ǘƘŜ ƎƻǾŜǊƴƳŜƴǘΧƭƻŎŀƭΣ ǎǘŀǘŜΣ ŀƴŘ ŦŜŘŜǊŀƭΦ 

aƛŎǊƻƴ 9ƭŜŎǘǊƻƴƛŎǎ ŀǎ ƪƴƻǿƴ ŦƻǊ ǘƘŜ ōŜǎǘ ŜƴƎƛƴŜŜǊŜŘ ǇƻǊǘŀōƭŜǎΧƴƻǘŜōƻƻƪǎ ŀƴŘ ƭŀǇǘƻǇǎΣ ōǳǘ ƴƻǘ ŦƻǊ ǘƘŜ ƭŜŀǎǘ 
expensive.  We were the 3rd largest producer in the world, behind Dell and Compaq computers. 

We had great margins and looked for ways to reduce our pricing, but maintain our profits. 

I had a team of engineers and product managers who reported directly up through the various product lines. 

As I had done at SDRC, I became personally involved with a lot of the work.  I took my job personally and wanted 
to make sure if I was going to make decisions, then I wanted to be aware enough of the design and the issues to 
be able to do so soundly.  This meant travel to the manufacturing plants that we were using and ensuring that 
our product managers and quality assurance people knew what our company management expected of them 
and for them to be able to pass it on to our partners. 

We assembled some of the machines in our own plant from some of our own and some supplied parts.  We had 
other machines where they were assembled in plants off-shore that we, in essence-managed to ensure that they 
built them properly to our specs. 

¢Ƙƛǎ ōǳǎƛƴŜǎǎ ƳƻŘŜƭ ǿŀǎ ǿƘŜǊŜ ǿŜ ŎƻǳƭŘ ƳŀƪŜ ǘƘŜ ōŜǎǘ ƳƻƴŜȅΧōǳǘ ŀƭǎƻ ǿƘŜǊŜ ǘƘŜ Ƴƻǎǘ Ǌƛǎƪ ǿŀǎ ǳƴƭŜǎǎ ǿŜ 
managed our partners properly to get them to make the product according to our specifications and design. 

I ended up spending a lot of time in Taiwan with a new partner we choose, Alpha Top in Taipei.  Apple had also 
chosen them to help build some of their products.  I go to know them very well, from their product mangers up 
ǘƻ ǘƘŜ tǊŜǎƛŘŜƴǘ ƻŦ ǘƘŜƛǊ ŎƻƳǇŀƴȅΦ  L ƳŀŘŜ ǎŜǾŜǊŀƭ ǘǊƛǇǎ ǘƘŜǊŜΧǎƻƳŜǘƛƳŜǎ ŀǎ ƭƻƴƎ ŀs 3-4 weeks at a time. 

Lǘ ǿƻǳƭŘ ōŜ Ŝŀǎȅ ǘƻ ŀǎƪΣ άIƻǿ ǘƘƛǎ ǿŀǎ ƘŜƭǇƛƴƎ ŀǘ ƘƻƳŜΚέ 

Well, it was because we had both, Gail and I discussed the decision and made it together.  She knew this was 
right for us, and so what it took to do the job was also right as long as we both stayed together on it. 

 

Myself and one of the Product Managers at Alpha Top in Taiwan 



 
 

 

 

Some of the Distinctive Chinese architecture in Taiwan 

 

7-мм ƛƴ ¢ŀƛǿŀƴΧ[h[Η 

The people in Taiwan loved America and most Americans.  I remember in 1998 hearing their President giving a 
speech on July 4th that put our President at the time, Bill Clinton, to shame.  Whereas in Taiwan they talked 
about the foundation of America and its inspired Constitution, and celebrated it, President Clinton at the time 
ǿŀǎ ǊǳƴƴƛƴƎ !ƳŜǊƛŎŀ Řƻǿƴ ŀƴŘ ƛƳǇƭȅƛƴƎ ǘƘŀǘ ǿŜ ƳƛƎƘǘ ōŜ ŀ ƭƻǘ ƻŦ ǘƘŜ ǿƻǊƭŘΩǎ ǇǊƻōƭŜƳΧǿƘƛŎƘ ǿŀǎ Ƨǳǎǘ ƴƻǘ ǘǊǳŜΦ  
Just the same it was an interesting experience. 

As you can see, in Taiwan, like most of the foreign nations I visited, they had 7-ммǎΣ aŎ5ƻƴŀƭŘΩǎ Kentucky Fried 
Chicken, etc.  But my main purpose in being there was to ensure that they were meeting our needs as a 
ŎƻƳǇŀƴȅΧŀƴŘ L ƘŀǾŜ ǘƻ ǎŀȅ ǘƘŀǘ ǘƘŜȅ ǿŜǊŜΦ 

While all of this was going on, we found a home.   

First, I moved into an apartment the company provided for me in September 1997.  It was only about ten miles 
from work, over on the west end of Boise.  Our factory was in Nampa, Idaho, to the west of Boise. 

Gail and I decided to buy a manufactured home.  Not a mobile home, but a home manufactured with 2x8 
ƛƴǘŜǊƛƻǊ ǎǘǳŘǎΣ ŀ ƴƻǊƳŀƭ ǎƭƻǇŜ ǘƻ ǘƘŜ ǊƻƻŦΣ ŀƴŘ ƳǳŎƘ ƭŀǊƎŜǊ ǘƘŀƴ άƳƻōƛƭŜέ ƘƻƳŜǎΦ  ¢Ƙƛǎ ƘƻƳŜ ǿŀǎ ŀƭƳƻǎǘ нΣллл 
square feet and we were adding a front porch and a carport to it that we would later turn into a garage. 



 
 

We found a perfect lot for it just outside of Emmett, about two blocks from church.  It already had a well, had 
irrigation rights for water, and already had a sceptic tank.  Someone had been going to build there, but then 
were unable to do so and were selling it all for a good price.  We were blessed to find it. 

Emmett is a beautiful small town on the Payette River, over some foothills from the Boise River valley where 
.ƻƛǎŜΣ 9ŀƎƭŜΣ aŜǊƛŘƛŀƴΣ bŀƳǇŀ ŀƴŘ /ŀƭŘǿŜƭƭ ŀǊŜ ŀƭƭ ƭƻŎŀǘŜŘ ƛƴ ǿƘŀǘ ƛǎ LŘŀƘƻΩǎ ƭŀǊƎŜǎǘ ƳŜǘǊƻǇƻƭƛǘŀƴ ŀǊŜŀ ƻŦ ŀōƻǳǘ 
225, 000 people 

As you come down from those foothills, the valley opens up in front of you at a Historic/Memorial Turn out: 

 

 

There is a 911 Memoria also there that is very nice: 

 



 
 

This leads to a wonderful view of the town and valley: 

 

In October 1997, Katie (who came back from Connecticut, and who had met her future husband in Nephi), and 
Becki moved in with me.  Then in December Gail and Jeff and Jared came.  That small two-bedroom apartment 
was something we lived in while they were getting our house ready and it was quite cramped.  We will always 
ǊŜƳŜƳōŜǊ ƛǘΣ ŀƴŘ ƻǳǊ ŘƻǿƴǎǘŀƛǊǎ ƴŜƛƎƘōƻǊǎ ǿƘƻΣ ƭŜǘΩǎ Ƨǳǎǘ ǎŀȅ ŘƛŘ ƴƻǘ ƘŀǾŜ ƳǳŎƘ ǇŀǘƛŜƴŎŜ ŦƻǊ ŀ ŦŀƳƛƭȅ ƭƛǾƛƴƎ 
above them.  LOL!  How many times will we remember the man banging on the ceiling of their apartment at the 
sligƘǘŜǎǘ ƴƻƛǎŜΧƻǊ ŜǾŜƴ ƳƻǾŜƳŜƴǘΚ .ǳǘ ŀƭƭ ƻŦ ǘƘŀǘ ǇŀǎǎŜŘ ŀƴŘ ǿŜ ǎƻƻƴ ƳƻǾŜŘ ƛƴǘƻ ƻǳǊ ƘƻƳŜΦ 

Rachel was still in Montana.  I had driven up to see her the year before and took her out to eat.  I told how much 
I loved her and how sorry I was we had been upset with ƻƴŜ ŀƴƻǘƘŜǊΧōǳǘ ǘƘŀǘ L ǿŀǎ ƴƻǘ ƻƴƭȅ ǎƻǊǊȅΣ ōǳǘ ǿƛƭƭƛƴƎ ǘƻ 
forgive her too, if she would me.  We had gone to see her get her diploma, and by this time she was living with a 
ȅƻǳƴƎ Ƴŀƴ ƛƴ .ƻȊŜƳŀƴΣ aƻƴǘŀƴŀΦ  ²Ŝ ƘŀŘ ŘǊƛǾŜƴ ǳǇ ǘƻ ƘŜƭǇ ƘŜǊ ƳƻǾŜΧōǳǘ ǘƘŀǘ ǘƻƻ ƘŀŘ Ŝnded badly, and I just 
ƪƴŜǿ L ƘŀŘ ǘƻ ǘŜƭƭ ƘŜǊ L ǿŀǎ ǎƻǊǊȅ ŦƻǊ Ƙƻǿ ǘƘƛƴƎǎ ƘŀŘ ǘǳǊƴŜŘ ƻǳǘΧŀƴŘ ŜǾŜƴ ǘƘƻǳƎƘ L ǿƻǳƭŘ ŀƭǿŀȅǎΣ ŀǎ ŀ ŦŀǘƘŜǊΣ ǘǊȅ 
and look out for my girls, I was sorry it had caused such upset feelings. 

She said she would forgive me and we parted aƴŘ ƭŜŦǘ ƛǘ ƭƛƪŜ ǘƘŀǘ ŦƻǊ ǘƘŜ ǘƛƳŜ ōŜƛƴƎΧŀƴŘ L ōŜƭƛŜǾŜ ƛǘ ƘŜƭǇŜŘ ŀƴŘ 
turned some corners for us. 

bƻǘ ƭƻƴƎ ŀŦǘŜǊ ǘƘŀǘΣ YŀǘƛŜ ŀƴŘ ƘŜǊ ōƻȅŦǊƛŜƴŘΣ bŀǘƘŀƴ ¢ǊǳƧƛƭƭƻ όƴƻ ǊŜƭŀǘƛƻƴ ǘƻ ǘƘŜ ŜŀǊƭƛŜǊ Wǳŀƴ ¢ǊǳƧƛƭƭƻΧōǳǘ 
interesting how things come around, eh?  LOL!).  Anyway, the two of them got married in May 1998 not long 
after we moved into our new home. Later, they were sealed in the Salt Lake city Temple.  We were very proud of 
them both. 

 



 
 

Katie and Nathan at the Salt Lake Temple 

And, as I said, we moved into our new home.  We started off with the house and carport, and then over a 16-17 

year period, built out the carport, then added on an addition, then turned the addition into an apartment for 

DŀƛƭΩǎ ŦƻƭƪǎΦ  IŜǊŜ ŀǊŜ ǇƛŎǘǳǊŜǎ ƻŦ ǘƘŀǘ ǇǊƻƎǊŜǎǎƛƻƴ ǘƻ ƻǳǊ ƘƻƳŜΦ 

 

Our hƻƳŜ ǿƛǘƘ ǘƘŜ ǇƻǊŎƘ ŀƴŘ ŎŀǊ ǇƻǊǘΧŀƴŘ WŜŦŦ ǎǘŀƴŘƛƴƎ ƛƴ ŦǊƻƴǘ 

 

The house, circa 2003, with the carport closed in. 

 

The house, circa 2016 with the complete addition completed 



 
 

So, we had found and had built the home we wanted and have lived in it ever since.  !ǎ L ǿǊƛǘŜ ǘƘƛǎΣ ǘƘŀǘΩǎ ōŜŜƴ 
twenty years!  What a blessing for us.  That, probably above many other things, helped our family become 
settled and at ease, and allowed us to rediscover the wonderful and eternal love we always had for each 
ƻǘƘŜǊΧŘŜǎǇƛǘŜ ǿƘŀtever difficulties.  And there were plenty of difficulties yet to come. 

The first came in 2000, when new management at Micron Electronics literally bankrupted the company. 

I was working closely with upper management, so saw it coming.  Jeff Barrus and I tried talk about to 
management and did our level best to warn and inform them of what was likely to happen.  But they would 
have none of it.  They simply either could not, or did not want to hear it. 

I came to the conclusion that there were some risqué stock deals going on, where the new President came into 
to purposely run the company down and sell it off.  Which was exactly what he did.   

And then, after taking a multi-billion-dollar company down, and literally having to give money to the new buyer 
to take it, he got a huge promotion by getting a much larger paying job with an even larger company at the end 
of it.  I suspect that someone made a lot of money in those deals. 

Problem was that about 2,000 people lost their jobs, many of which had to move with their families and try to 
find other work.  I saw it coming and so left Micron before it got so bad that people were desperate and flooding 
the market looking for jobs.   

First Alpha Top hired me as a consultant and I got some really good work done for them.  It also gave me the 
opportunity to become personally involved in a couple of things happening in the country while I was between 
ŎƻƴǎǳƭǘƛƴƎ WƻōǎΦ  !ƴŘ ƻƴŎŜ ŀƎŀƛƴΧL ƘŀŘ ŦǊƛŜƴŘǎ ƛƴ ǘƛƳŜ ƻŦ ƴŜŜŘΦ 



 
 

23. !ƭǇƘŀ ¢ƻǇ ŎƻƴǎǳƭǘƛƴƎΣ aŀǊŎƘ ŦƻǊ [ƛōŜǊǘȅΣ WŀǊŜŘΩǎ WƻǳǊƴŀƭ of our trip in 2000 

As I had mentioned, I came to know the President of Alpha Top in Taiwan.  As Micron was making the decisions 
that ultimate had them go out of business, I approached them about leaving Micron and becoming a consultant.   

I had to do so carefully to ensure that there was no potential for any accusation of insider kind of deals, or 
conflicts of interest.  I did this by simply being above board with Micron and getting their permission to become 
a liaison between Alpha Top and themselves, and to sign legal agreements that nothing I knew about Micron 
would be passed on to or divulged to any other company I was likely to consult with.  With those stipulations, 
they were happy to do so. 

So, in 2000 I began working for them and it was a pleasant experience.  They had complete trust in me, and I in 
them. They knew that I understood the business and was completely honest about what they could do to best 
make the business work positively for both Alpha Top and Micron, and anyone else they had me work for. 

And we did good work. 

At the same time, deeply concerning things were happening in the nation. 

As I mentioned earlier, the Clinton administration had turned the country on its end and were doing things 
patently unconstitutional. 

Having worked on numerous military contracts in my career and having to have secret government clearances 
wherein I took an oath to protect and defend the Constitution against all enemies foreign or domestic and to 
bear true faith and allegiance to the constitution, I was very concerned and took that oath seriously. 

I began to write articles and to speak out, and many people read them because I published them online. 

A number of us decided to put together, get permits for, and hold a rally in Washington DC in the fall of 2000.  
People would be coming from all over the country. 

Gail and I too a three-week vacation to do this. It centered on meeting in Washington DC, but we also decided to 
make it an historic trip following the migrant trail out, going to the rally, then on to Bosǘƻƴ ǘƻ Ǿƛǎƛǘ DŀƛƭΩǎ ōǊƻǘƘŜǊ 
Denni and his wife and also visit all of the historic sites around Boston dealing with the revolutionary war, and 
then follow the Mormon Pioneer trail back. 

.ŜŎƪƛ ŀƴŘ WŜŦŦ ŎƻǳƭŘ ƴƻǘ ƎŜǘ ƻǳǘ ƻŦ ǎŎƘƻƻƭ ŦƻǊ ǘƘŀǘ ƭƻƴƎΣ ōǳǘ WŀǊŜŘΩǎ Ŝlementary teacher actually encouraged him 
and said if he kept a good journal of all the places we visited and what they meant, and then presented it when 
he got back, that she would give him a grade for all of his other work commensurate with the grade he got for 
the report. 

It was a GREAT thing! 

The Rally was about the constitutional issues that were occurring and we invited anyone who understood the 
types of things that were happening to come and they could speak at our rally.   

We had a few better-known speakers, but we announced and promoted it for the everyday persons.  Literally 
anyone who wanted to come and speak out.  We had some guidelines to make sure people who might be 
opposed to what we were doing could not use it as a soap box to attack us. (The meant that I and others who 
were managing the rally would listen to the speeches and if anyone got off queue, we simply cut them off and 
asked the next person to step up). 

Luckily, we only had to do that a couple of times and we had the Park Service Security people there to back us 
up if needed.  They never had to. 



 
 

Here are some pictures from the trip out, the even itself, and then the trip back. 

 

Independence Rock in Wyoming 

 

Jared at Independence Rock in Wyoming 

 

Here I am at the little-known Nebraska National forest 



 
 

 

Gail and Jared at the Corn Palace in Kansas 

 

Jared at the Bloody Angle at Gettysburg 

 

!ǘ ǘƘŜ ǎǇƻǘ ƻŦ /ƻƴŦŜŘŜǊŀǘŜ DŜƴŜǊŀƭ !ǊƳƛǎǘŜŀŘΩǎ ŦǳǊǘƘŜǎǘ ŀŘǾŀƴŎŜ ŀǘ DŜǘǘȅǎōǳǊƎ 



 
 

 

Coming into Washington DC 

Once we got to Washington DC, it was time for me to prepare for and hold the rally.  We stayed the night with 
some friends in Virginia who knew we were coming.  In fact, we stopped along the way and met with several 
friends who knew we were coming by, but who themselves could not make the rally.  They were so supportive, 
and good friend.  Anyhow, here are some of the pictures from that event, the March for Liberty on 2000 in 
Washington, DC. Held at the Lincoln Memorial 

 

Me and my friend Tom, before the Rally. 



 
 

 

Delivering a speech at the Lincoln Memorial about the Constitution and how critical it is to be vigilant 

 

Talking with folks lined up to speak 

 

My friend and another organizer, Bob, listening to a speech 

We held the rally for about seven hours, from 10 AM until 5 PM.  Most of the time there were 100-200 people 
around, sometimes more and sometimes less.  Around noon, we several hundred. Not a huge turnout, but it was 
effective and I know a lot of people left there thinking much harder about our nation and the state it found itself 



 
 

ƛƴΧŀƴŘ ƳƻǾed to be vigilant about the Constitution.  To read it.  To understand it, and to protect it. 

