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George Swallow Family Genealogy
Figure 1 – George Swallow Family Group Sheet – page 1
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Figure 2 – George Swallow Family Group Sheet – page 2
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Figure 3 – George S. Robison Family Group Sheet – page 1
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Figure 4 – George S. Robison Family Group Sheet – page 2
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Figure 5 – Laurene Mamie Swallow Joseph Family Group Sheet – page 1
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Figure 6 – Laurene Mamie Swallow Joseph Family Group Sheet – page 2
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Figure 7 – May Swallow Kerr Family Group Sheet – page 1
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Figure 8 – May Swallow Kerr Family Group Sheet – page 2
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Figure 9 – Birdie Swallow Robison Family Group Sheet
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Figure 10 – Pearl Swallow Robison Family Group Sheet
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Introduction
This is the third book in the Our Swallow Heritage series. There was so much material about the
children of George and Anna Day Swallow that I had to divide their histories into Our Swallow
Heritage Volume II and Volume III. Volume II covers the four sons of George Swallow. Volume III
covers the four daughters of George Swallow: L. Mamie Swallow, May C. Swallow, Birdie E,
Swallow and I. Pearl Swallow. Volume II covers the sons of George Swallow: George William,
Richard T., Alfred M., Ray G., and T. Frank Swallow. These books are designed to be read
together. If they are not, much of the continuity within the George Swallow family will be lost
to the reader.
Please read the Preface of Volume II to find out my method of writing these histories and how
they are documented. Please note that there is no profit to me on any of these books. The
printing costs of Volume I (328 pages) costs $11.10, Volume II (320 pages) costs $10.96 and
Volume III (465 pages) will cost about $15.15.
Each volume of Our Swallow Heritage can be purchased through www.lulu.com/fussell40. This is
a print‐on‐demand company that allows me to inexpensively publish and sell my books for the
printing and distribution cost only. After you order and pay by credit card, the book or books
are printed in 3 to 5 business days and shipped to you. I recommend you use the U.S. Media
Mail shipping option (10 to 14 day shipping time) because it is the least expensive. Media Mail
shipping will cost about $3.10 to $4.50 per book. Multiple books shipped to the same address
will cost less per book.
The cover of Volume III has a beautiful painting of Laurene Mamie Swallow, the foster‐
daughter of George and Anna Day Swallow. Mamie is a full‐blooded Shoshone, who was
orphaned at about age ten and then raised by George and Anna Swallow until she was about 16
years old.
I first became aware of Laurene Mamie Swallow Joseph while attending the funeral of George
N. Swallow of Ely, Nevada in February 2005. One of the funeral attendees told me about an
adopted Indian daughter that George and Anna Day Swallow had raised by the name of Mamie
Swallow. They further told me that one of Mamie’s granddaughters, Laura, owned and ran the
“Smoke Signal Trading Post” in downtown Ely. From February 2005 until now, September
2006, I have had the opportunity to meet and talk with many of Mamie Swallow Joseph’s
family. Mamie’s two living daughters, Lillian, age 93, and Dorothy, age 90, along with their
children have been the primary sources of this material. Gloria and I have developed a deep
admiration and love for this very special family that share, with us, a special connection with
George and Anna Day Swallow family.
Mamie’s history is important as is the history of the Western Shoshone Indians in Spring Valley
and Snake Valley, Nevada. One cannot think of the George Swallow family without thinking of
the Western Shoshone Indian families that lived at Shoshone, Nevada. When George first
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arrived at Shoshone in 1873 there were a number of Shoshone Indian families living close to
where George had his ranch.
Through the 1890s most of the ranch and domestic help George and Anna Swallow hired were
Native Americans. All were excellent workers, and the Swallows always got along fine with
them. In fact, the first school at Shoshone in 1890 was enabled because there were two Shoshone
children of school age living there. Along with the three Swallow children of school age, the
minimum number of five students was met to start a school. These wonderful Native
Americans enabled the George Swallow family to learn, appreciate and understand another
culture.
The descendants of George and Anna Day Swallow also need to learn, appreciate and
understand these wonderful Native Americans of Spring Valley and Snake Valley because they
helped shape our Swallow heritage. It is my hope that all of us can have a philosophy of life like
the Western Shoshone, this includes: respect for the land, respect for every form of life and a
desire to live in harmony with nature.
In addition to Mamie, their foster daughter, George and Anna Day Swallow had three other
daughters: May Caroline Swallow, Birdie E Swallow and Ida Pearl Swallow. I. Pearl Swallow is
my grandmother.
These four daughters were very close growing up and remained so for their entire lives. This
volume, Volume III, gives the history of each daughter and their family.
Figure 11 – Chapter 2 –
Mamie Swallow – c1906

Figure 12 – Chapter 3 –
May C. Swallow – c1905

Figure 13 – Chapters 4‐6 –
Birdie E Swallow – c1905

Figure 14 – Chapters 4‐6 –
I. Pearl Swallow – c1909

Preparing these family history books has been one of the greatest experiences of my life. I have
been repaid ten fold, for my time and effort, through the special experiences I have had and the
relationships I have developed with family members both living and dead.
I hope each of you enjoy reading the histories in this volume as much as I have enjoyed writing
and assembling them. My phone number is 702‐645‐0300.
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Chapter 1 – A Brief History of the Western Shoshone
Early History
The following short article, titled Shoshoni, was found on the internet at –
http://www.mnsu.edu/emuseum/cultural/northamerica/shoshoni.html
The Shoshoni tribe started out in the Basin splitting into two major groups which are the Western
side and the Northern side. The Western tribe had little contact with the outside world and the
Western Shoshoni show the influence of the Plains and Plateau. The parenting of the tribe was
interesting as the mother would take care of the child until the crawling stage then the older
sister takes care of the child and the grandmother tended to the child’s education. Later on the
father would take more interest in the child, especially if the child was male. If the child was a
girl, the baby was still thought to be a blessing because the parents knew that someday she
would attract a mate who would help the family in its never‐ending quest for food.
Since food was hard to come by, certain medicine men possessed the power to charm antelope,
their only big game except sheep. They also used bows, arrows, lances, and shields to hunt game.
They would try to hunt buffalo, elk, deer and other game even though it was hard to come by.
When they did come by big game, they would try to trade there food for hides, knives, awls,
rifles, and ammunition. In the summer, the Shoshoni wore breechcloth or green scum from
nearby water holes. They made double‐sided aprons from materials they found in the woods. In
the winter, men and women alike wore a woven garment of strips of rabbit skins. It took about
forty rabbits for a single robe, so the one who could complete covering their entire body was
fortunate. Those having only a few would use them to wrap their feet and legs.

Day‐to‐day Life of the Western Shoshone or Shoshoni
Life had its seasonal activities for the Shoshone in Spring Valley and Snake Valley, Nevada in
the 1800s just like we have seasonal activities today. The following information was found on
the University of Nevada, Reno web site – http://www.unr.edu/.
Western Shoshone Life in the Springtime
They hunted for groundhogs, ground squirrels, and sage hens using chokecherry limb bows and
arrowheads made from bone, flint, obsidian, and hardwoods. They also caught the smaller game
animals with stick traps and net snares. With sharp digging sticks, they gathered wild onions,
morning‐glory roots, sego roots, bitterroot, new cattail stems and roots, camas roots, wild
asparagus, and wild carrots to eat.
Medicine plants were used for colds, sores, rheumatism, and other ailments of the body.
Western Shoshone Life in the Summertime
They returned to the mountain summer camps. They fished for mountain trout and salmon with
conical willow traps, nets, and spears. Hunting for bighorn sheep and deer were also done at this
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time of the year with the help of animal disguises and spiritual charms. Poisoned arrows or
spears helped to bring down the bigger game animals.
They gathered wild rye grasses, wintergreen, wild strawberries, gooseberries, water lilies, and
sunflower seeds to eat. Lupines, wild roses, and wild iris were used for medicinal purposes.
Western Shoshone Life in the Fall
They hunted for deer, rabbits, and antelope. Gathering for communal drives, everyone helped
out and the meat was equally divided. Fresh meat not eaten was cut, and dried to be made into
jerky. The hides of the animals were cured for later use. Bones were used to make tools and other
items. Pine nuts, their main staple, were picked, winnowed, and cooked to be eaten or ground up
for flour. Later the flour was used for soups and gravies. Currants, buck berries, and service
berries were picked in the fall.

George T. Baker wrote the following as recorded in the book The Baker Family and Baker
Stories, pages 38 & 39, compiled and published by Patsy Baker Schlabsz:
Pine nut gathering was quite an event – the squaws doing most of the work. The nut cones were
gathered in willow baskets made by the squaws and carried on their backs to some selected spot
and piled.
After so many were gathered a large hole was scooped out. A fire was built and left burning until
the ground was thoroughly heated.
Then the fire was scraped out and the cones were thrown into the pit. The ashes and coals were
then put on top and covered with dirt. This was left until the cones were cooked or steamed
enough to open. The nuts were taken out by the squaws, allowed to dry in the sun. Afterwards
they were fanned (winnowed) on another willow sort of basket made for this purpose. This
allowed the light nuts and hulls to separate from the heavy nuts.
They moved several times during the gathering season to eliminate too much carrying.
In the fall of each year many Indian families gathered pine nuts in the mountains of the Snake
Range. In a really good pine nut year, the pine nut fires were numerous and sometimes
interpreted by the whites as signal fires between the various Indians because they were thought
to be preparing for war against the whites.
In the fall of 1874 these pine nut roasting fires enflamed a paranoid white population after a
prospector had been killed by an Indian over a disagreement about wages the Indian was to have
received for showing the prospector where there was gold on Mount Mariah. There never was
any Indian uprising, but the army from Utah and Nevada was called in, many white settlers
from Snake Valley left for a month or two, the Indian who killed the miner was hanged, at least
one other Indian was killed in Spring Valley and most of the Goshute Indians from Spring Valley
and Snake Valley were moved to a newly created Goshute Reservation by Ibapah, Utah. All of
this happened just because a large number of Western Shoshone Indians left their work at the
ranches and mines to gather pine nuts in this bumper pine nut crop year. The Indian wages at the
ranches and mines were small compared to the value of the pine nuts to be gathered.
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Figure 15 – Mamie’s Pine Nut Winnowing Basket Figure 16 – Mary Joseph‘s Willow Water‐pot Sealed with Pine Pitch

Figure 17 – Shoshone Grinding Stones to Grind Pine Nuts and Grain

On the University of Nevada, Reno web site, http://www.unr.edu, the seasonal and special
activities continue:
Western Shoshone Life in the Wintertime
Winter was a time for families to build permanent winter homes and time was spent listening to
storytellers. These legends, events and experiences were handed down from generation to
generation. The stories revolved around animals, mainly the coyote, and lessons of life.
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Figure 18 – Shoshone Club Used to Kill Rabbits