It was a great experience, and I know it helped stoke the flames somewhat of my own commitment to trying to 
keep people informed. So, I set up a web site, JEFFHEAD.COM and began posting articles there and keeping track 
of some of the issues of the day.  That site, over the following ten years got upwards of five million hits from 
people who heard about it and then began reading.   

I do not believe there is anything ǎƻƳŜƻƴŜ ƭƛƪŜ ƳŜΧǊŜƭŀǘƛǾŜƭȅ ǳƴƪƴƻǿƴΧŎƻǳƭŘ ŜǾŜǊ ƘŀǾŜ ŘƻƴŜ ǘƻ ƎŜǘ ǘƘŜ ǿƻǊƭŘ 
ƻǳǘ ŀƴȅ ōŜǘǘŜǊΧŀƴŘ ƻǳǘ ƴŀǘƛƻƴ ƴŜŜŘǎ ǳǎ ǘƻ ǳƴŘŜǊǎǘŀƴŘ ǿƘŀǘ ƛǘǎ ŦǊŜŜŘƻƳǎ ŀǊŜ ōŀǎŜŘ ƻƴ ŀƴŘ ƘŜƭǇ ƻǘƘŜǊǎ ǘƻ 
understand so we preserve them.   

The most important of those has always been to understand that there is a God in Heaven, who, like Patrick 
Henry said, watches over the affairs of man.  It is He who safeguards our freedoms as long as we worship Him 
and follow Him as He has asked.  In fact, there is a promise on this land in particular, that if we shall follow Him 
and His Son, Jesus Christ, we shall be able to always keep our freedoms. 

Read Ether 2: 10-12, and in the Book of Mormon.  Also read II Chronicles 7:14 in the Bible. This is how America 
stays free, and her Constitution was inspired by God towards those ends. 

John Adams, said the following about it, "Our Constitution was made only for a moral and religious people. It is 

wholly inadequate for the government of any other." 

As the rally was going on, Gail was taking Jared to the Smithsonian Institution and to see other historical places 

around the Capitol and the many monuments. 

 

Jared at the Smithsonian Institution 



 
 

CǊƻƳ ²ŀǎƘƛƴƎǘƻƴ 5/Σ ǿŜ ŘǊƻǾŜ ǳǇ ǘƻ .ƻǎǘƻƴ ŀƴŘ ǎǇŜƴǘ ŀ ŦŜǿ Řŀȅǎ ǿƛǘƘ DŀƛƭΩǎ ōǊƻǘƘŜǊΣ 5ŜƴƴƛΦ  Lǘ ǿŀǎ ŀ 

wonderful visit and they welcomed us into their home.  Here are pictures of some of the many things we saw 

ǿƘƛƭŜ ǘƘŜǊŜ ƛƴ ǘƘŜ .ƻǎǘƻƴ ŀǊŜŀΧŀƴ ƘƛǎǘƻǊƛŎŀƭ aŜŎŎŀ ŦƻǊ !ƳŜǊƛŎŀΦ  CǊƻƳ ǘƘŜ tƛƭƎǊƛƳǎΣ ǘƘǊƻǳƎƘ ǘƘŜ wŜǾƻƭǳǘƛƻƴŀǊȅ 

war and further on too. 

I have to say, I really enjoyed the many things we were seeing.  I cannot believe any American citizen with an 

ounce of love for their country could not. 

 

Plymouth Rock 

 

The Mayflower 

 

Lexington Green 

 



 
 

 

North Bridge at Concord 

 

tŀǳƭ wŜǾŜǊŜΩǎ ǎǘŀǊǘƛƴƎ ǇƻƛƴǘΣ ƻƴŜ ƻŦ ōȅ ƭŀƴŘΣ ǘǿƻ ƛŦ ōy sea 



 
 

 

The USS Constitution 

We could talk all day about all that we saw in Boston.  There is a National Park there that follows the Battle Road 
from Boston to Lexington where the British defeated a small band of militia who were determined to stop them, 
on to Concord where the Minutemen turned the British at North Bridge and chased them back to Boston. 

We also visited Bunker Hill, where the British attempted to push the Americans away from Boston and.  Though 
they took Bunker Hill, they could not dislodge the Americans from the next hill and had to withdraw. 

Anyhow, we had a great time, and then started back, following the Mormon trail from New York, to Ohio, to 
Missouri, to Illinois, and then ultimately across the plains and to Salt Lake City.  First we crossed Vermont. 

 

Gail at Green Mountain Vermont. We purchased some great Maple Syrup in Vermont. 



 
 

 

The Hill Cumorah Monument in upstate New York, near Palmyra 

The Hill Cumorah Monument marks the hill where Joseph Smith was led to find the Golden Plates, which the 
Lord then gave him a gift to translate into the Book of Mormon, an ancient record of people on the American 
continents who had been led here by God to escape the destruction of Jerusalem by King Nebuchadnezzar. 

 

Jared at the Hill Cumorah Monument 



 
 

We also visited the sacred grove, near the Smith farm, where Joseph Smith had his first vision.  The same trees 
in the grove have long since died, however, the place is still given over to trees and it is a special place to visit. 

 

The Sacred Grove near Palmyra 

We continued our trip home and saw things in Ohio and Missouri, and then went on to Illinois where the Church 
had a brief, four-year respite from persecution.  But ere long, they were persecuted again and Joseph Smith and 
his brother, Hyrum were killed, and then the Church migrated west under the leadership of the next Prophet, 
Brigham Young. 

 

Gail and Jared outside the Carthage Jail with an older Missionary serving there, where Joseph Smith was killed 



 
 

 

The door into the room where the mob stormed and fired shot through the door.  The bullet holes are still in the door. 

¢ƘŜǊŜ ƛǎ ǎƛƳǇƭȅ ƴƻǘ ǊƻƻƳ ƻǊ ǘƛƳŜ ŦƻǊ ƳŜ ǘƻ Ǉǳǘ ŀƭƭ ƻŦ ǘƘŜ ǇƛŎǘǳǊŜǎ ƛƴ ǘƘƛǎ ǊŜŎƻǊŘΧōǳǘ ǘƘŜȅ Ŏŀƴ ōŜ ǎŜŜƴ ƻƴ ƭƛƴŜΣ 
and I would recommend a reading of the Multiple Volume, History of the Church, which tells the tail in great 
detail.  Also, I would recommend a visit to all of these places. 

From Illinois, we continued north and west into Iowa, and then west across Iowa and the Nebraska, following 
the Mormon Pioneer trail.  The Mormon trail is on the southern bank of the Platt River, while the Oregon Trail is 
on the north side of the river as it crosses the plains. 

 

WŀǊŜŘ ŀǘ {ŎƻǘǘΩǎ .ƭǳŦŦ bŜōǊŀǎƪŀ 



 
 

 

Here I am near where the Martin and Willie Hand Cart company camped on their tragic way west 

This experience was a wonderful one for all of us.  We learned a lot, and had a great time. 

Ultimately, we got home and Jared put together his report from these and other pictures.  He listened well and 
ǘƻƭŘ ǘƘŜ ǎǘƻǊȅΦ  IŜ Ǝƻǘ ŀƴ ά!έ ƻƴ ƛǘ ŀƴŘ Ƙƛǎ ǘŜŀŎƘŜǊ ǿŀǎ ǾŜǊȅ ƛƳǇǊŜǎǎŜŘ ǿƛǘƘ ǘƘŜ Ƨƻō ǘƘŀǘ ƘŜ ŘƛŘΧŀƴŘ ǎƻ ǿŜǊŜ ǿŜΦ 

Also in 2000, we had another very important experience.  Becki was a true Millennial and the year 2000 was her 
graduation year and she graduated that year.  She did have to take some extra classes to get everything 
ŘƻƴŜΧŀƴŘ ǘƘŀǘΩǎ ƻǳǊ .ŜŎƪƛΧōǳǘ ǎƘŜ ŘƛŘ ǿƘŀǘ ǎƘŜ ƘŀŘ ǘƻ Řƻ ǘƻ ƎŜǘ ǘƘŜ Ƨƻō ŘƻƴŜΣ ŀƴŘ ǘƘŀǘ ƛǎ ŀƭǎƻ .ŜŎƪƛΦ 

She had been in High School when we moved to Emmett, and it was a big adjustment for her. 

She had been a cheerleader in Nephi and was well known there, even though we had been there only a 
relatively short time of a couple of years. 

Becki is a very outgoing, and friendly person, and she makes friends and holds them loyal.  Moving to Emmett 
broke those relationships that she had begun to make in Nephi.  I felt badly about that, but the move was what 
ǿŜ ƴŜŜŘŜŘ ǘƻ ƎŜǘ ƻǳǊ ŦƛƴŀƴŎŜǎ ōŀŎƪ ƛƴ ƻǊŘŜǊ ǘƻ ōŜ ŀōƭŜ ǘƻ ǇǊƻǾƛŘŜ ŦƻǊ ŜǾŜǊȅƻƴŜΧōǳǘ ǘǊǳŜ ǘƻ ŦƻǊƳΣ ǎƘŜ ǉǳƛŎƪƭȅ 
adjusted, made new friends and did well. 

¢Ƙŀǘ ƛǎ ƴƻǘ ǘƻ ǎŀȅ ǘƘŀǘ ŜǾŜǊȅǘƘƛƴƎ ǿŀǎ άǊƻǎȅΣέ ōŜŎŀǳǎŜ ǿŜ ŘƛŘ ƘŀǾŜ ǎƻƳŜ ƛǎǎǳŜ ǿƛǘƘ .ŜŎƪƛ ŀǎ ǎƘŜ ŘƛŘ ƴƻǘ ǊŜŀƭƭȅ 
want to keep the standards we tried to establish.  LOL!  We found out later, after several years, that she would 
wear one set of clothes to school, and then change into another set of clothes while there. 

I remember her prom date.  Of course, as a father I was worried and wanted to make sure that the boys 
understood how to treat my daughters.  I still had those talks with them and this embarrassed the girls.  But I did 
ǎƻ ŀƴȅǿŀȅΧL ǘƘƛƴƪ ƛǘ ǿŀǎ ŀ ǇŀǊǘ ƻŦ Ƙƻǿ L ǿŀǎ ǊŀƛǎŜŘΦ  IŜǊŜΩǎ .ŜŎƪȅ ǿƛǘƘ ƘŜǊ ŦƭƻǿŜǊǎΣ ōŜŦƻǊŜ ǎƘŜ Ǝƻǘ ŀƭƭ ŘǊŜǎǎŜŘ ǳǇ 
to go out on her Prom Date: 

On another occasion, when Gail and I made a trip over to Oregon and took Jared with us, Becki and Jeff stayed 



 
 

home for that weekend.  UƴōŜƪƴƻǿƴ ǘƻ ǳǎΣ .ŜŎƪƛ άŀǊǊŀƴƎŜŘέ ǘƻ ƘŀǾŜ ŀ ǇŀǊǘȅ ŀǘ ƻǳǊ ƘƻǳǎŜ ǿƘƛƭŜ ǿŜ ǿŜǊŜ ƎƻƴŜΦ  
{ƘŜ ƛƴǾƛǘŜŘ ƘŜǊ ŦǊƛŜƴŘǎΣ ōƻǘƘ ōƻȅǎ ŀƴŘ ƎƛǊƭǎΣ ŀƴŘ ǘƘŜȅ ŀƭǎƻ ƘŀŘ ǎƻƳŜΧƭŜǘΩǎ ǎŀȅ ōŜǾŜǊŀƎŜǎΧŀǘ ǘƘŜ ǇŀǊǘȅΦ  tǊƻōƭŜƳ 
was, the beverages were alcoholic and they were all underage. 

When we got home we found some of the left overs.  Bless her heart, as is usually the case, the Lord watches 
over those He has a special purpose for, and He has them for Becki.  Anyhow, Jeff who was till in Jr High School 
at the time went back to his room and remained there throughout the party. 

When we got home, as I say, we found some of the left over from the party and confronted Becki about it.  She 
of course got in trouble, was grounded, and we contacted the parents of some of the kids.  I do not recollect all 
of it, but I believe some of the parents may have provided the drinks. 

At any rate, I relate this to show that these things are just part of growing up, and a part of having and raising a 
family. More important than what happened is how ȅƻǳ ǊŜǎǇƻƴŘ ǘƻ ƛǘΧŀƴŘ ŎƻƴǘƛƴǳƛƴƎ ǘƻ ƭƻǾŜ ƻƴŜ ŀƴƻǘƘŜǊΦ   As I 
ǎŀƛŘ ŀǘ ǘƘŜ ǾŜǊȅ ōŜƎƛƴƴƛƴƎΣ ƛŦ ȅƻǳ ǘƘƛƴƪ ǘƘŜǊŜ ŀǊŜ ǇŜƻǇƭŜ ƻǊ ŦŀƳƛƭƛŜǎ ǘƘŀǘ Řƻ ƴƻǘ ƘŀǾŜ ƛǎǎǳŜǎ ǎǳŎƘ ŀǎ ǘƘƛǎΧƛǘ ƛǎ 
likely that you simply do not know them well enough. 

Despite any thing like this, Becki has always had and still does have a good heart.  She is also a very hard worker 
and is always able to find very good work and excel at it, and fulfill significant responsibilities she is given there.  
That does not happen by accident.  The qualities she has of having a good heart and helping others, working 
ƘŀǊŘΣ ŀƴŘ ōŜƛƴƎ ŀōƭŜ ǘƻ ŦƛƴŘ ŀƴŘ Řƻ ƎƻƻŘ ǿƻǊƪ ŀǊŜ ƛƳǇƻǊǘŀƴǘ ǉǳŀƭƛǘƛŜǎ ŦƻǊ ƭƛŦŜ ŀƴŘ ŦƻǊ ŦŀƳƛƭƛŜǎΧŀƴŘ ŜƴŀōƭŜ ŀ 
ǇŜǊǎƻƴ ǘƻ ƎŜǘ ǘƘǊƻǳƎƘ ŘƛŦŦƛŎǳƭǘƛŜǎΧŀƭƭ ƻŦ ǿƘƛŎƘ .ŜŎƪƛ Ƙŀǎ ŘŜƳƻƴǎǘǊŀǘŜŘ ƛƴ ƘŜǊ ƭƛŦŜ ŀǎ ŀn adult, and all of which, as 
I say make is proud of her. 

These other things were things we were just dealing with and are the issues we all have, to one degree or 
another, of finding our way as a family and dealing with the free agency we all have and the choices that are 
made as a result.  They all tend, if we will allow them, to make us better people. 



 
 

 

24. My experience at Klamath Falls, Oregon, 9-11 Attack 2000-2001 

Throughout 2000, as these things were occurring, I was consulting more on my own.  Alpha Top broke off 
relations with Micron as Micron went under.  I could not blame them.  They still used me occasionally, but they 
were doing more and more with Apple, and the occasions when they needed my help became less and less.  
They wanted me to move ovŜǊ ǘƘŜǊŜΧōǳǘ ǿŜ ƘŀŘ ƳƻǾŜŘ ǘƻƻ Ƴŀƴȅ ǘƛƳŜǎ ŀƭǊŜŀŘȅ ŀƴŘ L ǘƘŀƴƪŜŘ ǘƘŜƳ ŦƻǊ ǘƘŜ 
ƻŦŦŜǊΧǘƘŜȅ ǿŜǊŜ ŘƻƛƴƎ ƛǘ ƻǳǘ ƻŦ ŦǊƛŜƴŘǎƘƛǇΦ  .ǳǘ ǿŜ ŘŜŎƭƛƴŜŘΦ 

I worked with a couple of individual companies. First one in Texas for three to four months where I helped them, 
and Jeff Barrus who was a VP for them, get their operations up and running.  And then for a company in Boise. 

This was good because it was near home and some place I could simply commute to. 

As this was happening, I got a message from some close friends of mine who lived in the Klamath Basin on the 
border between California and Oregon, near Klamath, Oregon.  They contacted me because they (three or four 
families I knew personally) and about 1200 families in total, were being destroyed by the Federal Government. 

 

The Klamath Basin 

It seemed that these people had water rights to the water in Klamath Lake which had been built specifically for 
Irrigation in the early 1900s.  After World War I, many veterans were offered land, a home-stead, and the water 
from the lake that the US Bureau of Reclamation had dammed up if they would go out there and work the land.  
The idea was for them to pay an irrigation district so much money each month until the 1200 families had paid 
for the construction of the irrigation works. 

That happened in the early 1940s, but because by then World War II was going on, the government indicated 
that it could not give up the irrigation works at that time. 

In the meantime, NGOs (which stands for Non-Governmental Organizations), working with the UN, had decided 
that the sucker Fish in Klamath Lake were endangered. 

In the West, the Sucker Fish are like Carpies back east.  They are fish that feed on other fish and they are actually 
ŀ ƘǳƎŜ ƴǳƛǎŀƴŎŜΧŀƴŘ ǘƘŜȅ ŀǊŜ ŘŜŦƛƴƛǘŜƭȅ ƴƻǘ ŜƴŘŀƴƎŜǊŜŘΦ 

!ƴŘ ǘƘŜǎŜ bDhΩǎ ŀƴŘ ǘƘŜ ƭƛōŜǊŀƭ ōƛƻƭƻƎƛǎǘǎ ǎǳǇǇƻǊǘƛƴƎ ǘƘŜƳ ŀŘƳƛǘǘŜŘ ǘƘƛǎΧŀƴŘ ǘƘŜȅ ǿŀƴǘŜŘ ŀ ƧǳŘƎŜ ǘƻ ǊǳƭŜ 
specifically that the fish were only endangered in that lake. 

¢Ƙƛǎ ǿŀǎ ǇǊŜǇƻǎǘŜǊƻǳǎΧōǳǘ ǘƘŜƴ ŀ ŦŜŘŜǊŀƭ ƧǳŘƎŜ ǊǳƭŜŘ ŦƻǊ ǘƘŜƳ ŀƴŘ ǘƘŜ ŘŜŎƛǎƛƻƴ ǿŀǎ ǘƻ ǎƛƳǇƭȅ ǘǳǊƴ ƻŦŦ ǘhe 
water because they said the sucker fish needed a full lake to not be endangered. 