Figure 19 – Shoshone Club Used to Kill Rabbits

Rabbit Drive
Early fall was the best time of the year to hunt rabbits. Both the white‐tailed jackrabbit and the
cottontail were hunted. Rabbits were very fat this time of year, and had already grown winter
coats.
Rabbit hunting required the cooperation and participation of the entire Tribe. Everyone,
including women, children and elders participated in the rabbit drives. Rabbits were driven into
nets where they were captured and killed with clubs or arrows. The nets were woven of plant
fibers, with most families owning at least one net. Some of the larger communal nets were three
feet high and as long as a football field (300 feet).
One member of the Tribe was in charge of the rabbit drive. He was known as the Rabbit Boss. He
helped organize and position people to insure a successful drive. The people would stretch their
nets into a wide semicircle as they walked slowly towards another group holding longer nets.
The rabbits would then be completely surrounded by the longer nets. Once caught in the nets,
the rabbits were killed. Rabbits were so plentiful in the fall, that thousands of them could be
captured in the drives. (The small bands of Shoshone in Spring Valley, Nevada would have been
lucky to have captured hundreds of rabbits at a time.)
The rabbits were divided up among the Tribe, cleaned and skinned. The fur skins were used for
blankets. It might take 100 rabbits to make one blanket. The meat was roasted or boiled for a
celebration feast. Any remaining meat was dried and/or pounded into meal for use during
winter months.
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George T. Baker writings about antelope hunting are recorded in the book The Baker Family
and Baker Stories, pages 40 & 41, compiled and published by Patsy Baker Schlabsz:
Antelope Hunting
There were two ways the Indians had of shooting antelope with the bow and arrow.
About one half mile south of Hendry’s Creek, there is a black hill of shale and limestone that is
quite steep on the north side and very rough with many loose boulders of all sizes. From this hill
was rolled or carried rocks forming a wing in a northwest direction. Some one fourth mile in
distance, at the south point of this rock wall and at the base of the hill, was left an opening of
some 30 feet where the antelope would be frightened or spooked from the creek by the Indians.
The antelope were very numerous those days, running in herds up to as many as 75 head. These
herds usually came some distance, to water on Hendry’s Creek, pretty much on the same trail
each day.
The Indians had a number of pits, some four feet deep and about the same in width which were
occupied by two Indians. These pits were repaired from year to year.
Before one of these drives were scheduled, the Indians then known as bucks, were clad with
buckskin round their hips, a thong between their legs fastened in front with a greasewood peg,
and a pair of buckskin moccasins with cowhide soles, made by the squaws. These moccasins
were sewed using antelope sinew. The sinew was also very valuable in wrapping the arrows to
hold the feathers and arrow heads which were chipped from flint.
Going back to the antelope chase, the bucks were thoroughly smoked from sage brush smoke to
take care of all body scent which could be detected by the antelope when on the way to water.
As soon as the antelope had passed by and were on water, the Indians would come from their
hiding places, yelling, waving blankets, beating tin cans, anything to stampede the antelope
down through the opening at the base of the hill and the end of the rock wall which had been
laid in a straight line.
At this point is where the slaughter was made, sometimes piling them two and three deep. Many
were wounded that got away and were left to die afterwards.
Any antelope is a very queer animal. Their nature is not to jump without being crowded to it. A
deer is much the other way. They have been known to jump a six wire fence of their own accord.
There would be possibly a dozen Indians at the east end of the wing where the slaughter was
made. It took about 50 Indians to make one of these drives.
After removing the hide from the carcass, the hide was afterward tanned by the squaws. The
sinew was taken from the animal’s neck and along the back muscles. The meat was usually cut in
strips and dried. This was called jerky which would keep indefinitely.
The sinew taken from the animal’s neck and back muscles was the only thing they had to sew
with. This took the place of thread which could be purchased in later years.
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These hides, after being tanned, were made into moccasins, jackets, gloves, pants. Many of the
gloves and jackets were beaded in very beautiful designs.
Figure 20 – Several Antelope

Figure 21 – A Lone Antelope

Another way to getting antelope with bow and arrow was to flag him. This was done by the pit
method and smoking the body as stated before. A red piece of cloth, some two feet square, was
placed on a willow, some four or five feet above the ground, a few yards from the hideout. The
flag being a short distance from the pit, the antelope’s attention was more on the flag than the
surrounding country.
Being a very curious animal, (the antelope) would work their way around this object always
coming closer. If they did not detect an odor or become frightened by sound, they would come
within a few yards of the flag where they could be shot by the Indians. This some times took
hours of waiting.
After the Indians became more civilized, they had no trouble securing fire arms, and they gave
up the bow and arrow to a certain extent.
The rifles and six shooters used in the early days were at least 90% of one caliber, 44‐40. This size
ammunition was carried at most every grocery store after about 1890 or earlier.

The University of Nevada, Reno web site, http://www.unr.edu, continues the activity
descriptions:
Deer Hunting
In late summer, the Western Shoshone of Nevada would hunt deer high in the Ruby Mountains
(and the Snake Range). It was rocky terrain with aspen, spruce, fir, and ponderosa forests and
thickets of scrub oak. Since the only weapons the Shoshone had were spears and bow and
arrows, it was difficult to catch the fast and sure‐footed deer.
The Shoshone would work together to catch their deer, using the advantages of nature. They
built deer chutes along the rocky mountain walls. They would build a wall of logs opposite rocks
or cliffs with a wing‐like opening leading to the chute. Having stalked and studied the
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movements of the deer, the hunters would then set fires to the areas of brush that they knew the
deer were hiding in. They would surround the deer and drive them towards the narrow opening
in the chute. This was known as intercept‐strategy hunting.
Figure 22 – Mule Deer – Buck

Figure 23 – Mule Deer – Doe

As the deer entered the narrow part of the chute, the hunters hiding on the outside of the logs
would then spear the deer. After killing the deer, they would get the dead animal out of the way
by pulling it under the logs and out of the chute. This way more deer could be driven into the
chute. Bighorn sheep were also hunted this way.
Figure 24 – Shoshone Stone Axe

Figure 25 – Shoshone Obsidian Knife Used to Skin Deer

Once killed, the deer hunters would slit the animal’s throat and drink the blood from the deer. It
was believed that the animal’s blood when consumed immediately would provide strength and
vitality to the hunters. Then the entire stomach was removed and washed out. The heart, liver,
kidneys and lungs were placed in the stomach container, to be eaten after returning to camp.
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Fresh deer meat was usually not eaten. They usually ate the organs and intestines first. The
intestines were a delicacy but were also used for containers. They saved and used all parts of the
deer. The brains were for tanning and the bones for a variety of tools, charms and ornaments.
They even saved the hoofs and horns to be made into “tinklers” or pendants, or boiled for glue.
After cleaning their kill, the hunters would take the meat and extras back to the main camps.
Here the women would finish the preparation of the meat. They would skin the deer by cutting
the skin away from the meat. They would remove the fat from the meat and store it separately.
Usually, they divided up the kill for all members of the band.
They would cut the meat into thin strips, dry it, and store it in a cool, dry place out of the sun’s
rays. They used bags woven from sagebrush bark or made from skins to store dried foods.
Buckskin Processing
Once the skin was removed from the deer, the hide was rinsed, then hung or stretched out until
it was dry. They would then clean the epidermis, the outer layer of skin, off. The epidermis could
be easily scraped off, usually with a deer’s rib bone. It took skill to scrape the epidermis off
without cutting into the hide. If the epidermis is not scraped off, then it left a hard and drawn
area on the softened buckskin.
Figure 26 – Shoshone Obsidian Scraper Used to Scrape Deer Skins Prior to Curing

If the person wanted the hair left on the hide, immediately after cleaning it, they would comb the
inside of the hide with a currie‐like rock and stretch it so it would soften. If the hair was to be
removed, it would be soaked in water for about a week. Water loosened the hair from the skin so
that the hair could also be easily scraped off with a rib bone (or obsidian scraper).
With all the hair and epidermis removed, it was ready to be soaked in the tanning solution. The
solution was made from the deer’s brains and spinal cord. The brains were boiled, sieved to
remove the blood vessels, and made into a paste like solution. It was rubbed all over the hide and
hung out to dry over night.
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By morning, the hide was swollen and bleached by the solution. It was then rinsed and wrung
out so that it could be stretched. It took much stretching and pulling of the hide until it was
completely dry. It was important that all parts of the hide be pulled and stretched to prevent
hardening or thickening when it dried. If pulled too much in one area, that part of the hide
became too thin and tore when used.
Once the hide was dry and softened, it would be smoked to give it the golden tan color by which
it is known as buckskin. A small fire made with cedar chips was built, but left smoldering. The
hide was sewn into a conical fashion and hung over the smoldering fire so that the smoke went
up the hide, giving it that golden color and special fragrance. (Laura Stark Rainey‐Carpenter added
“The cedar residue was an oily film that helped shed water.”)
Now the buckskin was ready to make into clothing. Using personalized techniques, the women
would fit the hide to the person and cut out clothing, or moccasins. To sew, they used specialized
bone needles and awls and thread made from the sinew of the deer. To make coverings for
cradleboards, they would have to make the board first (“usually of woven willow twigs”1), then
fashion the buckskin around the board and sew it around the board. Once sewn the buckskin
item then was decorated with bone, juniper and other natural seed beads, feathers, or shells.
Figure 27 – Children’s Moccasins Made by the Shoshone from Cured Deer Skin

Today much of this process has changed. Very few people tan hides because it takes too much
time, work, and effort. After the white men came to this country, the Shoshone traded for and
used metal knives and guns to help kill and scrape the hides. Many Shoshone even stopped
hunting the deer or when they did, they did not save the hide or use all the parts of the deer.
Very few are even tanning the hides, since they are able to buy what they need from stores or
from other people. Even metal and glass beads now decorate their wearing apparel and items.
Tanning has now become a specialty craft among the Shoshone of Nevada.
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The Making and Use of Cradleboards
Figure 28 – Shoshone Child’s Willow Cradleboard for a Doll – Made Just Like One for a Baby

The Western Shoshone babies, when born, were placed in a cradleboard called a koh’noh. There
were two types of cradleboards. The boat basket was used by the newborn right after it was born.
The hoop basket was used once the baby’s neck muscles were strong enough to hold its head up.
The baby would spend its first year in the basket or until the baby began to walk.
The cradleboard provided a secure and safe environment for the small baby. The baby was kept
in the cradleboard at all times. This helped to keep the child’s backbone and legs straight, further
strengthen the neck muscles, and provided an opportunity for the infant to be visually and
emotionally stimulated by his environment and family. The child was able to be carried on his
mother’s back using a strap attached to the back of the cradleboard. This way, the mother could
be free to work with her hands. Using the strap, they sometimes hung or propped the basket up,
so that the mother could also be within the child’s view and communicate with the child. When
tired, the infant could be rocked to sleep. Then the child could be laid down without disturbing
its body or sleep.
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Since willows could only be collected in the winter months, it was necessary for the basket maker
to plan ahead. Once spring arrived, the willows would have too much water in them and could
easily break. The Shoshone used a river willow for the boat cradleboard, which was prepared
after the child was born. It was an open‐twined weave forming an elliptical head guard for the
infant. A rabbit‐skin lining was placed inside to cushion the baby’s head and body and buckskin
laces were used to tie the baby in. Wild dogwood or rosewood willows were used to make the
frames for the hoop cradleboard. Once gathered, the larger willows were scraped for the
cradleboard frame and backing. The smaller willows would be used for the shade. The other
willows would be split, simultaneously, in three parts to be used for weft thread. The same
process was used for making other baskets. Using a warming method, the hoop frame was
formed by tying the top and bottom frames together. After forming the frame, it was tied down
to a flat‐surface for a couple of weeks, to prevent it from twisting or bending out of shape.
Willows were cut to fit the frame. The Shoshone used a horizontal willow backing. The willows
were fastened together by one or two vertical willows, using buckskin strips. Once the frame was
ready, the ends of the willow backing was fit against the frame and the willows attached to the
frame by wrapping the willow‐backing with buckskin strips. The frame would then be covered
with buckskin.
The frame was placed on the buckskin. The buckskin was fitted around the frame by pulling it
snugly towards the center. The center, top and bottom seam was marked. Then the buckskin was
cut and sewn with their specialized bone needles and sinew‐thread. The outside strings and
loops were then added to the front flaps, using a bone awl to make holes and rabbit‐skin batting
was placed inside for a cushion. (“Cattail fluff was used to line the cradleboard. It was very soft
and absorbent. It also had a very fresh scent.”1)
A willow shade was added to the basket. The willow shade was made using river willows. It was
woven in an open‐twined weave fashion, using a decreasing procedure while weaving. First, the
pattern at the top was made, using a naturally‐dyed willow weft. The pattern depended on the
gender of the baby. A diamond was used for a girl’s shade and diagonal lines were used for a
boy’s shade. This shade not only provided a shade from the sun, but provided protection for the
child’s face and head if the cradle was knocked over and with a cover, it kept the wind out. The
shade was attached to the outside of the basket. It was threaded through two holes and tied onto
the backside.
The cradleboard was decorated by adding fringes to the sides and back. A strap was attached to
the back of the cradleboard for carrying. A separate buckskin piece was attached to the bottom,
so that it could be removed if soiled.
Today, the cradleboard is still being used. Many families have other tribal members or relatives
make the cradle for them since many families have not kept up the tradition of making the
cradle. Modern changes have been made in the construction of the cradleboard. Many are
covered with a canvas‐like material, allowing for a cooler, washable and more available cover for
the cradle. Yarn is now used on the shade for the patterns and cloth around the edging, adding
more color. With the influx of metal and glass beads, the Shoshone beaded around the top of the
basket, on the sides, and the shade‐edging making a more colorful carrier.
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The Treatment of the Western Shoshone in Spring Valley and Snake Valley, Nevada
All the recorded evidence shows that the Western Shoshone in White Pine County were peace
loving and not a warring people.
Beginning in about 1860 miners and ranchers started to settle and live in White Pine County. In
the early 1860s there were several Indian uprisings north of Spring Valley and Snake Valley and
into Utah. The US Army, in the 1860s, pursued a group of Goshute Indians, from the north, to
the Swamp Cedars in Spring Valley and massacred most of them.
These incidences caused all Indians to be feared and misunderstood. As the number of miners
and ranchers grew in White Pine County between 1860 and 1900, there were a number of
occasions that the locals thought the Native Americans were gathering for war. All were false
alarms caused by a lack of cultural understanding on the part of the local miners and ranchers.
The Native Americans were seen as competitors, uncivilized, uneducated and different. Because
we tend to fear what we do not understand, these White Pine County Native Americans were
feared by many of the local miners, farmers and ranchers.
While there was the occasional Native American troublemaker, it happened no more frequently
than troublemakers within the mining, farming and ranching population. Based on the actions
of one, all the local Native Americans were painted with the same brush by those who chose not
to understand and try to integrate with a different culture. Their solution was to remove or
confine what they did not understand.
From the beginning, the federal, state and local governments had a segregation policy not an
integration policy toward Native Americans. Most of the Western Shoshone of White Pine
County, Nevada were systematically removed to reservations or killed in the last half of the
1800s. While there were some local citizens that abhorred these practices, the majority
supported them because it furthered their economic and political powers and got rid of a
perceived problem.
In 1870 there were a few hundred Western Shoshone Indians in Snake Valley and Spring Valley,
Nevada. This number declined rapidly. The 1880 US Census showed there were 85; the 1900 US
Census showed there were 41; the 1910 US Census showed there were 29; and the 1920 US
Census showed there were 18.
In researching the number of Indians in Spring Valley and Snake Valley recorded by the 1880,
1900, 1910 and 1920 US Censuses, I came upon an interesting but disturbing fact. In both
valleys, for all the Census years researched, the Indian population was recorded with the rest of
the population under the precincts of Snake Valley, Spring Valley or Osceola. There was one
exception. In the 1900 US Census for Spring Valley, the Census takers used “Osceola Precinct”
for all the population except the Indians. They put all the Indians in a Census group they called
“Asecola Township.” With the “c” silent and a little imagination this can be read as a very
derogatory name. I do not think it was spelled this way by accident. I believe this was an overt
act that shows a great deal of hostility toward the Western Shoshone in Spring Valley in 1900.
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Chapter 2 – Laurene Mamie Swallow Joseph and Her Family
An Orphaned Shoshone Girl
About 1885 a darling, bright eyed, round faced little daughter, later known as Mamie Swallow,
was born to a Western Shoshone couple. This daughter was loved by her parents, and she grew
into a beautiful, strong, loving, vibrant girl.
Lillian Joseph Stark told me, based on what her grandmother, Mary Joseph, told her, that this
Shoshone family originated in southern Idaho. At some point they moved south into Millard
County, Utah. In about 1895 they traveled west from the Kanosh area into north Snake Valley to
the Deep Creek area where the Goshute Indian Reservation was. After visiting there for a time
they traveled south through North Snake Valley, past Gandy and Mt. Moriah to Silver Creek.
At Silver Creek they turned west and crossed the Snake Range over Sacramento Pass and then
went on to Layton Spring in the Swamp Cedars in north Spring Valley. Traveling was a way of
life for the Western Shoshone. It is likely that they had traveled this route into Nevada
previously. They very likely knew of Shoshone and the Swallow Ranch in South Spring Valley.
They may have even worked for the Swallows previously.
In the fall and winter of 2005, at age 92, Lillian Joseph Stark related many stories and incidents
about the lives of her parents and their family to her daughter, Barbara Stark. Barbara recorded
them and her brother, Ron Stark, typed them up into a Joseph Family History. A major part of
this chapter comes from this Joseph Family History by Lillian Joseph Stark.
Lillian Joseph Stark relates the following from what her Grandmother, Mary Joseph, told her:

Massacre at the Swamp Cedars in Spring Valley
In the mid 1890s, a small band of Indians coming from Utah passed through the Goshute
Reservation on their journey into the Snake Valley region of Nevada. They crossed Sacramento
Pass and proceeded down into Spring Valley where there was water and a thick stand of Swamp
Cedars that would afford them shelter and protection from being spotted by the US Cavalry that
had been following this band of Indians for some time.
The band was getting something to eat when the Cavalry descended upon the Indians
slaughtering all but two small girls (about age 10) that escaped using a big ditch that led to a big
mountain (to the east). The two girls stayed in that mountain area for about a week. They decided
to go in separate directions, one girl (known as Annie Jack in her adult life) went back to the
Goshute Reservation to live, and the other girl (Lillian’s Mom) ventured into (south) Spring
Valley where she came upon the Swallow Ranch (at Shoshone, Nevada). The Swallows took the girl
into their home and raised her until she was about 16 years old. The Swallows named her Mamie
Swallow.
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I believe Mamie knew of the Shoshone and Piute Indians that lived and worked at Shoshone,
Nevada, and she knew she would be offered sanctuary there. Otherwise, these two orphaned
girls would have both returned to the Goshute Reservation, from where they had just come.
Figure 29 – Looking West at the Swamp Cedars in North Spring Valley

The Swamp Cedars are just west of today’s US Highway 6/50, about 4.5 miles north of Goodies and about 3 miles
northwest of Osceola – The ditch leading from the Swamp Cedars to the big mountains is in the right foreground
Figure 30 – The Big Mountains to the East and the Ditch Going From the Swamp Cedars to Them

Lillian told me, that to her grandmother, all white men who pursued Indians were considered
the US Cavalry. It was most likely a self‐appointed militia that followed them to the Swamp
Cedars and massacred all those camped there except for two ten year old girls.
Regardless, this incident was never reported in any local newspaper and was only talked about
in whispers by the locals. Fred Carpenter, Laura Stark Rainey‐Carpenter‘s husband, told me
that he was told this same story, some years ago, by an older white man, named Alf, who spent
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a lot of time at Major’s Place in Spring Valley. The man has since died. Based on input from Alf
Kerr‘s children, I am reasonably sure Alf Kerr was not the Alf referred to by Fred.

George and Anna Day Swallow Take in the Orphaned Shoshone Girl
The young ten year old Shoshone girl, alone and with her whole world destroyed, traveled
south over 20 miles in the foothills of Spring Valley and in the shadow of Bald Mountain,
Wheeler Peak, Baker Peak, and Mount Washington to Shoshone and the Swallow Ranch.
Figure 31 – The Foothills in Spring Valley along Which Mamie Traveled to the Swallow Ranch

When she arrived she was very tired, bedraggled, heartbroken and discouraged. She was likely
asked what her name was. Since she understood or spoke little English she may have thought
they wanted to know how she got there, and answered “ne mimia” which in Shoshone means
“I walk.” This is one possibility of how she may have come to be called “Mamie” by the
Swallow family. George and Anna Day Swallow took her in, loved her and provided food,
clothing and shelter for her. At some point it was decided Mamie needed another name, so they
called her Laurene Mamie Swallow. She was known by this name until she married Joe Joseph
in about 1903. She was then known as Laurene Mamie Joseph. However, she went by Mamie
most of the time.
I have spent considerable time researching this massacre but there is nothing recorded except
within the Joseph family’s oral history. There is no doubt in my mind that it happened, but I
believe this event was covered up by those involved and was not talked about by any of the
whites. I believe that even the Swallows did not talk about it to their young children or others
because they likely would have been afraid some harm might come to Mamie or to their other
children if it got out that they were helping someone who was an eye witness to the massacre.
As a result any knowledge of this event died with those who knew of it first hand. The one
exception is the Joseph family’s oral history.

Life for Mamie Swallow on the Swallow Ranch
When Mamie arrived at the Swallow Ranch in about 1897, George and Anna Day Swallow‘s
other children were: Richard T. (age 17), Alfred M. (age 15), May C. (age 13), Ray G. (age 11),
Birdie E (age 10), and I. Pearl (age 3).
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Mamie would have been expected to work on the Swallow ranch just like all the other Swallow
children. They all assisted in the domestic and ranch work. George and Anna Day Swallow
employed a number of Native Americans as domestic and ranch help. Even though George and
Anna took Mamie in and provided her a home, etc., most of the older Swallow children would
most likely have considered her just one of the other domestic workers. However Birdie E
Swallow relates that her best friend growing up was a Native American girl. There is little
doubt that this best friend was Mamie Swallow.

Joe Joseph
Lillian Joseph Stark relates what her grandmother, Mary Joseph told her:
My dad, Joe Joseph, was born in Kanosh, Utah. He was a teenager when he first married a
woman whose name was Mokiac (in about 1897). They had a daughter named Rena Joseph (born
in 1898 according to the Final Roll of the Kanosh Band of Paiute Indians dated February 1956. The
Southern Paiute Genealogy, Koosharem Band shows Mokiac, was stolen by the Indians of Kanosh, Utah
from the Shivwits with two other sisters. Mokiac was probably the sister of Jim Mokiac. It also shows that
Rena Joseph, from the Garrison, Utah area was the third wife of Tom Amnisky also known as Tom Mix.
Rena Joseph later married Wes Levi.)
Figure 32 – Rena Joseph – c1930
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Lillian Joseph Stark continues:
Work wasn’t available where he lived (in Kanosh, Utah) so he headed west looking for work. He
took his Mom with him and left his wife and child in Utah. Coincidentally, he and his mom went
the same direction that Lillian’s future mom had followed. He found the Swallow ranch and the
Swallows hired him. He met Mamie Swallow and they got married in the Indian fashion (in 1903
or 1904). My dad decided to move to Baker, Nevada where there were more ranches that could
afford more opportunities for him and his wife. Phil Baker (Phillip Mathew “Doc” Baker) hired him
and he worked there until his death.
Figure 33 – Mr. & Mrs. P. M. Baker Family – June 30, 1905

L to R – Back Row: Louise E. “Dolly” Baker, William “Will” Gonder, and George T. Baker. Front Row: P. Bernetta A.
“Nettie” Meecham Baker, Phil W. Baker (Young boy), Claudia Baker (baby), and Philip M. “Doc” Baker.

Joe’s mother’s name is Mary Joseph, and she was born in 1855 according to her headstone in the
Baker Indian Cemetery. The 1920 US Census shows she was born in 1860. Mary Joseph died
October 10, 1932 according to her original grave‐marker. Mary Joseph has an original grave‐
marker and a modern granite headstone.
It is reported by some that Joe’s father was a man named Charlie and is buried in the Baker
Indian Cemetery just east of Mary Joseph. Charlie name can no longer be seen on the wooden
grave‐marker. Charlie’s birth and death dates are not known. He is not listed in the 1910 or 1920
US Census, so it is assumed he died before 1910. Lillian Joseph Stark does not believe that
Charlie was Joe Joseph‘s father.
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Figure 34 – Grave‐marker for Charlie

Figure 35 – Grave‐marker for Mary Joseph

Overview of the Joe and Laurene Mamie Swallow Joseph Family
Figure 36 – Laurene Mamie Swallow – c1903
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Joe Joseph was about 29 and Laurene Mamie Swallow was about 18 when they got married.
They had ten to twelve children over the next 22 years. The 1910 US Census shows Mamie was
born in 1885 and that Joe and Mamie had been married seven years. The 1920 US Census shows
Joe as being born in 1874.
Lillian Joseph Stark continues with Her Dad’s Life:
Based on family records and recent research my dad and mom produced eleven children – only
two are living as of March 2006.
1.

Joe JosephJr.

born about 1905

died before 1910

2.

Ilene Joseph

born in 1907

died December 12, 1935

3.

Louie Joseph

born about 1908

died January 1, 1924

4.

Orval Joseph

born April 22, 1910

died June 5, 1990

5.

Earl Joseph

born August 19, 1911

died January 16, 1968

6.

Lillian Joseph

born March 23, 1913

turned 93 on March 23, 2006

7.

Dorothy Joseph

born August 20, 1915

turning 91 on August 20, 2006

8.

Richard Joseph

born April 4, 1919

died September 25, 2003

9.

Avery Joseph

born 1920

died November 15, 1925

10. Baby Joseph

born about 1922

died about 1922 – lived 2 days

11. Daisy Joseph

born 1925

died in May 1938

The sources for these research findings were compiled and documented for Lillian by Russell
M. Robison. They are listed below:
1, 2 & 3. The 1910 US Census, taken March 7, 1910, shows Mamie as having given birth to 3 children
with only two living – Joe Joseph Jr. age three, and Ilene age five. In reality the two children
living in 1910 when the census was taken were Ilene and Louie. Based on Ilene’s gravestone
and the 1920 US Census, Ilene was born in 1907 so there would have been three in 1910. Louis
is older than Orval by a year or two so he would have been about two and born in about 1908
for the 1910 census. Since the 1910 US Census showed one of the Joseph children had died and
Dorothy or Lillian did not know anything about this child, it is assumed by the Joseph family
that the dead and oldest child was Joe Jr. It is likely the family said Joe Jr. died at age three and
the Census taker saw two children and thought the smallest child was Joe Jr.
4.