!ƎŀƛƴΣ ǘƘƛǎ ǿŀǎ ǇǊŜǇƻǎǘŜǊƻǳǎΧŀƴŘ ŜǾŜǊȅƻƴŜ ƪƴŜǿ ƛǘΦ  {ǳŎƪŜǊ CƛǎƘ Ŏŀƴ ōǳǊǊƻǿ ƛƴ ǘƘŜ ƳǳŘ ŀƴŘ ƛŦ ǘƘŜǊŜ ƛǎ ŀƴ ŜƳǇǘȅ 
lake with some moisture in it, they will make through the dry time. 

As it turned out, the NGOs wanted to work with the Wildlife Federation and get the people off the land and then 



 
 

buy up the land at pennies on the dollar to make them wilderness areas. That was the real issue. 

And they were willing to trample on the rights of 1,200 families to do it. 

²Ŝ ǘƘƻǳƎƘǘ ǘƘŜ /ƻƴƎǊŜǎǎ ǿƻǳƭŘ ŀŎǘ ŀƴŘ ǎǘƻǇ ǘƘƛǎΧōǳǘ ǘƘŜȅ ŘƛŘ ƴƻǘΦ 

An election was coming in November of that year and it was clear that the Clinton administration was rushing to 
get this done before a Republican President might win and not allow it. 

²Ŝ ǘƘƻǳƎƘ ǘƘŜ hǊŜƎƻƴ wŜǇǊŜǎŜƴǘŀǘƛǾŜǎ ŀƴŘ DƻǾŜǊƴƻǊ ǿƻǳƭŘ ŦƛƎƘǘ ŦƻǊ ǘƘŜƛǊ ƻǿƴ ǇŜƻǇƭŜΧōǳǘ ǘƘŜȅ ŘƛŘ ƴƻǘΦ 

²Ƙŀǘ Řƻ ȅƻǳ Řƻ ǿƘŜƴ ǎƻ Ƴŀƴȅ ǇŜƻǇƭŜΩǎ ƭƛŦŜ ŀƴŘ ƭƛǾŜƭƛƘƻƻŘ ŀǊŜ ōŜƛƴƎ ŘŜǎǘǊƻȅŜŘ ǿƛǘƘ ŀ ǿƛƭƭΧǘǊŀƳǇƭƛƴƎ ƻƴ ǘƘŜƛǊ 
clear land and water rights and having a judge make a ruling and then give it the force of law as if though 
Congress had passed a law?  (But of course, they had not any such thing.) 

²ŜƭƭΣ ŀŦǘŜǊ ȅƻǳ ǘǊȅ ŀƭƭ ǊŜŎƻǳǊǎŜΧȅƻǳ ŀŎǘΧŀƴŘ ǘƘŀǘ ƛǎ ǿƘŀǘ ŀ ƴǳƳōŜǊ ƻŦ ǳǎ ŘƛŘ ƛƴ ǘƘŜ ǎǇǊƛƴƎ ŀnd through the 
summer of 2001. 

I became involved on line and got a petition going which gathered tens of thousands of signatures.  However, 
while that was going on, the government simply turned the water off to the farmers.   They waited until the 
farmers had already purchased their seed and planted it.  This meant that the farmers had spent their money 
and simply had to harvest that planting in order to be able to pay back the cost of the seed and then make a 
profit so that they could feed and clothe their families.  That is how farming works.  While some may get well 
ŀƘŜŀŘ ŀƴŘ ƘŀǾŜ ǎŀǾƛƴƎ ǘƻ ƭŀǎǘ ǘƘǊƻǳƎƘ ŀ ŎƻƳǇƭŜǘŜ ƭƻǎǎΧƳƻǎǘ Řƻ ƴƻǘΦ  aŀƴȅ ƻŦ ǘƘŜǎŜ ǇŜƻǇƭŜ ǿŜǊŜ ƎƻƛƴƎ ǘƻ Ǝƻ 
bankrupt with no income possible for their crop because without water, the crops would die. 

I got a call in early July.  After a big rally where the government people from Oregon, and federal representatives 
ƘŀŘ ŎƻƳŜ ƻǳǘ ǎŜǾŜǊŀƭ ǿŜŜƪǎ ōŜŦƻǊŜ ŀƴŘ ǇǊƻƳƛǎŜŘ ŀŎǘƛƻƴΧƴƻǘƘƛƴƎ ƘŀŘ ƘŀǇǇŜƴŜŘΣ ǘƘŜ ǿŀǘŜǊ ǿŀǎ ǘǳǊƴŜŘ ƻŦŦΣ ŀƴŘ 
their crops were dying.  They called and asked if I could help. 

I closed the door to my office, knelt down next to my chair and said a prayer.  I knew these people needed help.  
We had tried for months to get them help.  Now a group of farmers were going to act and they were going to go 
to the head gates and turn the water back on.  The head gates are controlled by a large electric motor that turns 
gears to open the gates.  But the gears are there in the open and if you had good strong backs, and if you had 
the right pry bar, you can Řƻ ƛǘ ƳŀƴǳŀƭƭȅΧŀƴŘ ǘƘŀǘΩǎ ǿƘŀǘ ǘƘŜȅ ŘƛŘΦ 

It was a six-ƘƻǳǊ ŘǊƛǾŜ ǘƻ YƭŀƳŀǘƘ ŦǊƻƳ .ƻƛǎŜΦ  L ŎŀƭƭŜŘ Dŀƛƭ ŀƴŘ ƭŜǘ ƘŜǊ ƪƴƻǿΧōǳǘ ǎƘŜ ǿŀǎ ƴƻǘ ƘƻƳŜΦ IŜƘŜƘŜΣ L 
know it is hard to imagine now, but this was before we all had cell phones. 

I arrived there about 9 PM on Friday night on July 12th.  I found about fifteen local people who were staying the 
ƴƛƎƘǘΦ  9ŀǊƭƛŜǊ ƛƴ ǘƘŜ Řŀȅ ǘƘŜȅ ƘŀŘ мрл ǇŜƻǇƭŜΧōǳǘ Ƴƻǎǘ ƻŦ ǘƘŜƳ ƘŀŘ ƎƻƴŜ ƘƻƳŜ ƻƴŎŜ ǘƘŜ ƎŀǘŜǎ ǿŜǊŜ ƻǇŜƴŜŘΦ 

They had arrived at the gates to find two US Marshals standing watch.  These farmers told them that the water 
was theirs and that their fathers had paid for the head gates, and that 1200 families were being destroyed.  They 
then indicated that they were determined to open the gates.  The Marshals told them they could not allow it. 

¢ƘŜ ŦŀǊƳŜǊǎ ƭƻŎƪŜŘ ŀǊƳǎ ŀƴŘ ǎǳǊǊƻǳƴŘŜŘ ǘƘŜ aŀǊǎƘŀƭǎ ŀƴŘ ǘƘŜƴΧōŜƎŀƴ ǘƻ ǎƛƴƎ IȅƳƴǎ ǘƻ ǘƘŜƳΦ  !ŦǘŜǊ ŀ ŦŜǿ 
minutes the Marshals left and the farmers proceeded to open the gates and get the water flowing down the 
irrigation canal.  The basin farms are miles away and it would take many hours for the water to arrive. 

I asked where everyone was, and they said that they would be back in the morning.  I told them I was 
concerned.  That the local and federal government would not stand by and let them do this and that the only 
hope of keeping the head gates would be to not only have the 150 people, but to grow those numbers and have 
several hundred people there before the government could react and come back. 



 
 

They ensured me that they knew the local officers, and they would not let it happen.  I was very worried and 
told them I was afraid in the morning, an hour or two before sunrise, that we would be visited by a large number 
of law enforcement. 

 

Farmers open the head gates at Klamath Falls 

I watched through the night as suburban vehicles came driving by every half hour or so.  I told the people with 
me that these were government vehicles and they were checking on us to see what they would face.  

About 5:30 or so, a group of twenty local police cars and SheǊƛŦŦΩǎ ŘŜǇǳǘƛŜǎ ŎŀƳŜ ǘƻ ǘƘŜ ŦǊƻƴǘ ƻŦ ǘƘŜ ƎŀǘŜǎΦ  ²ƘƛƭŜ 
we locked arms, another group of twenty or more federal officers came behind us.  I had parked my suburban 
and blocked that gate, so they had to go around and were unable to drive up to the back gate. 

With their hands resting on their pistols, these 50 or more officer told us fifteen that we had to move aside or be 
arrested. We moved aside.  There was no sense in fighting, and I told them so.  We would have to organize and 
get public opinion and a lot more people there to Klamath to do any good. 



 
 

 

Officers retake the head gates 

The lead officer called for the owner of the Black Tahoe with the Idaho plates to come forward. 

I raised my hand and did so. 

He took me inside the fenced off area away from the farmers and others and had a talk with me.  He informed 
me that it was illegal to block a federal facility the way my car had done.  I informed him that I had slept in my 
car up there away from the night light that was on all night. 

He asked me if I took him ŦƻǊ ŀ Ŧƻƻƭ ŀƴŘ ǿŀǎ ǎƻƳŜ ǎƻǊǘ ƻŦ ǿƛǎŜ ŎǊŀŎƪŜǊΧŜȄŎŜǇǘ ƘŜ ǳǎŜŘ ƳƻǊŜ ŎƻǳǊǎŜ ƭŀƴƎǳŀƎŜΣ 
and indicated that he could arrest me 

I told him he would have to do what he felt was best, but that what he was doing in taking these head gates 
away from the farmers was a breach of his trust to the people he was sworn to protect, and particularly to the 
Constitution he was sworn to defend and bear true faith to, 

IŜ ǎŀƛŘ ǘƘŀǘ ƛǘ ǿŀǎ ƴƻǘ ǳǇ ǘƻ ƘƛƳ ǘƻ ƛƴǘŜǊǇǊŜǘ ƛǘΧŀƴŘ L ǎŀƛŘΣ ǘƘŀǘ ǎƛƴŎŜ L ƘŀŘ ǘŀƪŜƴ ǘƘŜ ǎŀƳŜ ƻŀǘƘΣ ǘƘŀǘ L 
disagreed.  That it was our responsibility precisely to interpret it and ensure that we were able to defend it and 
ōŜŀǊ ǘǊǳŜ ŦŀƛǘƘ ǘƻ ƛǘΧŀƴŘ ǘƘŀǘ ƛŦ άŦƻƭƭƻǿƛƴƎ ƻǊŘŜǊǎΣέ ǿŀǎ ǘƘŜ ŜƴŘ-all, then we could easily lead to what happened 
in World War II when a whole groǳǇ ƻŦ ǇŜƻǇƭŜ άŦƻƭƭƻǿŜŘ ƻǊŘŜǊǎΣέ ǘƻ ǘƘŜ Ǉƻƛƴǘ ƻŦ ŜȄǘŜǊƳƛƴŀǘƛƴƎ Ƴƛƭƭƛƻƴǎ ƻŦ 
people and that this was how all of that started. 

He got visibly upset because I think it hit the mark and moved his heart.  He had the other officers escort me 
back to the farmers and told me not to block the facility again.  I was relieved and offered a prayer of thanks in 
my heart as I was taken back out. 

That Saturday several hundred people did show up and each week those numbers grew until we regularly had 
over 1,200 people at the head gates, and a pavilion was set up where local people and businesses brought food 
and fed the people who came to protest.  The people there were, in the main, firmly behind the farmers. 



 
 

 

People begin arriving and a pavilion/shelter is set up 

I will not go through all the detail here.  I wrote a book about this entire incident and documented it all.  It is 
ŎŀƭƭŜŘΣέ ¢ƘŜ {ǘŀƴŘ ŀǘ YƭŀƳŀǘƘ CŀƭƭǎΥ Iƻǿ wǳǊŀƭ ²ŜǎǘŜǊƴ CŀǊƳŜǊǎ ǎǘƻƻŘ ǳǇ ǘƻ ǘƘŜ CŜŘŜǊŀƭ DƻǾŜǊƴƳŜƴǘ ŀƴŘ 
tǊŜǾŀƛƭŜŘΦέ 

It is available at Amazon and Barnes and Nobles.  It is also available as an eBook for Apple, Kindle, or any of 
those eBook devices in their online stores.  In addition, for as long as I can, you can get a free PDF file of the 
whole thing online here 

http://www.jeffhead.com/ebookdownload/ 

However, I will cover the basic events, because I think it important that my family, and particular grandchildren 
and later know what it takes to be able to remain free. 

These people were God-fearing Americans.  They started each day and each meeting with a prayer, imploring 
God in Heaven in the name of His Son, to help them retain their rights and save their farms. 

 

Farmers pray for help after losing the head gates 



 
 

Each week I would send the weekend in Klamath, and sometimes parts of the week. 

I spoke to the man who owned the company I was working for and explained to him my involvement.  He was 
supportive.  However, there was an executive Vice President who was not, and even though I ensured that I got 
the job done, and was in contact with the people who worked for me, he was insistent that I stop or that I lose 
my job.  Luckily, the President of the company at the time did not share those views so I was able to continue. 

I spoke many times at the head gates, both to the farmers, to the people now coming in from all over the 
country, and to the federal officials there.  

 

Speaking to the people at the head gates 

When out petition reached the 35,000 to 40,000 mark, I presented those names to the Sheriff and the irrigation 
people in the Klamath area. 

 

Presenting the Petition to the local Sheriff 

This went on for weeks.  At one point, as we met as a group with the farmers, local supporters, and local 
officials, an idea was presented to pipe water around the head gates.  This made national news. 



 
 

 

Farmers and their supporters lay pipe to pump water around head gates 

Later, as time went on, the size of the piping was increased to the point of putting even more water out. 

 

Farmers place much larger pipe from pumping 

This was symbolic, because it amounted to a verȅ ǎƳŀƭƭ ŦǊŀŎǘƛƻƴ ƻŦ ǘƘŜ ǿŀǘŜǊ ƴŜŜŘŜŘΧōǳǘ ǿƛǘƘ ŜŀŎƘ ǎǘŜǇ ǘƘŜ 
farmers took, and took peacefully, more and more people supported them, including the new administration of 
George Bush, which had won the 2000 election and had established new guidelines that were sympathetic.  I 
was told by a friend who worked for the Bureau of Reclamation to just hold on and help would come. 

We got together and arranged for there to be independent truckers who volunteered their help and I helped 
coordinate stops all over the west for food, clothing, material, and even money to be brought to the farmers on 
trucks who had routes starting for Los Angeles, Seattle, Denver and a couple of other places, stopping at cities as 
they came, to bring help to the farmers.  One of the stops was in the Boise area. 



 
 

 

Boise stop for the Klamath Relief Project 

The local sheriff ultimately withdrew his support of the Federal officers and the farmers moved right inside the 
fence up to the very head gates there.  One of the big water lines was placed right across the entrance to the 
ƘŜŀŘ ƎŀǘŜǎΣ ƴƻǘ ŦƛǾŜ ŦŜŜǘ ŦǊƻƳ ǘƘŜ ŦŜŘŜǊŀƭ ƻŦŦƛŎŜǊǎΧƳƻǎǘ ƻŦ ǿƘƻƳ ŘƛŘ ƴƻǘ ǿŀƴǘ ǘƻ ōŜ ǘƘŜǊŜ ōȅ ǘƘŀǘ ǘƛƳŜ ŀƴŘ 
themselves felt a travesty was occurring. 

As summer began to turn into fall, we held a massive Rally in Klamath where governmental officials, state and 
local, showed up and spoke.  It was clear that our message was being heard and acted upon, 25,000-30,000 
people showed up.  The streets were lined with people as our convoy of farmers, truckers, and citizens drove 
down to the governmental offices there in Klamath and the speakers made their points. 

 

The large gathering in Klamath 

The Bush administration was working now behind the scenes to get new rulings, and new findings.  New 
administration of the various Bureaus within the government which oversaw the dams and the endangered 
ǎǇŜŎƛŜǎ ŀŎǘ ǿŜǊŜ ŎƭŜŀǊƭȅ ƎƻƛƴƎ ǘƻ άŦƛƴŘέ ǘƘŀǘ ǘƘŜ ǎǳŎƪŜǊ ŦƛǎƘ ǿŜǊŜ ƴƻǘ ŜƴŘŀƴƎŜǊŜŘΦ 

¢ƘŜƴΧŀǎ ǿŜ ŀƭƭ ƪƴƻǿ ƴƻǿΣ ǘƘŜ ƘƻǊǊƛŦƛŎ ŀǘǘŀŎƪǎ ƻŎŎǳǊǊŜŘ ƻƴ !ƳŜǊƛŎŀ ƻƴ ф-11.  Islamic Fundamentalists hijacked 
four aircraft and used them as weapons to attack America.  They ran these airplanes into targets in America.  
Two hit the World Trade Center in New York City, which ended up causing both building to collapse 



 
 

One hit the Pentagon in Washington DC, causing the front part of that building to collapse. 

 

The world Trade center buildings are hit by Terrorists 

 

The World Trade Center Collapses 



 
 

 

The Pentagon is hit 

Another aircraft was hijacked and was coming towards Washington DC from the north.  By that time US fighter 
aircraft were in position to intercept it.  Before they could, the people onboard attacked the hijackers, having 
learned from cell phones what was occurring.  Their attack caused the aircraft to crash in a field in Pennsylvania. 

All told over 3,000 Americans were killed by a relative handful of terrorists.  These terrorists had come and lived 
amongst us and even took training classes on how to fly aircraft, pretending to be interested in becoming pilots. 

It started a war which I will explain more about later. 

Our new President, George Bush, rose to the occasion and promised that the attacks would not go un-answered. 
A terror group calling itself Al Qaeda out of Afghanistan claimed responsibility, operating with a fundamentalist 
Islamic government that gave them safe haven. 

In addition, in Iraq, Saddam Hussein, who had been defeated by American and allies in the early 1990s when he 
took Kuwait, had been helping terrorism and not abiding by the agreements he had signed when defeated.  His 
regime was suspected of helping fund the attack.  President Bush took the fight against them all. 