Orval Joseph was born 22 Apr 1910 and died 5 June 1990 based on the US Social Security Death
Index and the Joseph family records.

5.

Earl Joseph‘s obituary shows he was born August 19, 1911 and died January 16, 1968.

6 & 7.

Lillian Joseph Stark and Dorothy Joseph Stark are still living in 2006 and they gave their birth
dates as shown. In the 1920 US Census Lillian is shown as 5 and Dorothy is listed under the
name Loreta at age three, which could have been close to Dorothy’s Indian name as a child
according to her daughter Laura Stark Rainey‐Carpenter.

8.

Richard Joseph‘s birth and death dates come from the US Social Security Death Index and
agree with the Joseph family records.

9.

Avery Joseph birth and death dates are part of the Joseph family records.
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10.

The baby, who only lived 2 days, is buried in the Baker Indian Cemetery between his father,
Joe Joseph, and his Grandfather, Charlie Joseph. Dorothy Joseph Stark recalls this baby being
born while she was away at school and Lillian was still in Garrison.

11.

Daisy Joseph‘s birth & death years are part of the Joseph family records and her gravestone
also shows these dates.

Lillian Joseph Stark continues:
A Home for Mom and Dad
My dad and another Indian man named Punch (George Punch, age 26, is shown living in Joe Joseph‘s
household in the 1910 US Census) built a log cabin for my dad and mom’s family to live in. My
mom worked for the Bellander family doing housecleaning and laundry.
Figure 37 – A. Glen Bellander and His Father Sven Alfred Bellander – c1937

My grandma took care of the children while my parents worked. She was caring for Ilene, Louie,
Orval, and Earl when I (Lillian), the sixth child, was to be born into the family. My life was
almost over after my birth because my father didn’t want another “Squaw Papoose.” He told my
mom to wrap me up in blankets because he was going to take me up to the hills and dump me in
a cave. While he was saddling his horse, Punch and Josie drove up in their wagon. Punch asked:
“Where you going Joe? Are you going hunting?” to which Joe replied, “No, I’m taking this
Squaw Papoose and throw her in a cave!” Josie said, “No don’t do that, I’ll take her and raise
her.” I lived with Punch and Josie for the next 12 years in Garrison, Utah.
My mom died on November 23, 1925, so my dad told Josie he wanted to take me back to his
home to help my grandma raise the three young children remaining at home. I was about 12
years old when I came back to my dad’s home. My sister, Daisy, was about six months old and
Josie really wanted a child to look after, so Daisy was taken by Josie. I had to help my grandma
raise the two youngsters remaining who were Dorothy and Richard. I was only able to attend
school for about three hours per day then I had to work for various Mormon families in Baker
and Garrison so I could make enough money for food for the two kids and my grandma.
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Lillian Joseph Stark continues:
Sympathy Gathering
Our brother, Louie died of pneumonia in 1924. In the early fall of 1925, our dad received a letter
from his Paiute friend in Utah and it stated the Southern Paiutes were going to hold a sympathy
gathering for my dad and his family. This gathering was held at Indian Peak in Utah. There were
three different Indian ranches in that area and we stayed with Eddie Wickett and his wife, Mary
Ann.
There was a big crowd of Southern Paiutes by the time we arrived at the gathering site. The next
day, the ceremony was started and it lasted two days. Our family was encircled and the Paiutes
started dancing around us. This was the Circle and Cry dance. They asked our family to stand up
and the group came to us and put their arms around our bodies and leaned their heads on our
shoulders and proceeded to cry and cry which was the purpose of this dance.
The last phase of this ceremony was done to divest all worldly possessions before our brother’s
spirit could leave the earthly bonds to which he had been an inhabitant. A rope was strung
between two posts and different denominations of money were placed on the rope and then
some beautiful Navajo blankets were placed on the rope. Finally, all of Louie’s possessions which
included his new saddle, bridle, spurs, hat, chaps, and boots were all placed into a pile and then
the rope with the money and blankets were also placed onto the pile and a fire was set to this
pile. Two Indian men took Louie’s horse into some nearby trees and shot it. This was the end of
the ceremony. There was a big feast held in our family’s honor. We returned home the next day
and the trip back took one week. Our friends Punch and Josie came to this sympathy gathering
with our family.
The Antelope Hunt Returning from the Sympathy Gathering
On our return trip home, somewhere along the trail my dad spotted some antelopes out on the
plains. Evening was approaching and my dad observed the antelopes heading towards water.
My dad hollered at Punch and said: “There’s some antelope heading towards water and we
should go try and get one or two of them.” Dad and Punch rolled in the sagebrush to get rid of
the human smell. They got a long stick and put a red cloth on the stick. They hid in some thick
brush above the spring and placed the stick into the ground where the brush was. The wind was
blowing and the cloth was flapping in the wind. The antelope became curious seeing that cloth
waving and they came to the area where the stick was placed. At this time Dad and Punch shot
two antelope. Punch and Josie took one antelope home and we took one antelope back to our
home in Baker. Dad had to go back to work the next day.
On Our Own
Now that my dad was dead, my little family of grandma, Dorothy, Richard and myself had to
fend for ourselves. I had to take Richard to school everyday but he didn’t want to go to school
because he didn’t want to be away from me. I told him he couldn’t stay with me because I had to
work to get food for us. I told him to go home after school but he wanted to be with me at where
I worked. I told him “No, my boss wouldn’t like that.”
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People That Helped Me and My Family
Figure 38 – The George T. & Esther Dearden Smith Family – 1928

L to R – Back Row: Alice E. Smith, Charlotte Smith, George A. Smith, Thomas E. Smith, Letitia G. Smith, and Elwin B.
Smith – Middle row – standing: Florence G. Smith, Joseph M. Smith and Rose M. Smith. – Seated: George T. Smith
holding granddaughter, Alice M. Doolin, and Esther Dearden Smith holding Eleanor Smith

There was a woman named Esther (Dearden) Smith, who lived about one half mile from our
home. She would stop by three or four times per day to check on my grandma and the kids. Lots
of times she would be there when I got home from work. When the kids got sick, she would care
for them until they got well. She gave us clothes and shoes that her children outgrew. She gave
material to my grandma so my grandma could make her own clothes. She brought food to us
and helped with the cooking. She made sure we weren’t without some type of food. That woman
did good things for us.
Figure 39 – Ralph and Hedwig “Heddie” Kaufman
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There was a man named Ralph Kaufman, and his wife, Heddie, that also helped care for my
grandma and the kids. He gave us beans, flour, coffee, salt pork, sugar and other food so we
didn’t go hungry. He came every month with more food for us. These people cared.
Two years after my dad’s death, Punch and Josie said “We’ll fix them a place that will be close to
our home.” We moved (in 1929) to Garrison, Utah where Punch built a large tent with a wooden
frame and a tub stove was installed so my grandma could cook on it. Punch and Josie watched
over my family while I was at work. I didn’t always return home from work because I worked
very long hours and it was dark when I finished work so my lady boss just asked me to stay
overnight at her place. It was nice that people helped me out this way.

Life Was Not Easy for the Joseph Family
Joe and Mamie lived their entire married life together in Baker, Nevada except for about a year
when they went back to Shoshone to work for the Swallows. In Baker, Joe worked most of the
time for Doc and Nettie Meecham Baker on the Baker ranch.
Nettie Baker was midwife for the birth of all of Joe and Mamie’s children. She kept all the
Joseph family records in a journal; however, the journal was destroyed in fire.
Joe and Mamie worked hard and endured their trials. While Joe was able to work a good part of
the time on the Baker ranch, he had to supplement their income by picking and selling pine
nuts, cutting and selling salt, and any other job he could find.
George T. Baker wrote the following as recorded in the book The Baker Family and Baker
Stories, page 39, compiled and published by Patsy Baker Schlabsz:
Figure 40 – The “Doc” Baker Home in Baker, Nevada – c1906

L to R: G. William “Will” Gonder, Claudia Bernetta Baker, Louise Elizabeth “Dolly” Baker
Gonder, P. Bernetta A. “Nettie” Meecham Baker and Jessie Quate Stringham
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After about 1914 there was only one Indian family at Baker, who made their home here. They
were known as the Joe Joseph family. . . . Joe was a good hand and steady.
As stated before when they (the Indians) got whiskey they were often very quarrelsome. At this
particular time Joe came down to the Baker home looking for trouble. Philip M. “Doc” tried to
show him where he was wrong, tried to persuade him to go home and sleep it off. Eventually it
wound up in a fist fight – the Indian coming out loser. He was then willing to go home.
The next morning he was sent for after the whiskey effects was slept off. He was given to
understand he was no longer wanted in Baker and would have to move with his family for one
year.
They moved to Shoshone in Spring Valley. He had no trouble getting work on the Swallow
Ranch but before the year was up Joe came back, leaving his family at Shoshone. He agreed if
Philip M. (“Doc” Baker) would permit him to come back and give him work, he would be a good
Indian. This was satisfactory with Baker.

Mamie and Her Family Had Regular Contact with Her Swallow Relatives
After Mamie was married to Joe Joseph and was living in Baker, Nevada the Joseph family
stopped by to visit with Birdie Swallow Robison every year. Jim and Birdie Swallow Robison
would purchase pine nuts from the Joseph family every year. Elwin A. Robison, age 91 and a
son of Jim and Birdie Robison, remembers the Joseph family as a fine upstanding family in
Baker.
Figure 41 – James F. & Birdie Swallow Robison Family – c1923

L to R – Back Row: James F. Robison, Birdie Swallow Robison, Bertha B. Robison and Alpha J Robison
Front Row: Newal J. Robison, Elwin A. Robison, Beulah A. Robison and George Swallow Robison
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Tragedy Strikes Multiple Times
Joe Joseph, Jr., the first born of Joe and Mamie Joseph, died while still a baby or a small child
sometime prior to the 1910 US Census. He is likely buried in the Baker Indian Cemetery, but
where is unknown.
In about 1922, Joe and Mamie had another baby die when only two days old. The child’s name,
birth date, and death dates are unknown but the baby is buried in the Baker Indian Cemetery
between his father, Joe Joseph, and his grandfather, Charlie Joseph.
Louis Joseph died of pneumonia on January 10, 1924, when he was about 15 years old. He is
buried in the Baker Indian Cemetery.
When Earl was a teenager, he got a car that had a “rumble seat.” One day he and his friend
were out driving. Little brother Avery, age 5, was riding in the “rumble seat.” They wrecked the
car and little Avery was killed on November 15, 1925. Dorothy has vivid memories of watching
her father cradle Avery’s lifeless body and crying. He is buried in the Baker Indian Cemetery.
Then, on November 23, 1925, Laurene Mamie Swallow Joseph died of pneumonia. She is buried
in the Baker Indian Cemetery.
On June 14, 1927, Joe Joseph, age 51, died from a stomach ailment. The family suspected he was
poisoned by a man he had had a disagreement with. He is buried in the Baker Indian Cemetery.

The Baker Indian Cemetery
Figure 42 – The Baker Indian Cemetery
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Many of the Joseph family are buried in the Baker Indian Cemetery in Baker, Nevada.
Each year around Memorial Day the Joseph children and their families take flowers to put on
the graves. In 2005 Gloria and I went with Dorothy Joseph Stark and her daughter, Laura Stark
Rainey‐Carpenter, as they put flowers on the graves. Many of the graves are marked by a
concrete block filled with cement and “Mother,” “Father,” “Brother” or “Sister” scratched into
the concrete. The weathering makes it hard to read these markings, but, the Joseph family
knows where every person is buried.
Figure 43 – Joseph Family Map of the Graves Where the Joseph Family Members Are Buried

The death date for Mamie is wrong on this map and the grandparents names are Charles and Mary
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Figure 44 – Dorothy Joseph Stark & Wayne

Figure 45 – Laura Stark Rainey‐Carpenter & Grandson

Figure 46 – Baby – Grave‐marker for 2 Day Old Baby

Figure 47 – Grave‐marker for Avery Joseph
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Figure 48 – Gave‐marker for Louie Joseph

Figure 50 – Grave‐marker for Joe Joseph

Figure 49 – Grave‐marker for Mamie Swallow Joseph

Figure 51 – Joseph Family Buried on West Side of the Baker Indian Cemetery
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Daisy Joseph
Daisy Joseph, the youngest child of Joe and Mamie Swallow Joseph, was born in June 1925.
She was only six months old when her mother died. In late 1925, when Punch and Josie
brought Lillian back to her birth home in Baker, Nevada to help, they took Daisy back to
Garrison with them. A few years later Grandmother Joseph, Lillian, Dorothy and Richard all
moved to Garrison as well. After Grandmother Joseph died in 1932, Punch and Josie took
Richard and Daisy with them up to Ibapah, Utah. Daisy died, at age 13, in May 1938. She is
buried in the Baker Indian cemetery.
Figure 52 – Gravestone for Daisy Joseph

Memories of Growing up in the Joseph Family
Lillian Joseph Stark recorded the following:
Lillian’s Employers:
The Baker Valley people were: Doc and Nettie Baker, George T. and Ava (Ramsay) Baker, Phil
(Philip W.) Baker, Mr. & Mrs. (Ezra G.) Ramsay, Ralph and Heddie Kaufman, Jim and Birdie
(Swallow) Robison, and George (Samuel) Robison of Weaver Creek.
The Garrison, Utah people were: Jim and Agnes Dearden, (who incidentally adopted my brother
Orval when he was six years old), Lee and Zelma Dearden, Vivian and Vera Dearden, Fred and
Stella Schumacher. Stella Schumacher had the reputation as the best pie crust maker in the whole
Garrison valley and many people in the valley bought those pie crusts.
I lived with Leo and Daisy (Dearden) Rowley part‐time and it was my home away from home.
Will and Dolly Gonder also provided me with another home away from home. Lola Heckethorn
was the owner of a small grocery store and was also the Postmistress. She provided credit to me
at the store when I was eight years old. Blanche (Dearden) Richardson and her mom, Margaret,
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owned a hotel. I did cleaning at the hotel. Blanche’s daughter, Thelma, and I were best friends
and we played with her toys. I was nine at the time and Thelma was ten.
Figure 53 – George T.
Baker

Figure 54 – Ava Ramsay
Baker

Figure 55 – Philip W.
Baker

Figure 56 – Ezra G.
Ramsay

Figure 57 – Prudence
Barkdull Ramsay

Figure 58 – James F.
Robison

Figure 59 – Birdie Swallow
Robison

Figure 60 – George Samuel
Robison

Figure 61 – Vivian, Vera, Lee & Jim Dearden

Figure 62 – Stella Gandy Schumacher &
Fred G. Schumacher
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Figure 63 – L. E. “Dolly” Baker Gonder &
G. W. “Will” Gonder

Figure 64 – Thelma Richardson

Dorothy Joseph Stark told her daughter, Laura Stark Rainey‐Carpenter, the following:
Earning Extra Money
Father, Joe Joseph, would load all the family in the buckboard and we would head for the dry
lake near Delta, Utah. We had to go way around by Garrison because the valley was all swamp.
The family would cut blocks of salt at the dry lake and haul it home to sell and trade.
Figure 65 – Dry Lake Bed of Old Lake Sevier Southwest of Delta, Utah

Trips to Lehman Caves
We would all pile into the Motel T and take the old road to Lehman Caves that went over the hill
just south of the Roland Ranch. There was one section that was very steep. Joe (Dad) would turn
the Model T around and all us kids would push it up the hill backwards.
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Seasonal Foods
In the springtime sour Squawbush berries were picked, shaken with salt and eaten as we do
popcorn today. When the cattail shoots sprouted above the water’s surface, in the spring, they
were collected and eaten like fresh asparagus. In the summertime young cattail heads were
collected and eaten like corn‐on‐the‐cob.
Children Worked to Earn Money for the Family
The children were required to do the household chores no one else wanted to do where they
worked. Lillian tells of washing the “women’s rags,” which were used before women’s sanitary
napkins were invented.

Lillian Joseph Stark recorded the following memories:
Dorothy’s Dilemma
One day (in 1923 or 1924) while I was working (in Garrison), my brother Rich came running and
yelling and said: “My sister cut her foot with an axe and it’s bleeding a lot!” My grandma tied the
cut with a rag but that didn’t stop the bleeding. I went to the store where I had credit and got a
bottle of peroxide, some cotton, and gauze. I went home and poured the peroxide onto the cut
and bandaged it. I was only 10 or 11 years old and I don’t know what made me think of peroxide
and that it would work, but it did work, and it saved my sister’s life.
Harvest and Game Time
In September the Indians would gather pine nuts, chokecherries, and elderberries. Deer would be
killed and the women would make lots of jerky which would be used during the winter. The
Indians would harvest vegetables from George Swallow‘s ranch. At the Ed Wickett ranch, corn,
beans, potatoes, and carrots were grown. The vegetables were given to the Indians who lived in
the area. They gave my family a bigger share of the vegetables because my grandma was unable
to work because she had my brother and sister to care for.
Winter
During the winter (1929 to 1932 in Garrison, Utah) my grandma stayed in the tent with the two
kids. The stove would provide some warmth. While I was at work and Punch was at work,
grandma and Josie would stay together. Punch cut wood for my grandma.
Spring
Every spring my grandma wanted to go hunting for gophers. We went over by Garrison Lake
and there were many gophers in that area. I would carry a five gallon can of water for her. She
sat by the gopher hole while I poured the water in the hole. She could see the gopher coming out
of the hole, and she grabbed the gopher by the back of the head and wrung its neck. She cleaned
it, and then took it home and cooked it. I asked grandma, “How can you be sure it’s a gopher
coming out of the hole instead of a snake?” She said, “I can tell.” I had a stick at ready just in case
it was a snake! Rich and I didn’t like gopher meat; it was too greasy.

Our Swallow Heritage – Volume III – The History of George Swallow’s Daughters

Page 32

Turning the hearts of the fathers to their children and the hearts of the children to their fathers

Sunday Fun
If I had a day off on Sunday, I would break our two horses. We had a two year old for me and a
one year old for Rich. These horses were for riding. I asked Mr. (Will) Gonder if we could use the
straw pile and he said, “Yeah, go ahead.” The straw pile provided a good cushion for us to fall
into. Rich was five years old (in 1924) and he rode the smallest horse and he looked like a little
ant sitting on his horse. One day Rich was bucked off and had the wind knocked out of him.
Dorothy and I thought he was a goner. We thought he broke his neck because he wasn’t moving.
We threw water on him for quite a spell and he finally started moving so we finally knew he was
going to be all right. He stood up and I told him, “No more riding today.” I let both horses loose.
We went home to grandma.
The Early Lehman Cave Adventure
I was twelve years old (1925/26) when Annie Riley (This is the Annie Riley talked about in Volume II,
Chapter 3, page 36) from McGill came to visit us on the weekends. She would stay with us
overnight. She was a classy dresser who wore nice looking dresses, button up shoes, and high
heels. My sister, Ilene, was working for Mr. (Clarence) Rhodes and his wife (Bea) at Lehman Cave.
Figure 66 – Clarence & Bea Rhodes

Mr. Rhodes was a guide. Ilene was a maid there at the cabins. Annie asked to see Ilene, so my
dad got his Model T and drove up there. There was one big hill the Model T couldn’t muster so
we got out of the car and had to push it up that hill. We were visiting with Ilene when Mr.
Rhodes asked if we’d like to go down to the cave because it’s so pretty in there. Annie said: “I
don’t think I want to go because of my clothes and high heels I’m wearing.” Mr. Rhodes said:
“Oh, you can do it, just take your shoes off. Old time Indians went barefoot.” He just laughed.
Annie said, “OK, I’ll go.” He said, “I’ll go first, then Annie, Ilene, Dorothy, Lillian and Rich.” I
had to hang onto Rich since he was only four years old and just a little guy. We had to put
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carbide lamps on our heads with straps but the straps didn’t work so we carried the lamps. We
had to climb down on a real long ladder that seemed sturdy but not very wide. I thought we’d
never make it to the bottom. I told Mr. Rhodes, “We’re not going to make it; the ladder is going
to break!” He said, “Oh no, I’ve been down this ladder many times.” When we got to the bottom,
he told us about the different designs made by the Indians. The designs we saw were a strip of
bacon that looked like it was fresh and ready to eat, and a Navajo blanket that looked so real and
beautiful. We walked a little ways to “Fat Man’s Misery” which was a small room that had a
small hole for the opening. Mr. Rhodes had a hard time squeezing through the hole. Ilene went
next. Annie got stuck and Ilene was pulling on Annie and I was pushing; we finally got her
through!
Mr. Rhodes said, “Now we’re going over to the Pipe Organs, what kind of music do you want to
hear?” Ilene said, “Play one of your favorites.” It sounded really pretty and fascinating. Annie
was walking and got her heels caught in a rock crack and broke both heels off. She said, “Oh, my
beautiful shoes!” Mr. Rhodes said, “Don’t worry, Annie, you can buy some new ones.” He
laughed. We went to a room where the formation looked like a big elephant. He then took us to a
big room used for meetings. He said, “This is where the Indians did their dancing.” We went
back to the ladder for the long climb out. On the way out, Dorothy became scared and was so
close to Ilene that the lamp Dorothy was carrying burned a hole in Ilene’s skirt! At the ladder Mr.
Rhodes said, “Ilene you go first, then Annie, Dorothy, Lillian, Rich and I will be the last one out.”
Figure 67 – Inside Lehman Cave

Figure 68 – Inside Lehman Cave

After everyone had gotten out of the cave, Annie was clapping her hands and said, “Boy, I’m
glad we’re out of that hole!” Mr. Rhodes said, “You’ll never see a place like this again and you
should be happy you were able to go down there.” He asked Annie, “Did you like going down
there?” She said, “Yes, it was beautiful and the designs the Indians painted were great.” She
added, “I’m glad I did go down and I did enjoy it.” Mr. Rhodes said, “Let’s go to the house
because my missus has a nice dinner set up for us and she has a nice basket of food for
grandma.”
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Figure 69 – Inside Lehman Cave

Figure 70 – Inside Lehman Cave

Dove and Rabbit Hunting for Grandma
My brother, Rich, learned how to use the flipper and slingshot as weapons by the time he was
five years old. He taught me how to use both these weapons. He used the flipper and I used the
slingshot when we hunted for the doves and rabbits. He was skillful enough to hit the animals in
the head which stunned them and I finished them off with the slingshot. We usually hunted all
day to harvest some of these animals for food.
Figure 71 – Morning Dove

Figure 72 – Cottontail Rabbit

Visitor from the Past
The little girl, Annie Jack, who escaped from the US Cavalry (or a vigilante militia) along with my
mom, came to visit and spend time with my grandma after my mom’s death.
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Stolen Watermelons
Rich and Dorothy told their grandma they saw a good watermelon patch and Rich said, “I would
have liked to shoot one with my flipper to see if I could bust it open!” They also mentioned it
would be nice to get a couple of those melons to eat. Their grandma said, “Don’t bother with
those melons because that white man would cuff you.” I was working at Mr. Ramsay’s place
picking strawberries. Mr. (Ezra G.) Ramsay‘s place had a watermelon and strawberry patch. This
was the watermelon patch that caught the attention of Rich and Dorothy.
I got home from work as it was getting dark and Annie Jack was visiting with my grandma. Rich
again said, “I’d sure like to get one of those melons to eat!” Annie Jack and I went to that melon
patch and got three melons that we put into a gunny sack. I was in the melon patch and threw
the sack over the fence to Annie who caught the sack but one melon fell out of the sack and
broke. We stuffed the broken melon back into the sack and went home. All of us, Annie,
Dorothy, Rich, and I were all laughing when we got into the house. Our grandma wondered why
we were all laughing, and we told her that we got some melons out of Mr. Ramsay’s melon
patch. Grandma told us not to do that ever again and we never did. Annie said, “I’m as much to
blame as they are, and next time I’ll buy a melon from Mr. Ramsay.” Annie went to Mr.
Ramsay’s melon patch the next day and he was nice enough to give Annie a melon for free.
Annie felt badly for stealing those melons the night before since the old man gave her a free
melon.
Boys Lillian Beat Up
Rich was six and going to school (1925‐1926) and two bigger and older boys named Brick Smith
and Sheldon Robison always bullied Rich by pushing him around and calling him dirty names.
Rich told me what they had been doing to him at school. I confronted these two boys off school
property and beat them up, after that, the boys didn’t bother Rich. The boy’s fathers came to me
and asked me why I beat them, and I told them their boys were always name‐calling and beating
on Rich. Their fathers said: “It serves the boys right and they deserved the beating.” They also
said: “If they bully Rich anymore go ahead and beat them up again!”
Strawberry Picking
My sister, Dorothy, and my brother, Rich, and I wanted to get some strawberries to share with
our grandma so we decided to walk to Mr. (E. W.) Clay‘s place which was situated by Garrison
Lake, about six miles from our home (in Garrison). We left our home at 3 p.m. and got to Mr.
Clay’s place by 6 p.m.. Throughout our walk, I carried Rich piggy‐back and held Dorothy’s hand
for most of our journey. We had to rest several times since my brother and sister were small and
got tired during our walk. After we got there Mrs. (Laura Burbank) Clay made supper for us and
she made a strawberry cake for us. We helped her by doing the supper dishes.