But the attack itself impacted all of us. To begin with, the country came together like it had at the start of World 
War II after Pearl Harbor.  Sadly, the unification did not last.  The divide in America regarding morality, abortion, 
even how to fight for our freedom were just too deep.  But for a time, America did unite. 

This impacted things at Klamath. 

The farmers met with the federal leadership and made an agreement.  If they would simply leave and go and do 
things that they should be doing anyway, like protecting the nation from terrorists, the farmers, since it was now 
turning into fall and the plating and harvest season was over, would not turn the water back on.  They all agreed. 

The next year, the water was restored to the farmers and they began a long process of negotiating with the 
various people contending for the water, which included the farmers, the fishermen, the liberal NGOs and even 
the Indian tribes (who had gotten involved, some on both sides of the issue) during the months of protest and 
when the issue began to get national attention. 

My point in putting this in my history (my account in the book is much more detailed) is to point out to my kids, 
grandkids, and following generations is that Americas can make a difference for the better if we will stand up. 
There is risk involved.  In this case hundreds and hundreds of families were being destroyed by very liberal and 
very atrocious efforts of those who want to change the lifestyle and livelihood of the people.   



 
 

In such circumstances people should stand up and fight for their way of life and their land and water rights. We 
had many discussions about this and some people, understandably, were willing, once the officers came with 
guns to use their own guns to face them down.  

The 2nd amendment is not in the constitution for hunting.  It is precisely there so that the citizens, in great 
numbers can be armed and protect their rights, if ever necessary, from the government itself.  The founders saw 
ǿƘŀǘ ƘŀǇǇŜƴŜŘ ǿƘŜƴ ŀ ƎƻǾŜǊƴƳŜƴǘ ōŜŎŀƳŜ ǘȅǊŀƴƴƛŎŀƭ ŀƴŘ ǘǊŀƳǇƭŜŘ ǇŜƻǇƭŜΩǎ ǊƛƎƘǘǎ ŀƴŘ ǘƘŜȅ ǿŜǊŜ ŘŜǘŜǊƳƛƴŜŘ 
to arm the people in large enough numbers so it would never happen again. 

I urged the people to give our peaceful communication and efforts a chance before they took that step.  I am 
ŎƻƴǾƛƴŎŜŘ ǿŜ ǿŜǊŜ ōƭŜǎǎŜŘ ōȅ DƻŘ ǘƻ ŀǾƻƛŘ ǾƛƻƭŜƴŎŜ ŀƴŘ ŜƴŘ ǳǇ ƎŜǘǘƛƴƎ ǘƘŜ ŦŀǊƳŜǊǎ ǘƘŜƛǊ ǿŀǘŜǊ ōŀŎƪΧŀƴŘ ǘƻ 
also provide for them through that winter of 2001τ2002 when they lost their crops and income. It was a 
ƘǳƳōƭƛƴƎ ŜȄǇŜǊƛŜƴŎŜΧōǳǘ ŀƭǎƻ ŀ ǾŜǊȅ Ƨƻȅƻǳǎ ƻƴŜ ŀǎ ǿŜ ǎŀǿ !ƳŜǊƛŎŀƴǎ ŎƻƳŜ ǘƻƎŜǘƘŜǊ ŀƴŘ ǘǳǊƴ ŀ ǘǊŀǾŜǎǘȅ 
ŀǊƻǳƴŘΧŀƴŘ L ƘƻǇŜ Ƴȅ ƻǿƴ ƭƛƴŜŀƎŜ ǿƛƭƭ ǊŜŀŘ ƻŦ ƛǘ ŀƴŘ ǊŜƳŜƳōŜǊ ƛǘΦ 

It may not always end peacefully.  I hope we always try everything we can, and one of those is to always 
remember God in Heaven and seek His help and guidance in our efforts to maintain our freedoms and the 
principles upon which they rest.  

I became involved in several such encounters over those years.  Starting with the March for Liberty which I 
recounted above.  But also including the 50 Million Round March about the 2nd Amendment where we organized 
peaceful Father and Son days at thousands of shooting ranges all over America including Independence Day and 
Thanksgiving.  We countered a large anti-gun movement that was attempting to bear sway during the time. 

Another was the crisis at Jarbidge, Nevada, where the government unilaterally closed a state road that was also 
used by the Forest Service, forcing inhabitants to go around almost 100 miles because they said the Bull Trout 
needed their protection.  Then, after shutting the road, they used large bulldozers and equipment to move large 
rocks to block the road, and then to reroute the stream in the area over the road itself, causing far more damage 
to the water way and the trout in the stream.  Several thousand people met there on July 4th 2000 with the 
/ƻǳƴǘȅ /ƻƳƳƛǎǎƛƻƴŜǊǎ ŀƴŘ ǘƘŜ ƭƻŎŀƭ {ƘŜǊƛŦŦΩǎ ŘŜǇŀǊǘƳŜƴǘ ŀǇǇǊƻǾŀƭ ŀƴŘ ǇǊƻǘŜŎǘƛƻƴ ŀƴŘ ǿŜ ƳƻǾŜŘ ǘƘƻǎŜ ǊƻŎƪǎΦ 

You can Google all of these and read about them.  I was involved in each and it was my privilege to stand beside 
many hundreds, and in some cases, thousands, of God fearing, Patriotic Americans to do the right thing. 

 

Patriotic Americans moving Liberty Rock at Jarbidge, Nevada.  Jared and I can be seen circled in the 2nd picture. 



 
 

 

25. Being an Author, ά¢ƘŜ 5ǊŀƎƻƴΩǎ CǳǊȅΣέ ŀƴŘ ά¢ƘŜ {ǘŀƴŘ ŀǘ YƭŀƳŀǘƘ CŀƭƭǎΦέ 

Starting in 2001 during my time working at Klamath and extending into 2002, I wrote two books...actually six, 
but five of them were five volumes in one large series of books. 

I already mentioned The Stand at Klamath Falls.  It was a single book in trade paper format, and then later as an 
eBook about the entire experience at Klamath Falls. 

 

The Stand at Klamath Falls Book cover 

Most of the book came from the online journal I kept of the event here:  http://www.jeffhead.com/klamath/ 

The other was a serious, military techno-thriller about a potential third world war pitting the United States and 
the western countries against China, Iran, and Russia and India to begin with.   

I had helped design a number of US military systems, and watched as a couple of US administrations in 
particular did all in their power to lower America's ability to defend itself and not spend the money necessary to 
do so.  Instead they wanted to cut essential defense programs so they could have more money to promise free 
"stuff" to voters who would vote for them.  Everything from free college, to free homes, to free cell phones and 
free health care.  These things had me greatly concerned.  I also saw a continual diminishing of our education 
system, particularly in teaching children the basic and fundamental principles that our liberties are based upon. 

My experience in Dillon showed me that even in high schools there are now teachers actively teaching that 
Marxism is preferable to the Constitutional Republic our founders were inspired to give us, and as critical, if not 
more so, that the basic moral values that ensure that people are able to handle the responsibility of being free, 
were being discounted and children taught that whatever you "feel" like is all that was important. 

I know that these things are not true.  We are free because of the moral underpinnings of Judaea-Christianity 



 
 

and particularly the teachings of Jesus Christ.  A moral people govern themselves, and treat one another well as 
long as someone is not trying to criminally infringe on their lives and rights. 

Anyhow, I decided to write a book about what could happen if America descended to the point of being 
vulnerable, and how terrible things could happen...but also, that people could turn things around if they would 
turn their lives around during such hard times. With this in mind, the book is a techno-thriller about modern 
military warfare, but it is also a book about everyday people dealing with those hardships and ultimately coming 
together to overcome the hardship. 

It is called, "The Dragon's Fury: World War against America and the West." 

 

5ǊŀƎƻƴΩǎ CǳǊȅΥ ²ƻǊƭŘ ²ŀǊ ŀƎŀƛƴǎǘ !ƳŜǊƛŎŀ ŀƴŘ ǘƘŜ ²est 

Originally written as five trade paperback books, I ultimately combined it all into one large hardback. 

I had so many people buying all five volumes that I decided one hard back book, which is a better and sturdier 
product, was cheaper to the customer, and a better book to have in their library. 

I then took that one large book and turned it into three eBook volumes. 

You can google the name of the novel and find the hardback at Amazon and Barnes and Noble and other places, 
or the eBooks at the Apple Store, or on Nook or kindle. Here are links for all of them: 

Dragons Fury: World War against America and the West: Amazon  
https://www.amazon.com/Dragons-Fury-World-against-America/dp/0971577900/ref=tag_tdp_title/002-
3759037-3206410 

Dragons Fury: World War against America and the West Vol I eBook 
https://www.smashwords.com/books/view/37410 



 
 

Dragons Fury: World War against America and the West Vol II eBook 
https://www.smashwords.com/books/view/38251 

Dragons Fury: World War against America and the West Vol III eBook 
https://www.smashwords.com/books/view/40895 

hǊΣ ŦƻǊ ŦŀƳƛƭȅ ƳŜƳōŜǊǎΣ ƘŜǊŜΩǎ ǘƘŜ ŦǊŜŜ t5C ŘƻǿƴƭƻŀŘ ŦƻǊ ōƻǘƘΥ 
http://www.jeffhead.com/ebookdownload/ 

It was a blessing writing it and I know I was helped in doing so.  I had never done anything like that, and then I 
learned how to format it for production both for printing and eBook, and then came up with artwork, ISBN 
numbers, etc. and then found two companies (Lightingsource for printing, an Smashwords for eBooks) who 
would distribute them.  So, they are self-written and published. 

Anyhow, it was a LOT of work, and I am grateful for the help of others, and particularly the patience and help 
Gail gave me.  Here are forwards by two other authors who have written best sellers: 

From Larry Schweikart, the author oŦ ά! tŀǘǊƛƻǘϥǎ IƛǎǘƻǊȅ ƻŦ ǘƘŜ ¦ƴƛǘŜŘ {ǘŀǘŜǎΣέ ǿƘƛŎƘ ƛǎ ǎƻƭŘ ŀƴŘ ǳǎŜŘ ƛƴ ŎƻƭƭŜƎŜǎ 
and high schools as a history text about America.  Larry also met with President George W. Bush twice and 
worked with his administration on the need for better historical teacƘƛƴƎ ƛƴ !ƳŜǊƛŎŀΩǎ ǎŎƘƻƻƭǎΥ 

"From the moment an unholy alliance of Asian and Islamic powers forms to make war on the United 
States, the future of liberty in this thriller is in doubt. Using secretly developed, high speed, super-
cavitating torpedoes and mines, the Red Chinese and their allies threaten to do what no power has done 
in the 20th century-dominate the United States at sea. Jeff Head weaves a story of what World War-
perhaps the beginning of which is our war on terror -would be like, and it isn't pretty. It is, however, 
entirely plausible. 

"For 20 years, the United States has watched the Chinese communist governments conceal their socialist 
character and pretend to be free market capitalists, often at our expense. They have acquired high-level 
technology, especially during the Clinton administration, without any concessions to internal freedom, 
and have flagrantly constructed a blue-water navy with one sole purpose: to challenge American 
dominance in the Pacific. Sadly, even in the otherwise erstwhile Bush administration, such advances have 
not been tempered, let alone reversed, with the likely result being that, barring a remarkable weakening 
of China from the inside (as occurred with Soviet Russia), a conflict with the Red Chinese is nearly 
inescapable. 

"The good news is that, presently, the United States retains a quality edge over our potential enemies, 
and our submarines are superior by several orders of magnitude. But the Chinese see this as an incentive 
to improve their own programs. While an alliance such as Jeff describes is unlikely in the short term, the 
world has witnessed much stranger bedfellows at the drop of a hat. 

"Jeff's is a story of heroism, sacrifice, pain, and redemption. His analysis and descriptions are so prescient 
that we must hope it remains a work of fiction and not history before-the-fact." 

And from Matthew Bracken who has written two series of techno-thrillers himself that have been best sellers.  
Matthew Bracken was also a career US Navy Seal who retired as a Lieutenant Commander with the Navy SEAL 
teams: 

"If you enjoy reading big-and I mean big-techno-thrillers, then Dragon's Fury by Jeff Head is for you. 
Imagine a history of World War Two, from the invasion of Poland until Hiroshima: that will give you an 
idea of the sweeping narrative in this "future history" of the next world war. In Jeff's scenario, communist 
China forges an alliance with a unified Islamic world, and brings a reluctant India aboard. China leads the 



 
 

way, determined to drive the U.S. out of the Mid-East, the Indian Ocean, Asia, and the Western Pacific. 

"The war begins with a series of surprise attacks on American naval forces. The Chinese have secretly 
developed and deployed new classes of weapons the US Navy cannot counter, including hyper-speed 
super-cavitating torpedoes. With their breakthrough weapons and millions of expendable soldiers, 
victory after victory goes to the Chinese-led axis, until much of the free world is crushed and subjugated. 

"The defeat of the Unites States seems certain, but America and her remaining allies rise to the 
challenge. The United States deploys its own breakthrough weapons and, without giving away too much 
of the plot, Jeff's techno-thriller shows that space will be the ultimate "high ground," to determine the 
outcome of the next world war. 

"In such a scenario could today's bitterly divided America unify and rally behind a strong wartime 
President, and endure the hardships of years of defeat? Could such a war be fought, and not go nuclear 
in the opening battles? I wondered about these questions, but in Dragon's Fury, Jeff Head weaves a 
complete story line that plausibly suspends the readers' disbelief, and takes him or her along for a wild 
ride that is the next world war." 

And here is my own introduction: 

"I have been the recipient of the very best the United States has to offer. I have lived in prosperous times 
brought on by the strength and vitality of free enterprise in a free market that is based on liberty and 
broad-based faith and morality. I have also had the opportunity of world travel in my career and 
observed many other cultures and people. 

Over the last thirty or more years, I have watched, with growing discomfort, as our traditional American 
society and system of government, and everything it is based upon, has been attacked, compromised, 
watered down, and corrupted by individuals, institutions, and governments, both foreign and domestic. 
LǘΩǎ ƘŀǇǇŜƴŜŘ ƎǊŀŘǳŀƭƭȅΣ ŀǎ Ƴƻǎǘ !ƳŜǊƛŎŀƴǎ ƘŀǾŜ ōŜŜƴ ǘƻƻ ōǳǎȅ ǿƛǘƘ ǇǊƻŦŜǎǎƛƻƴŀƭ ŀƴŘ ƳŀǘŜǊƛŀƭ ǇǳǊǎǳƛǘǎ 
to notice it. 

"In the meantime, our most sophisticated technologies have been given away, sold, and stolen, and 
ǇƻǘŜƴǘƛŀƭ ŜƴŜƳƛŜǎ ŀǊŜ ōǳƛƭŘƛƴƎ ǳǇ ǿƘƛƭŜ ǿŜ άǎǘŀŦŦ ŘƻǿƴέΦ ¢ƘŜ ǿŜŀƭǘƘ ƻŦ ƻǳǊ ƳŀǊƪŜǘǎ Ƙŀǎ ōŜŜƴ ƛƭƭ ǳǎŜŘ ōȅ 
manipulators, politicians, and regimes who are not our friends...who represent the antithesis of our way 
of life, our system of government, and the values that it is all based upon. In addition, our entire society 
has been watered down by a form of political correctness and immoral socialization that I believe the 
founders of this nation would have fought to prevent. 

"The result is that we have become vulnerable. On September 11, 2001, we were shown how vulnerable 
in a horrific way. In order to avoid much worse, we must be vigilant and grasp tightly to the heritage and 
moral values that have made this nation strong, and re-institute them into our lives and society. If we do 
not do this, then events could lead to a scenario where we risk losing our liberty, our way of life, and our 
ǾŜǊȅ ƭƛǾŜǎΧŀƭƭ ƻŦ ǿƘƛŎƘ ƘŀǾŜ ōŜŜƴ ǇǳǊŎƘŀǎŜŘ ƛƴ blood by those who have gone before. 

"This novel has been produced with the hope that while reading it, individuals will be inspired to look to 
the foundations of their liberty, and have a desire to restore the strength and vitality that has kept that 
liberty alive and shining in America as a beacon to the world for so long. This is the underlying reason for 
ά5ǊŀƎƻƴϥǎ CǳǊȅέΣ ŀƭƻƴƎ ǿƛǘƘ ŀ ǎƛƳǇƭŜ ŘŜǎƛǊŜ ǘƻ ǇǊƻŘǳŎŜ ŀ ŎƻƳǇŜƭƭƛƴƎΣ ŜȄŎƛǘƛƴƎ ǎǘƻǊȅ ǘƘŀǘ ƛǎ ǎƛƳǇƭȅ ŀ άƎƻƻŘ 
ǊŜŀŘΦέ  

We have been blessed with some good income from these books.  I have sold over ten thousand books now 
over the years.  Gail liked what I did so much that she wrote a book herself.  It is a takeoff of the Pride and 
tǊŜƧǳŘƛŎŜ ǎǘƻǊȅ ōȅ WŀƴŜ !ǳǎǘƛƴΦ  ¢ƘŜȅ Ŏŀƭƭ ƛǘ άCŀƴ CƛŎǘƛƻƴΣέ ōǳǘ ǘƘŜȅ ŀǊŜ ǎƻƭŘ like any other book.  Since I knew how 



 
 

ǘƻ ŦƻǊƳŀǘ ǘƘŜƳ ŀƴŘ ƎŜǘ ǘƘŜƳ ǎŜǘ ǳǇΣ L ŘƛŘ ǎƻ ŦƻǊ DŀƛƭΩǎ ōƻƻƪ ǘƻƻΦ 

Lǘ ƛǎ ŎŀƭƭŜŘΣ ά!ƴ ¦ƴŦƻǊƎƛǾƛƴƎ ¢ŜƳǇŜǊΣέ ŀƴŘ ƛǎ ŀ ǘŀƪŜƻŦŦ ƻŦ Ƙƻǿ 5ŀǊŎȅ ƘŀƴŘƭŜǎ ²ƛŎƪƘŀƳ ŀƴŘ Ƙƻǿ ²ƛŎƪƘŀƳΩǎ ōŀŘ 
actions make things even worse than the original story.  She has gotten A LOT of good feedback for it.  Here is its 
cover: 

 

DŀƛƭΩǎ .ƻƻƪΣ ά!ƴ ¦ƴŦƻǊƎƛǾƛƴƎ ¢ŜƳǇŜǊέ 

Her book has also sold thousands of copies.  It is also available on Amazon and Barnes and Noble as a printed 
book, and can also be had in eBook format for Apple, Kindle, Nook, etc.  Just google the title by Gail Head. 