Our Swallow Heritage – Volume III – The History of George Swallow’s Daughters

Page 36

Turning the hearts of the fathers to their children and the hearts of the children to their fathers

Figure 73 – Judge E. M. Clay and
Laura Burbank Clay

Figure 74 – The Clay Place in Burbank

The next morning after a good sleep, we had breakfast and went outside to the back of the house
where there was a big strawberry patch where my sister, Dorothy and I would pick strawberries
before we went back home. We stayed at the Clay’s home for a week. Mr. Clay loaned us an old
horse so we could ride back home instead of walking back. We let the horse loose in our yard but
he left after a while most likely to return home to the Clay’s place.
Grandma Liked Going to the Pow‐Wows at Different Reservations
We had a small wagon and two horses. One horse had a very large head and was very stubborn.
I had to stand on a box to put the bridles on the horses. Grandma would hold their heads.
There was a white man named who worked for G.W. (Will) Gonder. He would get our wagon
ready for the long trip to Cedar City, Utah. He would grease the wheel bearings and load the hay
and water. He told the other ranch hands, “Don’t be taking advantage of that girl (me). If I see
any of you lay a hand on her, I will beat the hell out of you!”
Sometimes it would take us one or two weeks to get to these places. We had a bale of hay for the
horses and maybe five gallons of water for all of us. We couldn’t feed the horses too much hay
and we had to go easy on the water. There wasn’t any hay or water available along the way
through the desert. It took one week to get to Cedar City, Utah from Garrison. Grandma liked to
gamble in the squaw game and the ante was five to ten cents. There were many Utah Indians that
knew my dad and grandma very well. They came from many areas to this Pow‐Wow. Well
dressed Indians did the dancing, and the best dance was the Bear Dance. Squaws and Bucks
would dance until the wee hours in the morning. When the night came again, they were back at
dancing again. I never got to play with the kids at the Pow‐Wow because I had to be with the
female adults watching people gamble. My grandma requested I be there to watch her gamble.
The last day featured a big feast. Everyone headed home after the feast.
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Riding the Burro
Rich, Dorothy, Cousin Lucy, and I were bird hunting when we spotted an old burro in the
brushes. We decided to chase after the burro because we thought it might be fun to ride him. The
burro didn’t run from us, so I grabbed his ear and he stopped. I asked, “Who wants to ride him?”
Rich said, “I want to ride the burro first!” I told him that he was too small to ride and he started
crying and said, “You don’t let me ride horses or burros because you always tell me I’m too
small!” I asked Lucy if she wanted to ride but she said, “No.” I asked Lucy to hold the burro by
the ear and that I would ride him. Once I was on the burro, Lucy released his ear and he started
to buck and I was thrown off the burro into the bushes. The burro walked away and then
stopped a few feet away and looked back at us and it seemed like he was daring us to try riding
him again; we didn’t and that was the end of our burro riding that day.
Gathering Pine Nuts for Winter
Grandma, Rich, Dorothy and I would head to Indian Peak where other Indians would meet with
us and our group would gather pine nuts for our food supply during the cold winter months.
The men would break down limbs that had the burrs on them and the women and children
would remove the burrs from the limbs. The burrs were put into a big basket and taken to a big
hole the men had prepared by placing big rocks on the inside of this hole. We filled up that hole
with all the burrs and then covered the burrs with the broken limbs ensuring all the burrs were
completely covered and then we placed rocks over all the limbs. These efforts prevented freezing
and spoilage during the winter months. This hole was our winter food cache which we tapped
during the winter and resealed the hole we dug to get the pine nuts out.
Grandma would grind the pine nuts and make a thick gravy that we ate with bread. Sometimes
we would put gravy in a bowl and place it outside and by the next morning it was frozen solid.
We called it pine nut gravy ice cream and it was delicious.
Fish Drive at Garrison Lake
Figure 75 – Pruess Lake aka Garrison Lake – Photo of 1922 Filming of the Movie “The Covered Wagon”

There were carp at that lake and we devised a way to capture the fish by making a small rock
dam with a small opening. Grandma fashioned a gunny sack that had a wire loop inside the sack
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which kept the sack open and she placed it by the dam’s opening. We kids would wade over to a
big hole and we drove the fish toward the little dam and after some great effort, there were two
gunny sacks partially filled with fish. We did this fish drive at night. The fish were put into a big
pot and she cooked them until the bones became very soft, then she mashed the fish and put
flour and eggs into the pot and mixed the ingredients into patties which were fried and we ate
the fish patties with potatoes and bread.
Hunting Rabbits for Grandma
In the spring, rabbits were plentiful and Rich and I would leave early in the morning and go to a
field area about three miles from home to hunt. The rabbits hid in the bushes so we sneaked up
to them and hit them with big rocks, this stunned them and we’d go finish the job by clubbing
them. We got plenty of rabbits and it was almost dark when we got back home. After the rabbits
were cleaned, we saved the hides.
Grandma hung the rabbits on a string until they were dried and hard; this prevented spoilage.
They were put into a sack and hung in the shade. She would boil a rabbit and we had the rabbit
with bread and this was our meal for one day.
During the winter, Rich and I hunted the rabbits in much the same fashion but it was easier then
because the snow was deep and we got the rabbits because they couldn’t escape easily from us.
We took the rabbits home and they were cleaned and hung up outside in the cold weather where
they became frozen which prevented spoilage.
Blankets were made by this procedure. I would hold a hide while grandma cut the hide into two
inch strips in a continuous band until she got to the end of a hide. We rolled each band into a
tight roll and repeated this to the other hides until grandma determined there were enough rolls
to make blankets for all of us. Grandma weaved the rolls together to either make blankets or
shawls. We had to use many hides for those blankets.
The next winter, Mrs. Esther (Dearden) Smith came to visit us and brought us several blankets.
Grandma didn’t have to make rabbit blankets anymore. Mrs. Smith was a very caring nice lady
who came to our home to care for us when we were sick.
Gathering Wild Food for Our Family
My grandma knew where these wild plants grew and she showed me the locations. There was an
area in heavy timber in a canyon by Baker Creek which was below Wheeler Peak. There was a
plant in the bushes where the ground was damp which I thought was a weed but it was a wild
onion. I walked on some vines that laid flat on the ground and grandma said this plant was wild
strawberries. They were fairly small. She showed me some large bushes and its name was
Sorbus, the name given to this plant by the white people. This plant had large clusters of red
berries which became ripe in the fall. These berries tasted bitter when eaten raw but when
grandma boiled them and added sugar, they tasted all right.
We walked by a ditch and saw some flat green leaves floating on the water. Grandma said this
was watercress. We ate it raw with salt, but Rich was fussy and didn’t like it raw so grandma
steamed the watercress for him. When we got upset stomachs we would eat the peppermint
plant that grandma found at the ditch; this plant was also flat. We ate the plant raw and only
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swallowed the juice, and it calmed our stomachs very well. Another area within the Baker Creek
location which was situated in the floor of this canyon grew a plant which had white flowers and
this plant grew close to the ground. Grandma called the plant “Duna” the Indian name. The roots
were long and round and looked like a parsnip. The flowers bloomed in the spring and were
plentiful. We harvested the roots and ate them raw; they tasted real good. Even Rich liked them
raw, even though he could be fussy with some types of food!
We didn’t have to search for the wild food too often because some white people gave grandma
plenty of food. They told her to come to their gardens where she picked onions, carrots, potatoes,
and squash.
The Baker Pond Where We Played
This pond was located behind a white family’s home – they were the Tweetys. Mr. Tweety was a
crabby old man and yelled at us to leave, but we ignored him because we were having too much
fun. Rich, Dorothy, and I rode a black mare, named Maude, into the pond but not in the deepest
part; only deep enough for Maude to swim. We went back and forth across that pond six times
and that was fun! We were all lucky no one fell off the horse since none of us could swim at that
time!
We did this every summer, riding Maude across the pond. She was a very gentle horse. We got
Maude from Doc Baker. Doc Baker said he was going to shoot the horse if I didn’t want her. The
horse was getting old but I struck a deal with Doc Baker where I worked many hours to get that
horse rather than paying him money for the horse. In the end, I think Doc Baker got the better of
that deal! On the other hand, we enjoyed riding Maude for a few years before she became sick
and died.

Lillian Joseph Stark continues:
Gathering Willows
In the spring grandma and I would walk along the ditch above our cabin to harvest willows. I cut
lots of willows and bundled them. Once at home, we would make three cuts on the wide part of
the willow bough and then grandma put the tip of the willow in between her teeth and stripped
the willow in three long strings where the cuts had been made. She cleaned the core of the
willow and rolled these willows into big rolls which were put outside in the sun to dry. During
the winter, grandma made baskets from the raw materials we had cut from the willows. One
basket she made was for pine nuts. She separated the shells from the nuts by cracking the shells
then she tossed the cracked shells into the air from the basket and this effort along with some
help from the wind would eventually cull the nuts from the shells. Grandma ground the nuts
into the makings for a pine nut gravy. She also made a water jug from the willows which she
lined with pine pitch to prevent leakage. The water always tasted good out of this jug.
Dad’s Other Woman after My Mom’s Death
After Mom died, Buster McCurdy and his mom, Josephine, came to visit with us. Josephine
stayed around because she had designs for my dad. She left her man at the Goshute Reservation.
Her man was partially blind. She kept hanging around my dad’s home and eventually they had a
sexual relationship that resulted in this woman’s pregnancy but she had a miscarriage. My dad
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died on June 14, 1927, not too long after that woman’s miscarriage. The woman left after my
dad’s death.
Rich and Buster would go to the Baker pond every day during the summer. This pond wasn’t too
far from our home. Both boys learned how to swim there. Grandma watched them outside our
house while she was sitting in the sun. She wanted to make sure they didn’t bother crabby old
Mr. Tweety. Buster and his mom lived with us until 1927, the year my dad died. They left for Ely,
Nevada and they never returned to Garrison, Utah.
I lived in Ely once I became married. Rich and Buster (both 19 years old) came to stay with Elmer
and me. They stayed a few days and decided to go to Ibapah, Utah. A month later, they came
back to Ely looking for jobs but there were no jobs available for them. Buster, my brothers, Earl
and Rich, and Billy McQueen decided to head for Lone Pine, California to look for work. Lone
Pine was where my brother, Rich settled after he met Dorothy Jefferson who became his wife.
Lone Pine was his permanent home until his death in 2003.

The Joseph Children Get Married and Have Families of Their Own
Ilene Joseph
Ilene was born in 1907 and must have married a man with the last name of Randall because her
gravestone shows Randall as her last name. She had no children. Ilene Joseph Randall died
December 12, 1935 and is buried in the Baker Indian Cemetery.
Figure 76 – Ilene Joseph – 1932

Figure 77 – Gravestone for Ilene Joseph Randall
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Orval Joseph
Orval was born on April 22, 1909 and married Martha Jefferson, also known as Martha Bellis.
They had five children, Tom, Loren, Melvin, Linda, and Bob. Martha Jefferson’s sister, Dorothy,
married Orval’s brother, Richard Joseph.
Figure 78 – Orval Joseph

Figure 79 – Martha Jefferson Joseph

Figure 80 – Orval Joseph Children – c1947

L to R: Melvin, Tom, Loren, Linda (front) Joseph – Robert Joseph was born about 2 years after photo taken
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Laura Stark Rainey‐Carpenter wrote the following:
Orval Joseph worked most of his life at the Dearden Ranches in Garrison, Utah. He could ride
any horse there was, and he could rope with the best of them. He was champion in many rodeos.
He could also take care of animals with the best of veterinarians. He would pick up any musical
instrument and play. He never had any lessons. He could sing a “ditty,” dance a jig and make the
funniest facial expressions that would have people rolling on the floor. He was a great
philosopher and he gave out very good advice. Two of his sons, Melvin and Bob are
championship rodeo cowboys to this day.

In 1916, when Orval was six years old, he went to live with T. James Dearden of Garrison Utah.
Orval was considered his adopted son and lived, worked and raised his family on the Jim
Dearden ranch. In his later life he moved to Lone Pine, California. In 1923 T. James Dearden
married Agnes Doutre and they had two children of their own. Lorene Dearden Wheeler, the
oldest, told me that Orval Joseph was considered an older brother to her and her brother, Carl.
She has many fond memories of the Orval and Martha Joseph family.
I have talked to many long time residents of Snake Valley in the last year, and without
exception, Orval and his family were highly thought of and respected. In June 2006 while
visiting Lee and Darlene Swallow Whitlock in Baker, Lee told me that he watched Orval’s son,
Mel, on TV win the team roping event in Winnemucca, Nevada.
Orval Joseph died on June 5, 1990.
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Earl Joseph
Earl was born about 1911 or 1912. His common law wife, Evelyn Pinole, gave birth to one child
who was named Nye Pinole.
Figure 81 – Earl Joseph

Dorothy Joseph Stark told me:
One of the many things Earl did was camp on the east side of Conners Pass during the winters of
the 1930s with his team of horses. The snow would close the road over the pass. The mail truck
and other vehicles could not get through, but needed to. Earl would hook his team of horses to
the vehicle and tow them over the pass to a spot where they could proceed on their trip. If there
was someone waiting on the west side of the pass, he would tow them back over the pass on his
way back to his base camp. He did this each winter as long as there was sufficient snow to close
the road over the pass.

Laura Stark Rainey‐Carpenter wrote the following
In World War II uncle Earl was an Army Medic and also a “Code Talker.” While in Germany the
Germans bombed the Red Cross ship he was on, as it sat in the Rhine River. I also have ten letters
and a telegram Earl sent my mother, Dorothy, from Europe. One of these letters follows:
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Figure 82 – Letter to Dorothy from Earl Joseph – March 1944
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Earl died in January 16, 1968.
Figure 83 – Earl Joseph Obituary
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Lillian Joseph
Lillian was born on March 23, 1913 to Joe and Mamie Swallow Joseph in Baker, Nevada. Her
young life is chronicled earlier in this chapter.
Figure 84 – Lillian Joseph Stark – 1940

Figure 85 – Elmer Stark – 1966

Lillian Joseph Stark Wrote:
A New Life Starts for Me
In 1931, I went to Ely, Nevada with friends, Annie Jack and her son Noah. This is when I first met
Elmer Stark. He saw me outside the motel we were staying at. He drove up and started talking to
me and asked, “Would you like going to the show tonight?” I said, “Yes.” When we got back to
the motel I told him, “I’ll probably never see you again because we’re going back home
tomorrow.” I never heard from him for five months and then one day, I got a letter from him. We
wrote letters to one another for an entire year. I thought I’d never see him again because he had a
white girlfriend.
In July, 1932, my boss, Mr. Rowley said, “You need to take some time off. You can go to Ely and
visit your sister, Ilene.” He said, “I’ll take you.” After I got to my sister’s place, I decided to go
downtown where I ran across my friend Mary Stark. She said, “Come stay with me, I’m home
alone.” She mentioned her brother was out of town working. I stayed with her for a few days and
said I’d be going back home on July 6th, the night before her brother, Elmer came back. I saw
Elmer the next morning and told him I was going back home today. That’s when he said he
wanted to get married to me. I said, “You have another woman, why do you want to marry me?”
He said, “That’s what I want to do, I picked you.” We got married in the Indian way on July 6,
1932.
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Our Children:
1.

Douglas Stark

Born November 13, 1933

2.

Robert “Bob” Stark

Born June 17, 1935

3.

Barbara Stark

Born October 4, 1938

4.

Ronald “Ron” Stark

Born November 24, 1947

Died January 13,1992

Figure 86 – The Elmer & Lillian Joseph Stark Family – 1966

L to R – Back Row: Elmer Stark, Barbara Stark, and Lillian Joseph Stark
Front Row: Douglas Stark, Robert “Bob” and Ronald “Ron” Stark

Elmer and I were married for 68 years. My beloved husband died November 15, 2000.

Lillian has provided the majority of the detail on her parents and their family for this chapter.
Her daughter, Barbara, and her son, Ron, have also provided great service in recording the
stories Lillian told about the Joseph family.
Despite the many trials and hardships Lillian has endured in her life, she is one of the most
vibrant, positive, upbeat women I have ever met. What an example she is to her family and to
me. Lillian currently lives in Henderson, Nevada with her daughter Barbara.
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Dorothy Joseph
Dorothy was born on August 20, 1915, married Glen Stark on March 3, 1933. They had two
children, Laura – born October 11, 1941 and Delaine – born September 21. 1937. Glen Stark died
in September 1981.
Lillian and Dorothy married brothers:. Lillian married Elmer Stark and Dorothy married Glen
Stark. Elmer and Glen are great grandsons of Chief To‐Nag. Chief To‐Nag is one of the Western
Shoshoni chiefs that signed the United States Treaty at Ruby Valley on October 1, 1863. To‐Nag
was also known as White River Jim and Mormon Jim.
Lillian Joseph Stark Wrote:
Dorothy, my sister, was taken to Stewart, the Nevada Indian School, to get an education. She
graduated from the eighth grade. She was taken to Stewart by a white woman named Katherine
Wright. After Stewart, she went back to Garrison where she found out I moved to Ely. She
moved to Ely and stayed with her sister, Ilene. She also stayed with Elmer and me. She met Glen
Stark and they got married. They had two daughters, Delaine and Laura.
Figure 87 – Dorothy Joseph – 1932

Figure 88 – Dorothy Joseph Stark – c1940
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Figure 89 – Laura Stark, Delaine Stark, Dorothy Joseph Stark and “Speck” – c1947

Dorothy Joseph Stark told me the following story as we rode together from Ely to Baker to visit
the Baker Indian cemetery and put flowers on the Joseph family graves.
Figure 90 – The Foothills Where the Glen & Dorothy Stark Family Camped – c1944

In the late spring of about 1944, when the girls were young, her family camped up in the
foothills just east of the Swamp Cedars in Spring Valley. They camped by a little spring for
several weeks until the rattlesnakes ran them out. While camped there they found a little
orphaned lamb. They took the lamb back to camp and gave it milk to help it live.
Most likely this lamb was from a sheep heard owned by Doyle & Pearl Swallow Robison. Pearl
was the youngest daughter of George and Anna Day Swallow. George and Anna took in
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Dorothy’s orphaned mother, Mamie, to care for and love. Likewise Dorothy and her family
took in one of the orphaned lambs belonging to her mother’s sister, Pearl, to care for and love.
Figure 91 – The Glen & Dorothy Joseph Stark Family – 1949

Figure 92 – Wayne Clingerman & Dorothy Joseph Stark – 2005

L to R – back: Glen Stark and Delaine Stark
Front: Laura Stark and Dorothy Joseph Stark

Meeting Dorothy and getting to know her and her family has been one of the highlights of my
life. She is a wonderful woman with a proud heritage. Her daughter, Laura, has also provided
me with a lot of information and help in putting this chapter together.
Dorothy Stark and Wayne Clingerman, her companion, live in Pahrump, Nevada during the
fall, winter and spring. They take their mobile home and spend the summers in Ely, Nevada
with her daughter, Laura Stark Rainey‐Carpenter.
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Richard Joseph
Richard was born on April 4, 1919. He married Dorothy Jefferson, also known as Dorothy
Bellis. They had two children, Rachel and Sanford. Richard Joseph died on September 25, 2003.
Lillian Joseph Stark Wrote:
Rich, the Cowboy
Rich always said he wanted to be a cowboy. When grandma died, Punch and Josie moved to
Ibapah. They took Rich and Daisy with them. Rich subsequently stayed with a relative named
Johnny Sam. Rich became a cowboy when he was fifteen or sixteen. He rode bucking broncos
and he was good at it.
When Richard “Rich” was nineteen, he moved to Ely looking for work. He stayed with Elmer
and me most of the time. He left Ely and went to work in California where he met his wife,
Dorothy Jefferson.
Figure 93 – Richard Joseph

Figure 94 – Dorothy Jefferson Joseph

Figure 95 – Rachel Joseph

Figure 96 – Sanford Joseph
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Figure 97 – Funeral Program for Richard Joseph – 2003
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The following was copied from above so it would be easier to read:
The Family’s Perspective
Special people come along once in a while that inspire us to do more
than simply look up to them – they make us want to be better.
Richard Joseph, relation and friend too many, “father figure” to all,
was such a person. Self‐sufficient, reliable and responsible, he had
reason to stand tall and proud. Yet, it was his giving and gentle
ways that made him stand out in a crowd.
A patient man who could talk to anyone, a master of wit and humor
to take the edge off of any situation.
There are those among us fortunate to have met some of the great
leaders of today and believe that this beloved and humble man
stood head and shoulders above any of them.
May our conviction to follow your example help ease the void you
now leave in our hearts.
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The Joseph Children Were Close In Adulthood
The following photos show some of the many interactions the Joseph children had with one
another throughout their adult lives.
Figure 98 – Stark Women – c1940

L to R: Lillian Joseph Stark, Dorothy Jefferson Joseph, Della Collins, Lucy Tadina and Dorothy Joseph Stark
Figure 99 – Stark Family – c1940

L to R: Jack Wright, Dorothy Jefferson Joseph, Lillian Joseph Stark, Della and Abe Collins
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Figure 100 – Delaine Stark and Richard Joseph – c1940

Figure 101 – Lillian Joseph Stark, &
Dorothy Joseph Stark – c1940

Figure 102 – Laura Stark With Older Cousin, Doug Stark
– c1945
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Figure 103 – Joseph Family Gathering – 1961

L to R: Earl Joseph, Glen Stark holding Will Rainey, Dorothy Joseph Stark,
Dorothy Jefferson Joseph, Richard Joseph and Gerald Rainey squatting in front
Figure 104 – Elmer Stark, Lillian Joseph Stark, Dorothy Joseph Stark and Glen Stark – 1973
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Figure 105 – Dorothy Joseph Stark and Earl Joseph – 1971

L to R: Richard Spilsbury (Dorothy’s grandson), Dorothy Joseph Stark, Earl Joseph and his wife Marge
Figure 106 – Lillian Joseph Stark, Richard Joseph & Dorothy Joseph Stark – 1980
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Figure 107 – Successful Deer Hunt with Bow – August 1981

L to R – Back Row: Elmer Stark and Glen Stark – Front Row: Laura Stark Rainey, (son) James Rainey,
Lillian Joseph Stark, Dorothy Joseph Stark and the deer Laura killed in front
Figure 108 – Barbara Stark, Lillian Joseph Stark & Dorothy Joseph Stark – 2003
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A Tribute to the Joseph Family
By Ronald Stark, a grandson of Mamie Swallow Joseph
This concludes the adventures, hardships, and simple joys this Joseph family endured so many
years ago. It’s a life that would be hard for most of us, but some how they persevered by keeping
the family together through all those very trying times. I am proud to be a son to Lillian Joseph
Stark – a woman of infinite caring and wisdom.
Figure 109 – Ronald Stark – 1966
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Chapter 3 – May C. Swallow and Her Family
May’s Early Years
May Caroline Swallow was born October 17, 1883. She is the oldest daughter of George and
Anna Day Swallow. May’s two older brothers, Richard T. and Alfred M., were just three years
and one year older respectively. Her younger brother, Ray G., was just two and a half years
younger. May grew up in a house full of boys. When May was four years old she was most
thankful to have her sister, Birdie, join the family. Now she could help her mother take care of a
little girl. By the time her youngest sister, Pearl, was born May was ten and one half years old
and an expert at helping her mother with the family. She started helping her mother early in her
life and learned to love God, her family and all those around her. And, she learned to work
hard. Love and hard work became the model for her whole life. Elwin A. Robison and at least a
dozen others have told me that May Swallow Kerr was a Saint. After compiling this chapter, I
believe it.
Figure 110 – May C. and Birdie E Swallow – c1897

Figure 113 – May Swallow Kerr – 1909

Figure 111 – May C. Swallow – c1901

Figure 114 – May Swallow Kerr – c1930

Figure 112 – May C. Swallow – 1903

Figure 115 – May Swallow Kerr – c1938

Birdie Swallow Robison write:
Later (1906) while we were on the ranch my oldest sister was sent to Prove to school and the
following year (1907) to the University of Utah. That was the year we moved to Salt Lake City.
May joined the Church when she was at school in Provo Betty Kerr Fraser recorded:
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Betty Jean Kerr Fraser, May C. Swallow‘s youngest daughter, wrote a short history about her
mother and the Kerr family. She also recorded some memories about the family on audio tape.
For the purposes of this book I will refer to all as “Betty Kerr Fraser recorded.”
Betty Kerr Fraser recorded:
I do not know a great deal about my mother when she was a young girl, only that she loved her
family very much and how great her parents were to her. She had lots of hard work to do, and
that the older boys helped their dad, and my mother worked with my grandma and helped with
the younger children while on the Swallow Ranch. None of the Swallow children had much
chance for an education. They received most of their education after they moved to Salt Lake
City (in the fall of 1907). My mother received her teacher’s certificate on August 14, 1909 to teach
in the grammar grades of the public schools in the state of Utah.
I do not remember very much about Grandpa and Grandma Swallow (George and Anna Day
Swallow). Grandma died in 1915 and Grandpa died in 1932. I was born in 1925. I remember Aunt
Mattie, Grandpa Swallow’s second wife, very little. I remember one time when Grandpa was
visiting us, and I had warts all over my hands. I was complaining to him about them; and he told
me that if I would cut a potato in two and rub it on my hands, and then go bury it and not tell a
soul where I buried it, that all my warts would disappear. I still remember the place where I
buried it, and all the warts were gone. I thought he was the greatest man in the world. I was only
about five years old at the time.