In truth, at least in my opinion, she is a better writer than I, and I know she enjoyed getting her thoughts down 
ƻƴ ǇŀǇŜǊ ǊŜƎŀǊŘƛƴƎ WŀƴŜ !ǳǎǘƛƴΩǎ tǊƛŘŜ ŀƴŘ tǊŜƧǳŘƛŎŜΦ 



 
 

 

26. 1st Grandchild, Awards, Government job, Dad and Greg pass 2002-2004 

Not long after 9-11, we had our first grandchild.  Katie and Nathan had a son, Braedon.  Gail and I were both in 
our forties.  I being 45 and Gail being 46.  It was a wonderful experience, and the start of a beautiful part of life 
as we had more and more grandkids as the other kids began getting married and having children of their own. 

In 2002, as I was writing my books and working, it became apparent that my consulting was not going to provide 
us with the support we needed. 9-11 dried up a lot of consulting off shore.  The President at the company I had 
been working for ultimately gave into to the Vice President who was upset at my activities at Klamath and he let 
me know I would need to find work somewhere else. 

L ǎǇŜƴǘ ǎƛȄ ƳƻƴǘƘǎ ƛƴ ¢ŜȄŀǎ ƘŜƭǇƛƴƎ Ǌǳƴ Ƴȅ .ǊƻǘƘŜǊ DǊŜƎΩǎ ŎƻƳǇǳǘŜǊ ōǳǎƛƴŜǎǎ ŀǎ ƘŜ ŦƻǳƎƘǘ [ȅƳǇƘƻƳŀ ŎŀƴŎŜǊΦ  L 
ǿŀǎ ƎƭŀŘ ǘƻ Řƻ ǎƻΧōǳǘ ǳƭǘƛƳŀǘŜƭȅ ƘŀŘ ǘƻ ƎŜǘ ƘƻƳŜΣ ŀƴŘ ƘŜ ƘŀŘ ŀ ǊŜŎƻǾŜǊȅ ǘƘŀǘ ŀƭƭƻǿŜŘ ƘƛƳ ǘƻ Ǝƻ ōŀŎƪ ǘƻ ǿƻǊƪΦ 

I have to tell you, that holding a grand baby is a special thing all its own.  It is not the same as holding your 
ƻǿƴΧǘƘŀǘ ǘƻƻ ƛǎ ŀ ǾŜǊȅ ǎǇŜŎƛŀƭ ŜȄǇŜǊƛŜƴŎŜ ǘƘŀǘ ȅƻǳ ƘŀǾŜ ǿƛǘƘ ȅƻǳǊ ǎǇƻǳǎŜ ŀƴŘ DƻŘ ƛƴ IŜŀǾŜƴ ŀƴŘ ǘƘŀǘ ƭƛǘǘƭŜ 
spirit who has just arrived on earth. But a granŘŎƘƛƭŘ ƛǎ ǎƛƳƛƭŀǊΧōǳǘ ŀƭǎƻ ŘƛŦŦŜǊŜƴǘΦ  Lǘ ƛǎ ƭƛƪŜ ǎŜŜƛƴƎ DƻŘΩǎ Ǉƭŀƴ 
unfold for the future before your eyes, knowing that you are involved with that process and have passed on the 
legacy to your own children now. 

When we went to visit them and see our new grandson, they got this picture of me with him: 

 

Grandpa (me) with his first grand child 

¢Ƙŀǘ ǇƛŎǘǳǊŜ ǿŀǎ ŀŎǘǳŀƭƭȅ ǘŀƪŜƴ ƛƴ bƻǾŜƳōŜǊ ƻŦ нллмΧōǳǘ ǘƛƳŜ ŦƭƛŜǎ ǿƛǘƘ ǘƘŜ ǿƛƴŘΦ 

During the same time, right after the 9-11 attacks, I had created a site online calleŘ ά¢ƘŜ !ǘǘŀŎƪ ƻƴ !ƳŜǊƛŎŀ 
aŜƳƻǊƛŀƭ ǎƛǘŜΣ ōȅ WŜŦŦ IŜŀŘΦέ Lǘ ŘŜǘŀƛƭŜŘ ǘƘŜ ŀǘǘŀŎƪǎ ŀƴŘ ǘƘŜ ǘƘƛƴƎǎ ǘƘŀǘ ƘŀŘ ƘŀǇǇŜƴŜŘΦ 

Not long after the attacks, the first of the divides that would once again split America and blunt our efforts to 
fight the ruthless enemies who are using Islam and its fundamental precepts to try and destroy America and the 
west (which I also talked about at length in my books) occurred. 

At the World Trade Center site, on the day of the attacks, some responding firemen had set up an American 
Flag.  That act had inspired millions of Americans.  Sort of like when they raised the flag above Iwo Jima Island in 



 
 

World War II during the ferocious battle to take that island back from the Japanese. 

 

Firemen raise the flag on 911 

Well, in 2002 they decideŘ ǘƻ ƳŀƪŜ ŀ ƳŜƳƻǊƛŀƭ ƻǳǘ ƻŦ ǘƘƛǎΧǿƘƛŎƘ ǿŀǎ ŀ ƎǊŜŀǘ ƛŘŜŀΦ  ¢ƘŜ ǇǊƻōƭŜƳ ǿŀǎΣ ǘƘŜ 
ǇŜƻǇƭŜ ƛƴ bŜǿ ¸ƻǊƪΣ ǘƘŜ ƎƻǾŜǊƴƳŜƴǘ ƻŦŦƛŎƛŀƭǎ ǿƘƻ ǿŀƴǘŜŘ ǘƻ Řƻ ǘƘƛǎ ŘŜŎƛŘŜŘ ǘƻ ƎŜǘ άǇƻƭƛǘƛŎŀƭƭȅ ŎƻǊǊŜŎǘέ ŀƴŘ 
presented the flag being raised by three different firemen of mixed races and colors. 

The firemen who had done it and their union were upset, saying that they should depict as it happened, as you 
Ŏŀƴ ǎŜŜ ŀōƻǾŜΦ  L ŀƎǊŜŜŘ ǿƛǘƘ ǘƘƛǎΦ  Lǘ ǿŀǎ ƴƻǘ ŀōƻǳǘ ǊŀŎŜΧǿŜ ŀǊŜ ŀƭƭ !ƳŜǊƛŎŀƴǎ ŀƴŘ ƘƛǎǘƻǊȅ ǎƘƻǳƭŘ ōŜ ŘŜǇƛŎǘŜŘ ŀǎ 
it happened. I got on line and wrote an article about this that got a lot of interest.  I also started a petition 
regarding it which got many hundreds of thousands of signatures. 

Ultimately, the pressure on these liberal progressives prevailed and they depicted it the way it occurred. 

!ǎ ŀ ǊŜǎǳƭǘ ƻŦ ǘƘƛǎΣ ŀƴŘ ŀǎ ŀ ǊŜǎǳƭǘ ƻŦ Ƴȅ ƛƴǾƻƭǾŜƳŜƴǘ ŀǘ YƭŀƳŀǘƘ CŀƭƭǎΣ ƛƴ нллн L ǊŜŎŜƛǾŜŘ ŀƴ ά!ƳŜǊƛŎŀƴ ƻŦ ǘƘŜ 
¸ŜŀǊέ ŀǿŀǊŘ ŦǊƻƳ ŀ ƭŀǊƎŜ ǇŀǘǊƛƻǘƛŎ ŦƻǊǳƳ ŎŀƭƭŜŘ CǊŜŜ wŜǇǳōƭƛŎΣ ƻŦ ǿƘƛŎƘ L ǿŀǎ ŀ ƳŜƳōŜǊΦ 

They asked me to give a speech and accept the award.  When I spoke at their event in Las Vegas, I accepted the 
award on behalf of all the many people who had been involved and who had helped me.  That was my condition 
for accepting it.  Because I certainly had not done those things alone.  It took tens of thousands of people 
showing up at Klamath and it took hundreds of thousands of people getting involved with the petition. 



 
 

 

{ǇŜŀƪƛƴƎ ŀǘ CǊŜŜ wŜǇǳōƭƛŎΩǎ !ǿŀǊŘ /ŜǊŜƳƻƴȅ 

As all of this was occurring, the consulting work was continuing to dry up. 

Finally, after a year of less and less consulting work, which had me doing local computer work in Emmett for 
families needing help with their home computers, and also substituting at the local alternative High School 
(what we used to call a reform school) and teaching math and science there, in 2003 I was approached by a local 
friend who had talked with me while I was involved at Klamath.  He worked for the Bureau and indicated that 
the Bureau itself could use my engineering and electronic expertise. 

I got a job on a temporary basis redesigning and then re-wiring a security system at one of their dams.  It went 
well and in late 2003, a permanent job offer was made. 

The job entailed doing the design, installation, and then maintenance of electronic control and communication 
equipment to help run power plants remotely and monitor them.  It was a lot of fun because many of the dams 
were in off and out of the way places in the mountains, and we would have to go into those sites whenever 
there was an issue. 

Here are ŀ ŎƻǳǇƭŜ ƻŦ ǇƛŎǘǳǊŜǎ ƻŦ ǎƻƳŜ ƻŦ ǘƘŜ ǇƭŀŎŜǎΧL ǿƛƭƭ ǘŀƭƪ ƳƻǊŜ ŀōƻǳǘ ƛǘ ƭŀǘŜǊ ŀǎ L ŦƻŎǳǎŜŘ ƻƴ ǇŀǊǘƛŎǳƭŀǊ ŀǊŜŀǎ 
ƻŦ ǿƻǊƪΣ Ǝƻǘ ǇǊƻƳƻǘŜŘΣ ŀƴŘ ƘŀŘ ŀ ǿƻƴŘŜǊŦǳƭ Ƴŀƴȅ ȅŜŀǊǎΩ ŜȄǇŜǊƛŜƴŎŜ ǿƛǘƘ ŀ ǘǊǳŜ ŎŀǊŜŜǊ ƧƻōΦ 

 

Black Canyon Dam near Emmett 

I was based and had my offices at Black Canyon Dam, in some administrative buildings to the left of the dam you 
see above.  I worked there for fifteen years.  It is about seven miles from our house, driving away from Boise and 
there was truly little or no traffic each day I drove to work.  I was close enough that I came home for lunch. 



 
 

 

Anderson Ranch Dam 

I got to work and some truly beautiful places, sometimes staying the entire week out there, but almost always 
being home for the weekend, and the majority of the time, being home each night. I loved the mountains and 
now I could go into them with four-wheel drive vehicles, on snow mobiles and snow cats, and even in 
helicopters when necessary.  But more on work as we go along. 

My Dad was all for this job.  He had always wanted me to find a career job I could stick with and use over years 
to prepare for the future and our retirement.  And he was right.  I was 48 years old, and not prepared for my 
retirement, and I knew I needed to do so. So I accepted, starting full time work early in January of 2004. 

.ŜŦƻǊŜ ǎǘŀǊǘƛƴƎΣ L ƘŀŘ ǘƻ Ǝƻ ǘƻ ¢ŜȄŀǎΦ  ²Ŝ ƘŀŘ ōŜŜƴ ǇƭŀƴƴƛƴƎ ƻƴ ǾƛǎƛǘƛƴƎ DŀƛƭΩǎ ǎƛǎǘŜǊΣ {ŀƴŘȅ ŀƴŘ ƘŜǊ ƘǳǎōŀƴŘΣ 
Steve, in Minnesota, whom we had visited while we lived in Cincinnati. But my brother Greg, had been fighting 
Lymphoma cancer was doing badly and Dad called and told me I should come down for Christmas because it 
may be the last chance I got. 

So, Jared and I went to Texas, while Gail and Jeff went to Minnesota.  The plan was to then meet in Minnesota 
and drive back to Boise together. Greg was in bad shape, but the crisis past, and after Christmas with my folks, 
ƻƴ bŜǿ ¸ŜŀǊΩǎ 5ŀȅ нллпΣ WŀǊŜŘ ŀƴŘ L ŘǊƻǾŜ ǘƻ aƛƴƴŜǎƻǘŀΦ   

As we left, my Dad gave me a HUGE hug and thanked me for coming.  He told me to hold onto that job at the 
USBR (US Bureau of Reclamation), that it was a decent income and had good benefits and, as I say, that it was 
time for me to keep a job for years and prepare for retirement. 

L ǿƛƭƭ ƴŜǾŜǊ ŦƻǊƎŜǘ ǘƘŀǘ ƎƻƻŘōȅŜ ŀƴŘ ǘƘŜ ƭƻǾŜ ǿŜ ŦŜƭǘ ǘƻƎŜǘƘŜǊ ŀǎ ǿŜ ŜƳōǊŀŎŜŘΧŀǎ ƛǘ ǘǳǊƴŜŘ ƻǳǘΧƛǘ ǿŀǎ ƻǳǊ ƭŀǎǘΦ 

We drove on up to Minnesota, had a couple of nice days with Sandy and Steve, and then drove home, stopping 
in North Dakota, where Rachel had moved and was now living.  That was a good visit as well and I was so 
thankful that our relationship with Rachel was getting better too. 



 
 

 

Opening a present from Rachel in early 2004 while visiting her in North Dakota 

We got back home and I started work on January 12, 2004. 

On Thursday, January 22, 2004, I got a call from my brother Lee who told me that Dad was in the hospital.  It did 
not look too bad, but he wanted me to know.  Since his heart attack and first quadruple by-pass, he had had two 
more open heart surgeries.  One of them had been in 2000 when he and my Mom came and visited us and he 
had an aortic aneurism that had to be corrected here in the Boise hospital.  They spend a month with us then 
before going home.  I wanted to be sure, but Lee told me it seemed alright. 

Then, late Saturday he called back and said that Dad had turned for the worse.  The procedures they were using 
ǘƻ ǘǊȅ ŀƴŘ ŎƻƴǘǊƻƭ ǘƘŜ ŀǊǊƘȅǘƘƳƛŀ ƻŦ ǘƘŜ ƘŜŀǊǘ ǿŜǊŜ ƴƻǘ ǿƻǊƪƛƴƎ ƭƛƪŜ ǘƘŜȅ ƘŀŘ ŘƻƴŜ ōŜŦƻǊŜΧƘŜ ǘƻƭŘ ƳŜ L ōŜǘǘŜǊ 
come now! 

We thought we had the time so we gathered together and myself, Gail, Jeff, Jared and Becki all loaded in the car 
and off we went.  We were coming up on Snowville Utah, close to the Idaho, Utah border when I got a call from 
Lee.  It was in the middle of a white out snow storm and we were only able to go about 15-20 miles an hour. 

Lee told me Dad had just passed away. 

²Ŝ ǎǘƻǇǇŜŘ ŦƻǊ ŀ ƳƻƳŜƴǘ ŀƴŘ L ǎŀƛŘ ŀ ǇǊŀȅŜǊΧŀƴŘ L ǘƻƭŘ Ƴȅ 5ŀŘ ƎƻƻŘōȅŜΦ  Lǘ ƛǎ ƘŀǊŘ ǘƻ ŘŜǎŎǊƛōŜ ǘƘŜ ŜƳƻǘƛƻƴǎ ƻŦ 
ǘƘŀǘ ƳƻƳŜƴǘΧŀƴŘ ƻƴƭȅ ǘƘƻǎŜ ǿƘƻ ƭƻǎŜ ŀ ƭƻǾŜŘ ǇŀǊŜƴǘ Ŏŀƴ ǊŜŀƭƭȅ ǊŜƭŀǘŜΦ  .ǳǘ ŀǘ ƭŜŀǎǘ ǿŜ ƪƴŜǿ ǿƘŜǊŜ ƘŜ ƘŀŘ 
gone and that we would all be together in the future. 

I could hardly believe it.  I thought back to that hug and his advice and somehow, I believe he knew.  Anyhow, 
we drove straight on through to get down to Texas. 

I and my brother Paul dressed my Dad in his temple cloths for burial.  I cried because I was going to miss him.   



 
 

This man who had helped me from the time I was a child throughout my life.  Who gave me the best advise 
possible all the time, and who was probably as close a friend as I could ever have, as well as a great father and 
grandfather.  He was also a great patriot who as a young man had fought for our country and who had always 
stood strong for what America was based upon. 

He had visited us so many times and helped us get into houses, do add-ons, work on cars.  You name it, he did it. 

Now I dressed him for burial and told him goodbye again.  We buried him in Bolivar Cemetery.  He had realized 
Ƙƛǎ ŘǊŜŀƳ ŀƴŘ ǇǳǊŎƘŀǎŜŘ ŀƴŘ ƳŀŘŜ Ƙƛǎ ǊŀƴŎƘ ƛƴ ǊǳǊŀƭ ¢ŜȄŀǎ ŦƻǊ Ƙƛǎ ŦŀƳƛƭȅΧŀƴŘ ǇŀǊǘƛŎǳƭŀǊƭȅ Ƙƛǎ ǎƻƴǎΦ  bƻǿ ƘŜ ƛǎ 
laid to rest in that same ground to await the resurrection.  I blessed his grave that day and look forward to 
ƳŜŜǘƛƴƎ ƘƛƳ ŀƎŀƛƴ ƛƴ DƻŘΩǎ ǘƛƳŜΦ 

 

aǘ CŀǘƘŜǊΣ !ƭōŜǊǘ [ŜŜ IŜŀŘ WǊΦΩǎ ƘŜŀŘǎǘƻƴŜ 

 

aȅ ŦŀǘƘŜǊΩǎ ¦{ bŀǾȅ ŦƻƻǘǎǘƻƴŜΣ ŎƻƳƳŜƳƻǊŀǘƛƴƎ Ƙƛǎ ²ƻǊƭŘ ²ŀǊ LL ǎŜǊǾƛŎŜ 

As I write ǘƘƛǎ ƛǘ Ƙŀǎ ōŜŜƴ мп ȅŜŀǊǎ ŀƴŘ ƳƻǊŜ ǎƛƴŎŜ Ƙƛǎ ǇŀǎǎƛƴƎΧŀƴŘ ƴƻǘ ŀ Řŀȅ Ƙŀǎ ƎƻƴŜ ōȅ ǘƘŀǘ L ƘŀǾŜ ŦƻǊƎƻǘǘŜƴ 
ƘƛƳΣ ƻǊ ƴƻǘ ƳƛǎǎŜŘ ƘƛƳΦ  .ǳǘ L ŀƭǎƻ ƪƴƻǿ ǿŜ ǿƛƭƭ ōŜ ǘƻƎŜǘƘŜǊ ŀƎŀƛƴΧǇŜǊƘŀǇǎ ǎƻƻƴΦ 

As you can imagine, this was very hard for my Mom.  She lived on there at the ranch with my brother Greg, who 
was deathly sick with Lymphoma himself. 

Six months later, in July of that year, Greg passed away. 

I went down a week before when we knew the time was near.  I was with him when he passed as were my 
brothers Lee and Paul.  My Mom had stepped out and that was a blessing.  When she returned I met her at the 
ŜƭŜǾŀǘƻǊ ŀƴŘ ǎƘŜ ƪƴŜǿ ǿƘŜƴ ǎƘŜ ǎŀǿ ƳŜΧŀƴŘ ǎƘŜ ōǊƻƪŜ ŘƻǿƴΦ   

We buried Greg there in Bolivar next to my Dad, with a space left for Mom on the other side. 



 
 

Greg and I had been pretty close.  We roomed together when Gail and I met and dated and were married. We 
ǿŜǊŜ ƻƴƭȅ ŀ ȅŜŀǊ ŀǇŀǊǘ ƛƴ ǎŎƘƻƻƭ ŀƴŘ ǇƭŀȅŜŘ ƻƴ ǘƘŜ ǎŀƳŜ Ŧƻƻǘōŀƭƭ ǘŜŀƳΧŀǘ ǿƘƛŎƘ ƘŜ ǘǊǳƭȅ ŜȄŎŜƭƭŜŘΦ  IŜ ǿŜƴǘ ƻƴ 
to play four years at BYU on scholarship.  I visited him in prison. 

In the end, he had repented and returned to the Lord.  He started by listening to Tabernacle Choir music.  
Ultimately three years before his death, and before he got the cancer which killed him, he returned to the Lord.   

I can always remember hƛƳ ŎŀƭƭƛƴƎ ƳŜ ōȅ ǘƘŜ ƴŀƳŜ ǘƘŀǘ Ƴȅ ƎǊŀƴŘǇŀǊŜƴǘǎ ǳǎŜŘ ŦƻǊ ƳŜ όƻƴ Ƴȅ 5ŀŘΩǎ ǎƛŘŜ ŦǊƻƳ 
!ƭŀōŀƳŀύΣ άWŜŦŦǊȅέΦ  bƻǿ ƘŜ ǘƻƻ ǿŀǎ ƎƻƴŜΦ  

 

Laying my brother Greg to rest in Bolivar, TX 

My Mom then moved in with my brother Paul and his wife, Adolis.  They had been given some property on the 
ranch and built their home there and for the next two years, until they had to move away, Mom lived with them.   

It was a blessing that they were there at the time for her. 



 
 

 

нтΦ aŜƳƻǊƛŜǎΣ ƪƛŘΩǎ ǎǇƻǊǘǎΣ {ŎƻǳǘƛƴƎΣ .ŜŎƪƛ ƳŀǊǊƛŜǎΣ WŜŦŦ Graduates 2004-2006 

Our life now became more or less the American dream in many respects. 

I had a good paying job that kept me home and was nearby.  Our three youngest kids were in school in our small 
town.  Gail and I were involved in church activities, and Gail started her own business of doing decorations for 
marriages and other events. 

Rachel had moved, as I indicated earlier, to North Dakota and was working there.  She would visit every so often 
and we were always so glad to see her. She worked at several things.  She was a great sales representative for a 
Jewelry Company.  She then did travel scheduling and arrangements for people which she REALLY excelled at.  
Finally, she settled in for years as a waitress at a local bar and grill, where the people there really depended on 
her and gave her a lot of responsibility and paid her well. 

She was very responsible in her work, and she had finally met the man we felt she would ultimately marry (and 
they would) named Chad Severance. 

Becki had graduated and was working in Boise.  I helped her buy a new car. 

Dŀƛƭ ǎǘŀǊǘŜŘ ǿƻǊƪƛƴƎ ŀǘ .ƻƛǎŜ /ŀǎŎŀŘŜ /ƻƳǇŀƴȅ ƛƴ .ƻƛǎŜΧŀƴŘ ŦƻǊ /ƘǊƛǎǘƳŀǎ L Ǝƻǘ ƘŜǊ ŀ ŎŀǊ ǘƻƻΦ  !ƴŘ ǎƘŜ ƴŜŜŘŜŘ 
ƛǘΦ  Lƴ ǘƘƛǎ ŀǊŜŀ ƻŦ LŘŀƘƻ ǘƘŜ ǎǳƳƳŜǊǎ Ƴŀȅ ƴƻǘ ōŜ ǘƻƻ ƭƻƴƎΣ ōǳǘ ǘƘŜȅ Ŏŀƴ ƎŜǘ ƘƻǘΣ ŀƴŘ ƘŜǊ ŎŀǊΩǎ ŀƛǊ conditioning 
went out. So, I arranged with my father, before he died, to buy a van from them that was in good shape when 
they bought a new one.  My Dad gave me an excellent deal on it, more because he could see the need and 
because he would do whatever he could do to help his family that he could. 

I know this, that Christmas morning, Gail was overjoyed with her new vehicle. 

 

Gail opening her present and reading the note 



 
 

 

Gail getting the key and finding the car 

 

{ƘŜ ƭƛƪŜ ƛǘΧŀƴŘ ǎƘŜ ƴŜŜŘŜŘ ƛǘ ǘƻƻΗ 

In the meantime, at Emmett High School, Jeff and Jared, in turn, went through High School and did the things 
that many young men in High School do. They both became involved in sports.   

Both of them did track, Jared also did basketball early on in Jr. High, and Jeff also did football.  

.ŜŎƪƛ ƘŀŘ ŘƻƴŜ ǘǊŀŎƪ ǘƻƻΧǎƘŜ ǇƻƭŜ ǾŀǳƭǘŜŘΧŀƴŘ ǇƻƭŜ ǾŀǳƭǘƛƴƎ ŦƻǊ ǘƘŜ ƎƛǊƭǎ ǿŀǎ ǇǊŜǘǘȅ ƴŜǿ ǘƻ 9ƳƳŜǘǘΦ  .ǳǘ ǎƘŜ 
had a good coach, Gary Thomas, whom we knew well (he was our Bishop at the time) and though she did not do 
it for all of high school, when she did, she did well. 

Jeff and Jared excelled in track and both would qualify for the State finals in Boise in their respective events as 
they got old enough.  Jared did pole vault, be he excelled most in the High jump. Though he also ran relays.  Jeff 
really excelled in running, both single events and relays. 

I remember the time when Jared really came out.  It was early on in his track experience.  To that time he had 
been sort of in the background with the other boys.  Sort of in the ǎƘŀŘƻǿ ƻŦ ǎƻƳŜ ƻŦ ǘƘŜ ƻǘƘŜǊǎΧŀƴŘ ŀ ƭƛǘǘƭŜ ōƛǘ 
ƛƴ Ƙƛǎ ƻƭŘŜǊ ōǊƻǘƘŜǊΩǎ ǎƘŀŘƻǿΦ  .ǳǘ ǘƘŜƴ ǘƘŜǊŜ ǿŀǎ ǘƘƛǎ ǘǊŀŎƪ ƳŜŜǘ ŀƴŘ ƘŜ ǿŀǎ ƛƴ ǘƘŜ ƳŜŘƭŜȅ ǊŜƭŀȅΦ  ¢Ƙŀǘ ƛǎ ŀ ŦƻǳǊ-
person relay where they pass batons and each person runs a different length.  In high school the four members 
run two 200 meters, one four hundred, and one eight hundred I believe.  In Jr. High, which is where Jared was at 
this time, they run two one hundred, one two-hundred, and one four-hundred. 

Well, his team started off badly and by the time Jared got the baton, he was at least fifty yards behind the rest of 
the runners.  But then, somehow, he absolutely turned it on and really took off.  Gail and I were both there 
watching and there came Jared.  The entire crowd got involved because I guess it was the story of the underdog 



 
 

really rising to the challenge and winning. 

And that is exactly what Jared did at that race.  I remember the kid that was leading hearing the yelling and he 
started looking back as Jared passed the other runners and the young man realized Jared was coming...for him.  
LOL! And he did.  Right at the end Jared passed him and won that race. 

 

WŀǊŜŘ ŎŀǘŎƘŜǎΣ ǇŀǎǎŜǎ ǘƘŜ ƭŜŀŘŜǊΧŀƴŘ ǿƛƴǎΗ 

His team mates were ecstatic and it was really good to see our youngest child make good and receive the 
congratulations of his friends and peers.  It gave him the kind of self-confidence helps a person, and it did him. 

As you might tell, I was able to take time and go to their track events and I got a LOT of pictures of them.  I will 
show a couple more ǇƛŎǘǳǊŜǎ ƻŦ ŜŀŎƘΧōǳǘ ǊŜŀƭƛȊŜΣ ƘŜƘŜƘŜΣ L ƘŀǾŜ ƭƛǘŜǊŀƭƭȅ ƘǳƴŘǊŜŘǎΦ 

 

Jeff starts the State Medley Relay team that one 2nd place that year 



 
 

 

WŜŦŦΩǎ {ǘŀǘŜ aŜŘƭŜȅ wŜƭŀȅ ǘŜŀƳ ǘƘŀǘ ǘƻƻƪ нnd place in State 

 

WŀǊŜŘ ǎǘŀǊǘǎ ŀ tƻƭŜ ±ŀǳƭǘ wǳƴ ŀǘ {ǘŀǘŜΧōǳǘ ƘŜ ŘƛŘ ƴƻǘ Ǉƭace 

 

Jared places 3rd ƛƴ {ǘŀǘŜ IƛƎƘ WǳƳǇ Ŧƛƴŀƭǎ ǿƛǘƘ ŀ ƧǳƳǇ ƻŦ сΩ нέΦ  IŜ ōŀǊŜƭȅ ƳƛǎǎŜŘ сΩпέ 

Lǘ ŀƳŀȊŜŘ ƳŜ Ƙƻǿ WŀǊŜŘΣ ǿƘƻ ǿŀǎ ǘƘŜ ǎƘƻǊǘŜǎǘ ƻŦ WŜŦŦΣ ƘƛƳǎŜƭŦΣ ŀƴŘ ƳȅǎŜƭŦΣ ŎƻǳƭŘ ƧǳƳǇ ƻǾŜǊ ǘƘŀǘ ōŀǊ ŀǘ сΩ 
нέΧŦƻǳǊ ƛƴŎƘŜǎ ǘŀƭƭŜǊ ǘƘŀƴ ƘŜ ǿŀǎ ŀƴŘ ǇƭŀŎŜ ŀǘ ǎǘŀǘŜ ƭƛƪe he did. 

During this entire time, we took numerous trips as a family into the mountains and around the area.  We lived in 
a beautiful valley, but were never more than 15-20 miles from being in some very beautiful country.  In addition, 



 
 

ǿŜ ǿƻǳƭŘ ǘŀƪŜ ǘƘŜ άǎŎŜƴƛŎ ǊƻǳǘŜέ ǎƻƳŜǘƛƳŜǎ ǿƘŜƴ ǿŜ ǿŜƴǘ ǘƻ DŀƛƭΩǎ ǇŀǊŜƴǘǎ ƛƴ LŘŀƘƻ CŀƭƭǎΣ ƻǊ ǘƻ Ǿƛǎƛǘ ŦǊƛŜƴŘǎ ƛƴ 
other areas.  I was always game for that, whether it was all of us, or just a few. 

We also took trips to get Christmas trees, to do our own campouts, etc.  Here are just a few pictures of our 
family doing that sort of thing over the tears after we got to Emmett: 

 

 



 
 

 

 

 

We have hundreds of pictures of our trips, but I put these here so everyone can get a feel of the memories we 
made and the fun we had as we made them as a family.   



 
 

One story about one of those trips. 

Sometime in 2002 or 2003, I took Jeff down to Texas to pick up a car and help me drive back.   We went down 
with one vehicle, and came back with two. 

As we were going down, we stopped outside of Amarillo, Texas to get some gas and snacks.  From there we only 
had six more hours to reach the ranch outside of Sanger and Bolivar.  As we got back on the freeway, there was 
an old black gentleman standing next to the light near where we would get on the freeway.  He was clearly there 
and had a sign, asking for money and help. 

I stopped next to him.  I felt the Spirit tell me to give him some help.  So, I reached out and shook his hand and 
told him that we would help him.  I reached in my wallet to get a $20 bill.  As I handed him the bill, I noticed that 
I had inadvertently picked a $50 bill instead and was handing it over to him.  For an instant I felt like it was too 
ƳǳŎƘ ŀƴŘ ǿŀǎ ƻƴ ǘƘŜ ǾŜǊƎŜ ƻŦ ǇǳƭƭƛƴƎ ōŀŎƪΧōǳǘ L ǿŀǎ ŎƻƴǎǘǊŀƛƴŜŘ ōȅ ǘƘŜ {ǇƛǊƛǘ ŀƴŘ ƪƴew that the $50 was 
ŜȄŀŎǘƭȅ ǿƘŀǘ L ƴŜŜŘŜŘ ǘƻ ƎƛǾŜ ƘƛƳ ŀƴŘ ǿƘȅ L ǿŀǎ ǘƘŜǊŜΧǎƻ L ŘƛŘ ƴƻǘ Ǉǳƭƭ ōŀŎƪΦ  L ƎŀǾŜ ƛǘ ǘƻ ƘƛƳ ŀƴŘ ǘƻƭŘ ƘƛƳ L 
ǿƛǎƘŜŘ DƻŘΩǎ ōƭŜǎǎƛƴƎǎ ƻƴ ƘƛƳΦ 

When he saw that I had given him $50, he threw his sign down and did a little dance.  He was probably in his 
слǎΧōǳǘ ƘŜ ŎǊƛŜŘ ƻǳǘΣ ά¢Ƙŀƴƪ ȅƻǳΣ WŜǎǳǎΧL ŀƳ ƎƻƛƴƎ ǘƻ ōŜ ƘƻƳŜ ǘƻƴƛƎƘǘΗέ 

I will never forget that, and I was glad Jeff was there to see it.  I know it was the right lesson to teach, and I know 
ǘƘŀǘ Ƴŀƴ ƴŜŜŘŜŘ ƻǳǊ ƘŜƭǇΧŀƴŘ ǘƘŀǘ ƭŜǎǎƻƴ ǿƻǳƭŘ Ŏƻme back later in a very special way. 

In 2002, Becki got married.  Her husband, Jared Doney, was someone she had met in Boise. 

 

Becki with her flowers for marriage 

¢ƘŜȅ ǿƻǳƭŘ ǳƭǘƛƳŀǘŜƭȅ ƘŀǾŜ ǘƘǊŜŜ ŎƘƛƭŘǊŜƴ ǘƻƎŜǘƘŜǊΧōǳǘ ǘƘŜȅ ƘŀŘ ŀ ƭƻǘ ƻŦ ŘƛŦŦƛŎǳƭǘƛŜǎ ǘƻƻΦ  Jared had alcohol 
problems, and it turned out he was alcoholic.   

When not using it, he was a delightful person to be around and he loved his kids and family.  But he could not 
keep away from it and it kept getting him into more and more trouble. 

He wanted to be a Golf Pro and he was pretty good at it.  For a while they lived near Garden Valley and he 
worked for a Golf Course up there.  But they had a fire in their home and they ultimately had to move. 



 
 

 

.ŜŎƪƛ ŀƴŘ WŀǊŜŘΩǎ ōǳǊƴǘ ƻǳǘ ƘƻƳŜ ƴŜŀǊ DŀǊŘŜƴ ±ŀƭƭŜȅ 

I will speak about all the grandkids later and tell a little something about each.   

But I did want to share one of those critical decisions in life that are made sometimes when things are difficult.  
As a parent it is even harder to witness it with your children than it is to go through them yourself.  You keep 
loving them, and do all you can to help. 

.ǳǘ .ŜŎƪƛΩǎ ŦƛǊǎǘ ƳŀǊǊƛŀƎŜ ŜƴŘŜŘ ōŀŘƭȅ ŀƴŘ ǘƘŜȅ ǳƭǘƛƳŀǘŜƭȅ ǿŜǊŜ ŘƛǾƻǊŎŜŘΣ ǇǊƛƴŎƛǇŀƭƭȅ ŘǳŜ ǘƻ ǘƘŜ ŀƭŎƻƘƻƭΦ  ¢ƘŜ 
hurt of that, and the difficulties caused Becki to make mistakes too.  She and Jared saw other people.  Becki 
became pregnant as a result of one of those. 

She was living in the world and there was so much pressure on her.  We were afraid of what she might decide.  
We prayed and asked God in Heaven to hŜƭǇ ƘŜǊΦ  !ƴŘ IŜ ŘƛŘΧŀƴŘ ǎƘŜ ƘŀŘ ǘƘŜ ƘŜŀǊǘΣ ŀƴŘ ǘƘŜ ƭƻǾŜ ŦƻǊ ƘŜǊ 
unborn child to hear and respond.  She made a courageous and heroic decision that we love her for. 

Unknown to us at the time, she ended up working with family services in the Church and gave that beautiful girl, 
Gracie, up for adoption as an infant.  It was an open adoption so she knows us and her birth mother.  But the 
people, Mike and Kelli Smith, who adopted Gracie were very good people who had not been able to have 
children.  They wanted a daughter and they were able to adopt Gracie. 

 

.ŜŎƪƛ ŀŦǘŜǊ ŘŜƭƛǾŜǊƛƴƎ DǊŀŎƛŜΣ ǿƛǘƘ aƛƪŜ ŀƴŘ YŜƭƭȅ {ƳƛǘƘΣ DǊŀŎƛŜΩǎ ŀŘƻǇǘŜŘ ǇŀǊŜƴǘǎΦ 

Becki made me and Gail so proud of her! Yes, life is hard. And yes, we make mistakes.  Some of them big ones.  



 
 

But how we react to them and what we do about them says more about us than the mistake itself. 

It brings tears to my eyes even as I think about it and write about it.  It was what Heavenly Father wanted, and it 
ǿŀǎ ǊƛƎƘǘΧŀƴŘ .ŜŎƪƛ ƳŀŘŜ ǘƘŀǘ ŘŜŎƛǎƛƻƴΦ   

¢ƘŜ {ƳƛǘƘΩǎ ǿŜƴǘ on later, miraculously, to have several children.  But their daughter Gracie is an angel, and 
ōŜŜƴ ŀ ōƭŜǎǎƛƴƎ ǘƻ ǘƘŜƳΣ ŀƴŘ ǘƻ .ŜŎƪƛΧŀƴŘ ǘƻ ƻǳǊ ŦŀƳƛƭȅΦ  9ǾŜƴ ǘƘƻǳƎƘ ǿŜ ŘƻƴΩǘ ǎŜŜ ƘŜǊ ƳǳŎƘΣ ǿŜ ƭƻǾŜ ƘŜǊΣ ŀƴŘ 
we are proud she is our granddaughter by blood.  More about Gracie with pictures later. 

While in Emmett, in addition to my responsibilities as a Dad and a husband, and in addition to my 
ǊŜǎǇƻƴǎƛōƛƭƛǘƛŜǎ ŀƴŘ ǿƻǊƪΣ L ƘŀŘ ǎŜǾŜǊŀƭ άŎŀƭƭƛƴƎǎέ ǿƛǘƘƛƴ ǘƘŜ /ƘǳǊŎƘΣ ǘƘŜ /ƘǳǊŎƘ ƻŦ WŜǎǳǎ /ƘǊƛǎǘ ƻŦ [ŀǘǘŜǊ-day 
Saints. From being a Sunday school teacher, to leadership in Priesthood Quorums, to Ward Mission leader, etc.  
CƻǊ ǎŜǾŜǊŀƭ ȅŜŀǊǎΣ ƻƴŜ ǘƘŀǘ L ǊŜŀƭƭȅ ŜƴƧƻȅŜŘ ŀ ƭƻǘ ŀǘ ǘƘŜ ǘƛƳŜ ōŜŎŀǳǎŜ L ŜƴƧƻȅŜŘ ǘƘŜ ƻǳǘŘƻƻǊǎ ŀƴȅǿŀȅΧƘǳƴǘƛƴƎΣ 
ŎŀƳǇƛƴƎΣ ƘƛƪƛƴƎΧǿŀǎ ǿƻǊƪƛƴƎ ǿƛǘƘ ǘƘŜ ȅƻǳƴƎ Ƴen. 

This included organizing with them and then going on numerous campouts and outdoor experiences. From 
winter camps, to white water rafting trips, and Wilderness campouts.  Here are some pictures of three of those 
ŜǾŜƴǘǎ ǿƛǘƘ ǘƘŜ ōƻȅǎ ƻǾŜǊ ǎŜǾŜǊŀƭ ȅŜŀǊǎΩ ǘƛƳŜΦ  LΩƭƭ ǎŜǇŀǊŀǘŜ ŜŀŎƘ ƻƴŜ ǿƛǘƘ ŀ ǇŀƎŜ ōǊŜŀƪΦ 



 
 

 

2002 SNOW CAMP IN THE MOUNTAINS 

Our Scout Troop met at 9:30 AM outside Emmett, Idaho to go on this camp out. The Winter Camp for the 2002 

Payette District of the Ore-Ida Council was to be held about seven miles above Garden Valley, Idaho on the East 

Fork of the Payette River where a number of Scout Troops from Emmett, Payette, Cascade, and other local Idaho 

towns would be meeting together 

A few miles past Garden Valley, we turned right onto Alder Creek Road and crossed the river, and then followed 

the South Fork Road of the Payette River several miles to the camp. The trip up to this Winter Camp is very 

beautiful and scenic. The pictures make it clear why some of us weather the cold and chose to be up here in this 

environment, truly a wonderful part of "God's country". 

 

 

 

 



 
 

 

I actually went on several of these winter campouts. 

Lƴ ǘƘƛǎ ǇŀǊǘ ƻŦ ǘƘŜ ŎƻǳƴǘǊȅΣ ŜǎǇŜŎƛŀƭƭȅ ƛƴ ǘƘŜ ƳƻǳƴǘŀƛƴǎΣ ǿƛƴǘŜǊ Ŏŀƴ ōŜ ŦǳƴΧōǳǘ ƛǘ Ŏŀƴ ŀƭǎƻ ōŜ ǾŜǊȅ ŘŀƴƎŜǊƻǳǎΦ 

Teaching young men how to survive in those environments is important. 

CǊƻƳ ǘŜŀŎƘƛƴƎ Ƙƻǿ ǘƻ ōǳƛƭŘ ŦƛǊŜǎ ǘƻ ǘŜŀŎƘƛƴƎ Ƙƻǿ ǘƻ ƳŀƪŜ ǎƴƻǿ ǎƘŜƭǘŜǊǎ ǘƻ ǎƭŜŜǇ ƛƴ ŀƴŘ ǎǳǊǾƛǾŜ ōƛǘǘŜǊ ŎƻƭŘΧǘƘŜȅ 
are skills that can save lives. 

And they were fun too. 

On one occasion we camped out in the ƻǇŜƴ ƛƴ ŀ ƭŀǊƎŜ ǾŀƭƭŜȅΧŀŎǘǳŀƭƭȅ ŎŀƭƭŜŘ ά[ƻƴƎ ±ŀƭƭŜȅΦέ  ²Ŝ ŘƛŘ ǘƘŜ ŦƛǊǎǘ 
ƴƛƎƘǘ ǿƘŜƴ ƛǘ ǿŀǎ ŀōƻǳǘ ǘŜƴ ōŜƭƻǿ ȊŜǊƻ ƛƴ ŀ ǊŜŀƭƭȅ ƴƛŎŜ ǎƘŜŜǇ ƘŜǊŘŜǊΩǎ ǘŜƴǘ ǿƛǘƘ ŀ ǎǘƻǾŜΦ  .ǳǘ ȅƻǳ ƪƴƻǿ ǿƘŀǘΚ  
That night the wind blew hard and we were miserable, despite having the stove and really good sleeping bags. 

The next day we taught the kids how to build igloos and cover them with snow, and how to dig trench caves. 

The next night was downright comfortable in those shelters with our sleeping bags.  As I say, such skills can 
make the difference between life and death. 

 



 
 

2003 WILDERNESS CAMP AT SEAFOAM LAKE 

Seafoam Lake is next to the River of No Return Wilderness area.  The lake itself is right at an elevation of 8,000 
feet. Leaving Emmett, Idaho, our scout Troop 328 followed the Payette River from Emmett to Horseshoe Bend 
and then to Banks, Idaho where we took the South Fork of the Payette and followed it to Garden Valley and 
then to Lowman, Idaho. We had intended to continue on the main paved highway up over Banner Summit, but a 
forest fire in that area had the paved road closed so we took the gravel road detour up though Bear Valley, a 
forty-mile mountainous, dirt road bypass. We then took a fourteen-mile road, which became progressively 
worse for wear as we went deeper into the wilderness, requiring high four-wheel drive, to the Rapid River. 
Finally, at the Ranger Station at the Rapid River, we followed the very rough wilderness road another four miles, 
requiring low four-wheel drive, up to Sea Foam Lake, a final distance of 130 miles from home. 

 

 



 
 

 

 

Just like Winter Camps, learning skills to survive in the wilderness is important for anyone who camps in such 
ŀǊŜŀǎΦ  ¢ƘŜȅ ŀǊŜ ŀƭǎƻ ōŜŀǳǘƛŦǳƭ ŀƴŘ ƭŜǘ ȅƻǳ ƎŜǘ ƛƴǘƻ ǎƻƳŜ ƻŦ ǘƘŜ Ƴƻǎǘ ǎŎŜƴƛŎ ōŜŀǳǘȅ ƛƴ bƻǊǘƘ !ƳŜǊƛŎŀΧƻǊ ƛƴ ǘƘŜ 
world for that matter.  They made for great experiences and memories. 



 
 

2001 WHITE WATER RAFTING TRIPON THE PAYETTE RIVER 

Our Varsity Scout Troop met at the Emmett Stake Center building of The Church of Jesus Christ of Latter-day 

Saints at 8 AM. We were to meet several other Troops on the upper Payette River at Smith's Ferry at around 

10:30 AM. These included other troops from Emmett, McCall and the surrounding area. 

Since there was a forest fire burning between Horseshoe Bend and Banks, which had the main highway 

narrowed to one lane traffic and significant delays, we decided to go the "back route" through Sweet and then 

over Cougar Mountain, through High Valley and then dropping down into Smith's Ferry that way. This was on 

back roads and a good stretch of gravel, but it avoided the delays and got us there on time. 

We stopped at Smith's Ferry there on Highway 55 and we met up with the other scouts and it was off to the "put 

ƛƴϦ ŀōƻǳǘ мр ƳƛƭŜǎ ǳǇǎǘǊŜŀƳ ƻŦŦ ƻŦ ǘƘŜ /ŀǊōŀǊǘƻƴ ǊƻŀŘΦ  !ōƻǳǘ мр ƳƛƭŜǎ ōŜȅƻƴŘ {ƳƛǘƘΩǎ CŜǊǊy, we turned left on 

Carbarton Road and took it a few short miles to the put in on the river. 

When we arrived there, we some other rafters had already put in ahead of us. Before we put our boats in the 

water we had a short but well delivered and concise lesson on rafting safety.  This was not particularly 

dangerous white water, but safety is always paramount.  Any activity like this can become dangerous and it is 

important that the boys and the leaders all know what to do.   

 

 



 
 

 

 

This particular river run was just plain fun.  It was not too dangerous, but anytime you are on the water it is 

ƛƳǇƻǊǘŀƴǘ ǘƻ ƭŜŀǊƴ ǘƘŜ ǎŀŦŜǘȅ ǎƪƛƭƭǎΣ ŀƴŘ ƭŜŀǊƴ ǘƻ ǊŜǎǇŜŎǘ aƻǘƘŜǊ bŀǘǳǊŜΧƛƴ ǘƘƛǎ ŎŀǎŜΣ ǘƘŜ ǊƛǾŜǊΦ 

If you do, you can have a lot of fun, make good memories, and do so safely. 

We did with these boys and they are memories we will always have. 

 

 



 
 

Time moved on. 

Katie, Rachel and Beck had graduated.  Katie and Becki had married. 

Before we knew it, it was time for Jeff to graduate! 

There is a scripture in the Book of Mormon that I like about life.  It is in the Book of Jacob, chapter seven verse 
нс ǿƘŜǊŜ ƛǘ ǎŀȅǎΣ άǘƘŜ ǘƛƳŜ ǇŀǎǎŜŘ ŀǿŀȅΣ ȅŜŀΣ ƻǳǊ ƭƛǾŜǎ ǇŀǎǎŜŘ ŀǿŀȅ ŀǎ ƛǘ ǿŜǊŜ ŀ ŘǊŜŀƳ ǳƴǘƻ ǳǎΦέ 

So it is.  Jeff, who was born on Christmas Eve 1984, graduated from High School in the spring of 2003. 

He had done well and he was preparing to serve a mission (more on that later).  But, he graduated from Emmett 
High School where he had attended both Jr. High and all of High School in one place.  A first for our 
ŦŀƳƛƭȅΧōŜŎŀǳǎŜ ǿŜ ǿŜǊŜ ǎǘŀȅƛng in one place and making our life there. 

 

Jeff graduates from High school 

Jeff was a good boy and has become a good man.  He had a good group of friends and that helped him get 
through school and life, and they do to this day.  He worked hard and he tried to do what was right.  Oh, like 
everyone else, he made and makes his mistakes, but he has a testimony of His Savior and knows who to turn to 
get true forgiveness and go on with life cleansed from the mistake. 

He would prove these qualities throughout life, through his mission, his work, his schooling, and his marriage 
and own family. 

¢Ƙƛǎ ƭŜŦǘ WŀǊŜŘ ŀǘ ƘƻƳŜ ŀƴŘ ƛƴ ǎŎƘƻƻƭ ǘƘŜǊŜ ƛƴ 9ƳƳŜǘǘ ǿƛǘƘ ǳǎ ŀƴŘ WŀǊŜŘ ŘƛŘ ŀ [h¢ ƻŦ ǘƘƛƴƎǎ ǿƛǘƘ ƳŜΧŦǊƻƳ 
making several trips to Klamath and other events I was involved witƘΣ ǘƻ ƭƻǘǎ ƻŦ ŎŀƳǇƛƴƎ ǘǊƛǇǎ ŀǎ ǿŜƭƭΧCŀǘƘŜǊ 
ŀƴŘ ǎƻƴΩǎ ŎŀƳǇƻǳǘǎΣ ǎƘƻƻǘƛƴƎΣ ŜǘŎΦ 

And now I had a job (and had had by that time for several years) where I was at home and very stable with my 
job so we could look forward to continuing to build our life in Emmett.  This was good for both boys in particular 
because they got to experience it more than any of the rest of us. 

I believe though that it helped our whole family.   

Sometimes it seems that it is harder for fathers to do the same with their girls as with their sons.  I wanted to be 
ƛƴǾƻƭǾŜŘ ƛƴ ǘƘƛƴƎǎ ǿƛǘƘ ǘƘŜƳΧōǳǘ ŦƻǊ ǘƘŜ ƎƛǊƭǎ ǘƘŜǊŜ ŎŀƳŜ ŀƴ ŀƎŜ ǿƘŜƴ ǘƘŜȅ Ƨǳǎǘ ǎŜŜƳŜŘ ǘƻ ƴƻǘ ǿŀƴǘ 5ŀŘ ǘƻ ōŜ 
involved.   

I called it the seven-year itch because between about 14 and 21, it seemed, especially because of their interest 



 
 

in boys, and the influence of fashion in our times, it was harder.  I realize that my own attitudes helped make it 
harder now.  But, I also know that I tried to do things with family trips, birthdays, Christmas, and events we did 
together, and the girls have all of those memories.   

I know it helped some, but I wish I had been able to do more.  



 
 

 

нуΦ DŀƛƭΩǎ 5ŜŎƻǊŀǘƛƴƎΣ DŀƛƭΩ ¢ǊƛǇ ǘƻ 9ƴƎƭŀƴŘΣ Dŀƛƭ ƘŜƭǇǎ aȅ aƻƳ нллп-2005 

Dŀƛƭ ǿƻǊƪŜŘ ŀǘ .ƻƛǎŜ /ŀǎŎŀŘŜ ƛƴ .ƻƛǎŜ ŦƻǊ ŀōƻǳǘ ŦƛǾŜ ȅŜŀǊǎΧōǳǘ ǘƘŜ ǘƛƳŜ ŎŀƳŜ ǿƘŜƴ ǘƘŜy were downsizing and 
she decided to leave. 

After she did, and as I said before, she began doing something that she REALLY enjoyed and was very talented 
at. She began planning and decorating events for people.  From Weddings, to Receptions, to Get-togethers. 

Over time we accumulated a LOT of decorating gear.  From tables and chairs to fabric of all types, to settings and 
ŘŜŎƻǊŀǘƛƻƴǎΦ  ¦ƭǘƛƳŀǘŜƭȅΣ ǿŜ ŀǘ ƻƴŜ ǘƛƳŜ ƘŀŘ ǘƘǊŜŜ ǎǘƻǊŀƎŜ ǎƘŜŘǎ Ŧǳƭƭ ƻŦ ǘƘŜ ƳŀǘŜǊƛŀƭ ǎƘŜ ƴŜŜŘŜŘΧŀƴŘ ǎƘŜ ŘƛŘ ŀ 
GREAT job. 

For several years people in the community of Emmett, and then spreading from there were calling to have her 
decorate their activities. 

Here are a few pictures of the types of things she would do: 

 

 



 
 

 

 

Now, she has a LOT more, but I wanted to use a few that I had to give a feel for what she was doing. 

tŜƻǇƭŜ ǇŀƛŘ ƘŜǊ ǿŜƭƭ ǘƻ Řƻ ǘƘƛǎΧōǳǘ ǎƘŜ ŎƘŀǊƎŜŘ ŀ ƭƻǘ ƭŜǎǎ ǘƘŀƴ ǎƻƳŜ ƻŦ ǘƘŜ ǎƻ-ŎŀƭƭŜŘ άǇǊƻŦŜǎǎƛƻƴŀƭǎέ ǿƻǳƭŘ ŀƴŘ 
so she was in high demand. 

²Ŝ ƘŀŘ Ǿƛǎƛƻƴǎ ƻŦ ƛǘ ǘǳǊƴƛƴƎ ƛƴǘƻ ŀ ƭŀǊƎŜǊ ƻǇŜǊŀǘƛƻƴΧǇŜǊƘŀǇǎ ŜǾŜƴ ōǳȅƛƴƎ ŀ ǘǊǳŎƪ ŀƴŘ hiring some people. But, as 
with so many things in our life, other events came up that caused us to change. 

During this time, Katie had started her own photographic business and was doing VERY well with it.   

She had had several very good jobs while married to Nathan (who had joined the US Navy and was making a 
ŎŀǊŜŜǊ ƻǳǘ ƻŦ ƛǘΧǿƘƛŎƘ ƳŀŘŜ ƳŜ ǎƻ ǇǊƻǳŘ ōŜŎŀǳǎŜ L ƘŀǾŜ ŀƭǿŀȅǎ ƘŀŘ ŀ ǎǇŜŎƛŀƭ ŀŦŦƛƴƛǘȅ ŦƻǊ ǘƘŜ bŀǾȅ ŀƴŘ Ƴȅ 5ŀŘ 
had served in the Navy). 

Well, Katie got an invite to come to England and make a presentation about her self-started, and experience 
ǿƛǘƘ ǇƘƻǘƻƎǊŀǇƘȅΧŀƴŘ ǎƘŜ ƛƴǾƛǘŜŘ Dŀƛƭ ǘƻ Ǝƻ ǿƛǘƘ ƘŜǊΗ 

It was a GREAT experience for them both and they got to see so many sites.  Gail had always wanted to go to 
England and here was the chance.   

I wished we couƭŘ ƘŀǾŜ ŀŦŦƻǊŘŜŘ ŦƻǊ ƳŜ ǘƻ Ǝƻ ǿƛǘƘ ǘƘŜƳΧŀǘ ǘƘŜ ǎŀƳŜ ǘƛƳŜΣ ƛǘ ǿŀǎ ŀ ǎǇŜŎƛŀƭ ŜȄǇŜǊƛŜƴŎŜ ŦƻǊ ǘƘŜ 
two of them that they will always remember together. 

IŜǊŜ ŀǊŜ Ƨǳǎǘ ŀ ŦŜǿ ǇƛŎǘǳǊŜǎ ƻŦ ƘŜǊ ǘƛƳŜ ǿƛǘƘ ƘŜǊ ŘŀǳƎƘǘŜǊ ǘƘŜǊŜΧǘƘŜ ŦƛǊǎǘ ǘƛƳŜ Dŀƛƭ ƘŀŘ ŜǾŜǊ ōŜŜƴ ƻŦŦ ƻŦ ǘƘŜ 
continent of North America: 



 
 

 

Katie and Gail in London England seeing the sites 

 

.ŀŎƪ ǘƻ ǘƘŜ ƻƴƎƻƛƴƎ ƘƛǎǘƻǊȅΦ  DŀƛƭΩǎ ŘŜŎƻǊŀǘƛƴƎ ōǳǎƛƴŜǎǎ ǿŀǎ ƎƻƛƴƎ ƎǊŜŀǘ ƎǳƴǎΧōǳǘ ŀǎ L ƳŜƴǘƛƻƴŜŘΣ ƭƛŦŜ ŀƎŀƛƴ 
interceded and we had to make some adjustments. In this case, aŦǘŜǊ Ƴȅ CŀǘƘŜǊΩǎ ŘŜŀǘƘ ŦƻƭƭƻǿŜŘ ōȅ Ƴȅ ōǊƻǘƘŜǊΣ 
Mom lived with Paul and his wife. 

But it did not work out.  Ultimately Paul got another job and had to move away, and he was having difficulty 
ŀŘƧǳǎǘƛƴƎ ǘƻ aƻƳΩǎ ŎƻƴŘƛǘƛƻƴ ǿƘƛŎƘ ƘŀŘ ŎƭŜŀǊƭȅ ōŜŎƻƳŜ ƻƴŜ ƻŦ ŘŜƳŜƴtia. 

¢Ƙƛǎ ƛǎ ǿƘŜǊŜ DŀƛƭΩǎ ƭƛŦŜ-long angelic qualities came into play once again. 

!ǎ ǎƘŜ ƘŀŘ ōƭŜǎǎŜŘ ŀƴŘ ǘŀƪŜƴ ŎŀǊŜ ƻŦ ƳŜΧŜǾŜƴ ǿƘŜƴ L ŘƛŘ ƴƻǘ ŘŜǎŜǊǾŜ ƛǘΦ  !ǎ ǎƘŜ ƘŀŘ ǘŀƪŜƴ ŎŀǊŜ ƻŦ ŀƭƭ ŦƛǾŜ ƻŦ ƻǳǊ 
children through all sorts of experiences, she came through here. 

One day she came to me and said that she needed to take care of my Mom.  Oh, we had talked about how we 
could help, but she was simply inspired. 

She and I went down there and first brought Mom back to Idaho for a few weeks to break the existing 
conditions. 



 
 

Paul would not let her stay at her home...and understandably.  She could not live alone. 

So, Gail offered to live with her in her home in Texas so she could be happy, and comfortable. 

So started a two year period for us where Gail and Mom lived in Texas and every three months I would go down 
there for a week or so, and then in the alternating three months Gail would bring Mom here to Idaho for two or 
more weeks. 

Amazingly, it helped Mom immensely.  That old sparkle came back in her eyes. Gail took her shopping, and to 
ǎŀƭŜǎΧƧǳǎǘ ƭƛƪŜ ǎƘŜ ŀƭǿŀȅǎ ƭƛƪŜŘ ǘƻ ŘƻΦ 

There were a few hard places where Gail, for example, had to show Mom that she could no longer drive. 

aƻƳ ŘƛŘ ƴƻǘ ǿŀƴǘ ǘƻ ǎǘƻǇΧōǳǘ ǎƘŜ ŎƻǳƭŘ ƴƻǘ ǊŜƳŜƳōŜǊ ǿŜƭƭ ŜƴƻǳƎƘ ǘƻ ŜǾŜƴ ƪƴƻǿ ǿƘŜǊŜ ǘƻ Ǝƻ ŀƴŘ ŘŜǇended 
on Gail to show her.  One day, after trying again to get her to stop, she made a deal with Mom.  If Mom could 
drive to Denton and back, with no help from Gail, she could keep driving until she could not. 

Mom agreed. So, on the next trip to Denton to ǎƘƻǇ ŀƴŘ Ŝŀǘ ŀǘ [ǳōȅΩǎ /ŀŦŜǘŜǊƛŀ όŀ ǇƭŀŎŜ ƻǳǊ ŦŀƳƛƭȅ ŀǘŜ ŀǘ ŀƭƭ ƻŦ 
my life), she did not offer Mom any directions. 

Mom got lost and they were almost into Oklahoma before Gail finally told her she needed to stop.  Mom 
realized it then too. She did not know where she was, and realized she could not drive. 

bƻǿΣ ǿŜ ŘƛŘ ƴƻǘ ƘƻƭŘ aƻƳΩǎ ŎƻƴŘƛǘƛƻƴ ŀƎŀƛƴǎǘ ƘŜǊ ƛƴ ǘƘŜ ƭŜŀǎǘΦ  Dŀƛƭ ŀƴŘ L ŀƎǊŜŜŘ ŦǊƻƳ ǘƘŜ ǎǘŀǊǘ ǘƘŀǘ ǿŜ ǿƻǳƭŘ 
treat each time she did something, or retold us something that she had said just a few minutes earlier, that we 
would treat each time like the first time.  We would not remind her about having just said or done something. 

It helped her a lot.  Over that time period, until about 2007, here are some pictures of Gail and Mom and I (and 
indeed, the rest ƻŦ ǘƘŜ ŦŀƳƛƭȅ ǘƻƻύ ƘŜƭǇƛƴƎ ǘƻƎŜǘƘŜǊ ǘƻ ƳŀƪŜ ǘƘƛǎ ƘŀǇǇŜƴΧŀƴŘ ȅƻǳ Ŏŀƴ ǎŜŜ Ƙƻǿ aƻƳ ǿŀǎ ǎƻ 
comfortable with it.  

 

 



 
 

 

 

 

Lƴ ƻǳǊ ǿŀȅ ƻŦ ǘƘƛƴƪƛƴƎΣ ǘƘƛǎ ƛǎ Ƙƻǿ ŦŀƳƛƭƛŜǎ ǎƘƻǳƭŘ ŎŀǊŜ ŦƻǊ ƻƴŜ ŀƴƻǘƘŜǊΧŀƴŘ ƻǳǊ ǿƘƻƭŜ ŦŀƳƛƭȅ ŎŀƳŜ ǘƻƎŜǘƘŜǊ ǘƻ 
do so.  Whenever kids and grandkids were visiting, Mom was a member of the whole family.  It was a whole 
family effort and they all treated Mom with respect and love and I was so proud of everyone. 

But she got to live in her home longer. Ultimately, we were able to sell the home to Lee and Brenda, my oldest 
brother and his wife. Lee was the only one who could afford the house, and he was living in Texas and wanted 
ƛǘΧǎƻ ƭŀǘŜǊΣ ƻƴ ƻƴŜ ƻŦ ǘƘŜ ǘǊƛǇǎ ŀŦǘŜǊ aƻƳ ƘŀŘ ŎƻƳŜ ǘƻ ƭƛǾŜ ǿƛǘƘ ǳǎΣ ǿŜ ǿŜǊŜ ŀōƭŜ ǘƻ ƳŀƪŜ ǘƘŜ ŘŜŀƭΦ 

More on that later too.  



 
 

 

нфΦ WŜŦŦΩǎ Ƴƛǎǎƛƻƴ ǘƻ CǊŀƴŎŜΣ L ǇƛŎƪ ƘƛƳ ǳǇ ŀƴŘ ǘƻǳǊ Ƙƛǎ Ƴƛǎǎƛƻƴ нллр-2006 

While Gail was doing her decorating, but before my Mom required the help, Jeff put his papers into the Church 
of Jesus Christ of Latter-day Saints to serve his mission. 

He ǿŀƴǘŜŘ ǘƻ ǎƘŀǊŜ ǘƘŜ ǊŜǎǘƻǊŜŘ ƎƻǎǇŜƭ ƻŦ WŜǎǳǎ /ƘǊƛǎǘ ǿƛǘƘ ƻǘƘŜǊǎΣ ŀƴŘ Ŧƻƭƭƻǿ ǘƘŜ /ƘǳǊŎƘΩǎ ǎǘŀǘŜƳŜƴǘ ǘƘŀǘ 
άŜǾŜǊȅ ȅƻǳƴƎ Ƴŀƴ ǎƘƻǳƭŘ ǎŜǊǾŜ ŀ ƳƛǎǎƛƻƴΦέ !ŎǘǳŀƭƭȅΣ ǘƘŀǘ ǎǘŀǘŜƳŜƴǘ ƘŀŘ ōŜŜƴ ƳŀŘŜ ōȅ {ǇŜƴŎŜǊ ²Φ YƛƳōŀƭƭ 
many years before, when I was a young man, but had stood ever since. And Jeff was true to it, true to the Lord, 
and true to his own testimony. 

His call came and he was going to France. 

This was exciting for us in a number of ways.  It was a foreign mission meaning he would need to learn the 
language.  It was a mission that bordered on my own mission in southern Germany, and finally, our family, 
ǇŀǊǘƛŎǳƭŀǊƭȅ ƻƴ Ƴȅ ǇŀǘŜǊƴŀƭ ƎǊŀƴŘƳƻǘƘŜǊΩǎ ǎƛŘŜΣ ƘŀŘ ǎƛƎƴƛŦƛŎŀƴǘ ƎŜƴŜŀƭƻƎȅ ǘƘŀǘ ǿŜƴǘ ōŀŎƪ ƛƴǘƻ CǊŀƴŎŜΦ 

We started by taking Jeff to the Mission Training center. 

Since I had served my mission, where I went to Salt Lake city for two weeks at the Salt Lake Mission home, and 
then foreign missionaries went to Provo to the Language Training Center to have a 3-month intensive course in 
learning their language, now all missionaries went straight to Provo Utah (and later to other MTCs spread 
around the world) to spend 2-3 months preparing for their mission. 

It was a GREAT experience.  We were able to spend the better part of an entire day with Jeff, with talks from 
leaders of the Church and leaders at the MTC about the mission, culminating in a final meeting where we all 
ǎŀƴƎΣ ά/ŀƭƭŜŘ ǘƻ ǎŜǊǾŜΣέ ŀƴŘ ǘƘŜƴ ȅƻǳǊ ƳƛǎǎƛƻƴŀǊȅ ƭŜŦǘ ǘƻ Ǝƻ ƻƴ ƛƴǘƻ ǘƘŜ aƛǎǎƛƻƴΦ  [ƻǘǎ ƻŦ ǘŜŀǊǎ ǘƘŜǊŜ ŀǘ ǘƘŀǘ ƭŀǎǘ 
meeting.  We later learned that this was one of the last times that they had the families spend those hours with 
their missionaries.  In the future, as we would learn with Jared, we simply went into the MTC receiving area and 
your missionary found his contact for his mission, you had a single meeting, and you parted right there. 

Anyhow, we saw Jeff off, and he started his mission.  The cities he served in are as follows and I believe these 
are close to the right order, though I may be a little off: 

¶ Brest, in the far Northwest corner of Franc 

¶ Cherbourg, a port just west of the Normandy beaches of World War II. 

¶ Orléans a very famous and historical city in central France 

¶ Paris, the capital and largest city in France (and one of the largest in Europe) 

¶ Nantes, in the far west of France well south of France 

¶ tŀǊƛǎΧŀƴ ŜƴŎƻǊŜ Ǿƛǎƛǘ 

¶ Auxere, a city to the south and a little East of Paris 

IŜǊŜ ŀǊŜ ǇƛŎǘǳǊŜǎ ŦǊƻƳ Ƙƛǎ ƳƛǎǎƛƻƴΧǘƘƻǳƎƘ L Ŏŀƴƴƻǘ ǎŀȅ ǘƘŀǘ ǘƘŜȅ ŀǊŜ ƴŜŎŜǎǎŀǊƛƭȅ ƛƴ ǘƘŜ ǊƛƎƘǘ ƻǊŘŜǊΥ 



 
 

 

Jeff at the Mission Training Center and then here with his first Baptism in France, Monique, in Brest 

 

What follows are some pictures of Jeff with families he worked with, taught, baptized, members, and people he 
met while they worked.   

This is what a mission is most about, meeting, coming to love, and being able to teach people about the gospel 
of Jesus Christ.  Jeff has a strong testimony and a strong desire to share it so that others could come to know 
their Savior and the plan our Father in Heaven and His Son, Jesus Christ have for the happiness and salvation of 
their children. 

Learning of that plan, choosing it, living it, and trying to help others find it is really what life is all about. 

 



 
 

 

 

ΧŀƴŘ ƻŦ ŎƻǳǊǎŜΣ ǇƛŎǘǳǊŜǎ ǿƛǘƘ ǾŀǊƛƻǳǎ ŎƻƳǇŀƴƛƻƴǎ ŀƴŘ ƳƛǎǎƛƻƴŀǊƛŜǎ ƘŜ ǿƻǊƪŜŘ ǿƛǘƘΦ   

The friendships and love that develop with ǘƘƻǎŜ ǇŜƻǇƭŜ ȅƻǳ ǿƻǊƪ ǿƛǘƘ ƻƴ ȅƻǳǊ Ƴƛǎǎƛƻƴ ŀǊŜ ǾŜǊȅ ǎǇŜŎƛŀƭΧŀƴŘ 
can be life long and eternal.  Some have said it is similar to people who come to love one another and look out 
for one another in the military and combat.   

I suppose that can be true, because you are engaged in spiritual warfare.  A war of good versus evil, of the 
teachings and Kingdom of God versus that of man.  Not filled with anger and violence, but filled with love.  My 
Dad told me that ultimately in the war, the close friendships you develop are also filled with love for those 
people, so I believe that is why the relationships are in that way similar.   



 
 

Lƴ ŀƴȅ ŎŀǎŜΣ WŜŦŦ ŎŀƳŜ ǘƻ ƪƴƻǿ ŀƴŘ ƭƻǾŜ ǎƻ Ƴŀƴȅ ƻŦ ǘƘŜ ǇŜƻǇƭŜ ƘŜ ǿƻǊƪŜŘ ǿƛǘƘΧŀƴŘ L Ŏŀƴ ǳƴŘŜǊǎǘŀƴŘ ǿƘȅ ōŀǎŜŘ 
ƻƴ Ƴȅ ƻǿƴ ŜȄǇŜǊƛŜƴŎŜǎΧŀƴŘ ƛǘ is something his brother, Jared would earn a few years later. 

 

 

 

CƛƴŀƭƭȅΣ ǘƘŜǊŜ ƛǎ ŀƭƭ ƻŦ ǘƘŜ ǎŎŜƴŜǊȅ ȅƻǳ ƎŜǘ ǘƻ ǎŜŜΧǇŀǊǘƛŎǳƭŀǊƭȅ ƻŦ ǇƭŀŎŜǎ ȅƻǳ ƘŀǾŜ ƴŜǾŜǊ ōŜŜƴ ōŜŦƻǊŜΦ 

This is especially true of foreign missions because you also have a completely new culture you are exposed to 
and that you learn, perhaps with a new language (like I did with German and Jeff with French).  All of it becomes 
a part of the rich memory of an experience that is so special and remains so for your entire life and into eternity.  



 
 

 

 

 

But as with all of our life, and referring back to that scripture from Jacob, time marched on, and before we knew 
ƛǘΣ WŜŦŦΩǎ Ƴƛǎǎƛƻƴ ǿŀǎ ƻǾŜǊΦ  Dŀƛƭ ǊŜǘǳǊƴŜŘ ǘƻ LŘŀƘƻ ǿƛǘƘ Ƴȅ aƻƳ ŀƴŘ ǎƘŜ ǿƻǳƭŘ ōŜ ƭƛǾƛƴƎ ǿƛǘƘ ǳǎΣ ōǳǘ ǎƘŜ ƴŜŜŘŜŘ 
someone to watch her.  We had both hoped to go and get Jeff at the end of his mission, but Gail was fine with 
me doing it so she could continue to watch my Mom.  I love her so for the many sacrifices she has made, and I 
ǿŀƴǘŜŘ ǎƻ ƳǳŎƘ ŦƻǊ ƘŜǊ ǘƻ ōŜ ŀōƭŜ ǘƻ ƎƻΧōǳǘ ŀǎ ƛǘ ǿas, I ended up having the great blessing and privilege of 
ƎƻƛƴƎ ǘƻ CǊŀƴŎŜ ŀƴŘ ǇƛŎƪƛƴƎ WŜŦŦ ǳǇΧŀƴŘ ƎŜǘǘƛƴƎ ǘƻ ǘƻǳǊ Ƙƛǎ Ƴƛǎǎƛƻƴ ǿƛǘƘ ƘƛƳΦ 

Here are some pictures of that experience, late in 2006. 






















































































































































































































































































































































































































