Marriage and Family for May C. Swallow
David Russell Kerr
David Russell Kerr was born September 19, 1873 in Riverdale, Utah to David Atherly Kerr and
Margaret Russell Kerr. He was the sixth of eight children. Dave grew up working on his
parent’s ranch in Utah.
Betty Kerr Fraser recorded:
My dad (as a young man) worked in the salt mines in Wyoming and had five tons of salt fall on
him. This impaired him and he had a limp all of his life.
I think my mom met my dad through my Aunt Jen who was my dad’s sister. She and my mom
were friends. I think they met at a dance. My dad liked to dance and was one of the best in those
days. My dad and Aunt Jen won several prizes for the dances they did. My dad was especially
good at waltzing.
Marriage for May C. Swallow and David Russell Kerr
My mother married my dad, David Russell Kerr, on July 5, 1909 in Salt Lake City in the LDS
church. They were later sealed in the Salt Lake Temple on September 12, 1951. They lived in Utah
for a while. After they were married, my mother taught school in Utah, I think for a year or so,
and they moved to McGill Nevada. My Dad worked in the smelter there, and my oldest brother,
Bob, was born in Ely, Nevada in 1911. After that they moved to Roy, Utah and farmed there (for
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nine years). George, Annabelle, Rodney, Claude, and Alf were born in Roy, Utah.
Figure 116 – May and Dave Kerr –1909

May Swallow Kerr (age 25) & David R. Kerr (age 35)

My dad was a rancher most all his life. He could raise the best garden in the world. I raise my
own garden from things that he taught me. I think his greatest joys were his family. My older
brothers told me he was a little wild when he was younger. He (Dave) and his younger Uncle
Jack were the black sheep of the family. When I was real little he used to sing me songs like: “The
Traveling Man from Boston” and “Skip to My Lou.” I thought he was pretty great. I only
remember him giving me one spanking and that was because I threw a clothes hanger at him. I
guess I had it coming.
Figure 117 – May & Dave’s First 3 Children – c1915

Figure 118 – Cousins – c1923

Robert D. , Annabelle S. , & George S. Kerr

L to R: Alfred M. Kerr, Melvin A. Robison and Lenard D. Robison
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Moved Back to Spring Valley, Nevada and the Kerr Ranch
Then in about 1920 they moved to Arco, Idaho (for about three years), and Mary was born there in
1921. Mom and Dad moved back to Nevada and bought the Kerr Ranch in Spring Valley in 1923.
I think my Grandpa Swallow helped to buy it. It’s about nine miles north of the Swallow Ranch.
(Effie O. Read in the book “White Pine Lang Syne” states on page 184, “Ezra Grant Ramsey came to
Shoshone about 1902 and took up ground and filed on the water rights of Shingle Creek. After a number of
years there was litigation about the water rights in favor of Swallow. Then Dave Kerr operated the ranch.”
It was known as the Kerr Ranch for many years.)
Figure 119 –
Robert D. Kerr

Figure 120 –
George S. Kerr

Figure 124 –
Alfred M. Kerr

Figure 125 –
Mary Kerr

Figure 121 –
Annabelle S. Kerr

Figure 122 –
Rodney R. Kerr

Figure 123 –
Claude J. Kerr

Figure 126 –
Betty J. Kerr

Figure 127 –
Kenneth W. Kerr

Russell Dean Kerr
died as an
infant

When my folks moved here they had Bob, George, Annabelle, Rodney, Claude, Alf and Mary.
Dean was born in Ely on March 13, 1924 and he died on March 15, 1924. I was born in Salt Lake
City on November 28, 1925 in the LDS Hospital. I was a breach birth so my mother stayed there
for about ten days. My mother stayed with Grandpa and Grandma (Aunt Mattie) Swallow when
I was born. I guess my dad cooked onions and potatoes for the rest of the family while we were
there – that’s about all he knew how to cook, according to the rest of the family. Then Kenneth,
the last of ten, was born July 13, 1928 in Ely, Nevada. Most of the children were born at home
with a mid‐wife assisting. (David Russell Kerr was 54 years old when Kenneth was born and May
Swallow Kerr was 44.)
There were nine of us wild Indians to help run the ranch. Wild – Yes! – But to help run the ranch,
well that was questionable.
My parents were not very successful financially, like most of my mother’s brothers and sisters
were, but we sure did have lots of love and plenty to eat. We did not lack for entertainment – of
course we made our own fun. There were enough of us, so we always had someone to play with
or fight with. We had horses to ride, cows to milk, pigs to feed, and chickens and turkeys to feed
and take care of; so we all had our chores and lots of hard work.
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My mother was a very hard worker. She would get up at 4:00 p.m. and start a fire in the cook
stove and cook breakfast – bacon or ham and eggs, toast or hot cakes and fruit, and get everyone
off to work in the fields or other places. On Mondays she and my dad would wash clothes, they
would heat the water in a big barrel; then put it in a gas powered washing machine. Sometimes
the washing machine would break down and she would wash the clothes on a washboard, yes
by hand, and hang them out to dry. Then on Tuesdays she would iron all those clothes with a flat
iron or a gas iron and also cook meals for all of us and clean the house and work in the fields
when needed. She would make eight loaves of bread every other day, and it was the best bread
in the whole world. Aunt Pearl, Aunt Birdie, and Aunt Matilda could outdo her on some of the
other cooking but not with bread. My mother was also very kind and cheerful and very loving.
Everyone liked her. I know she must have received her good training from her parents. All the
in‐laws thought she was the greatest. All of them loved her very much.

In September 2002 Elwin A. Robison told me the following:
Fun and Work on the Kerr Ranch
Aunt May was a saint. She made things happen in the Kerr family. She got up early, made the
work assignments and stayed on top of those doing the farm work. She made sure everything got
done around the farm, often working right in the fields with her family.
Figure 128 – Kerr Family on the Kerr Ranch – c1937

L to R– Back Row: Alfred Kerr, Mary Kerr, Betty Jean Kerr, Kenneth Kerr
Front Row: David R. Kerr (age 64) and May Swallow Kerr (age 54)

Betty Kerr Fraser recorded:
Family
My mother’s greatest love was that for her children and her family. She was a great example to
us and was always there for us. My parents were both very loving and kind and were great
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teachers. They took time to play with us and took interest in the things that we liked. I remember
we would go and see Uncle Rich and Aunt Matilda and all the family really very often.
Figure 129 – Matilda Mortenson Swallow &
Richard T. Swallow

Figure 131 –
George N. Swallow

Figure 132 –
Golden N. Swallow

Figure 130 – The Swallow
Ranch House

Figure 133 –
Richard M. Swallow

Figure 134 –
Arlo B. Swallow

Figure 135 –
Darlene M. Swallow

They were so good to us. Aunt Matilda would cook us the most delicious dinners and Uncle Rich
would always have a box of candy, and Aunt Matilda would make home made ice cream. I
remember it was in 5 gallon cans; it was so good. Mary and Darlene would play with each other;
and, of course, they did not want me around but I stayed anyhow. Golden and Annabelle were
the best of friends; they were always together. I sure have some fond memories of the Swallow
family. The boys and my brothers were really good friends.
Figure 136 – Alfred M. Swallow &
Nell Smith Swallow

Figure 137 – James F. Robison &
Birdie Swallow Robison
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I remember we would go to see Uncle Alf and Aunt Nell when they lived at the Big Spring
Ranch, and I remember Calvin would tease me. They were very kind and good to us, but we
didn’t see them as often because they lived farther away.
Aunt Birdie and Uncle Jim lived in Snake Valley and we did not see them as much. It seemed like
a long Journey to go to Snake Valley or the Big Springs.
Figure 138 – Ray G & Elva Foote Swallow

Figure 139 – Doyle C. & Pearl Swallow Robison

I only remember once going to see Uncle Ray and his second wife, Aunt Elva. They were very
kind and good to us.
We were really close to Aunt Pearl and Uncle Doyle. They were so wonderful to us and when‐
ever my dad or mother needed anything, they would call upon them – sickness or anything else
– they were always there. (The Doyle C. and Pearl Swallow Robison family only lived a few miles away,
up Willard Creek.)
Figure 140 – Willard Creek Where the Doyle & Pearl Robison Family Lived
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Figure 141 – Cousins on Wheeler Peak – 1935

Annabelle Kerr, Melvin A. Robison, Dora
Schallenberger, Frankie Yelland, Noma
Yelland, Lenard D. Robison & George Kerr

Figure 142 – George S. Kerr – 1937 Figure 143 – Rodney R. Kerr – c1937

George Kerr at Willard Creek by
old rock cellar

Rodney Kerr at Willard Creek

Figure 144 – Mary Kerr – c1937

Figure 145 – Kenneth W. Kerr – c1937

Mary Kerr at Willard Creek by old rock cellar

Kenneth Kerr at Willard Creek by old rock cellar

Fun and Games
We had lots of fun with them. They would come to see us. We would play all kinds of games:
“Kick the Can,” “Run, Sheepy, Run,” “Pom‐Pom Pull Away,” “Red Rover,” “Annie‐I‐Over,”
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“Fox and Geese” and other fun games. Mom and Dad and Aunt Pearl and Uncle Doyle would
play 500 night after night.

From the internet I found out how these games were played.
“Kick the Can”
This game is best played at dusk in the summer and it is a variation of hide and seek. Place an
empty coffee can in a large open area to be home base. “It” counts to 50 while the other kids hide.
When “It” sees a child, he calls their name. They both race to the can, and try to kick it first. If
“It” kicks the can, the hider is caught and placed in “prison” on the porch. If the hider kicks the
can, he or she and all players in prison are free, and “It” must count again.

“Run, Sheepy, Run”
This game is best played at dusk in the summer and it is a lot like hide and seek. It is very similar
to Kick the Can, but the base is a tree. When “It” is away from the base those in prison can say
Run, Sheepy, Run and those in hiding know the base is open. If they tag the base before “It” tags
them or the base, those in prison are free.

“Pom‐Pom Pull Away”
Needed: Boundary markers
How to Play:
1.

Mark off a playing field roughly 20 feet square with string, a sidewalk edge, etc.

2.

One person serves as the “tagger” and stands in the middle of the field. Everyone else lines
up on one side of the square, facing the tagger.

3.

When the tagger calls out, “Pom‐pom pull away” everybody starts running and tries to get to
the other side without getting touched by the tagger. If caught, they join the tagger in the
middle.

4.

Now everyone is on the opposite side of the square. The taggers simultaneously call out
“Pom‐pom Pull Away,” and the players run toward the opposite side, trying to evade the
taggers. The last person remaining untouched becomes the tagger for the new game.

Tips: For more children, or older kids, increase the size of the playing field. This will boost the
challenge‐‐and the fun.

“Red Rover”
This game is best played on an open field, but may also be played in a large hall.
The players divide into two teams. The teams line up at opposite ends, holding hands to make a
human chain across the field. They take turns calling “Red Rover, Red Rover, send (player’s
name) over!” That person then runs across, and tries to break through the other team’s chain. If
they are successful, they choose one of the two players they broke through to return with them
and be on their team. If they fail to break through, they remain there and become part of that
team. The object is to get everyone on your team.
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“Annie‐I‐Over”
To play this game you need a house or garage, if your house is too big, and a ball small enough
to throw over the house but big enough not to get caught in the rain gutter on the roof.
The players are divided into two teams with one team on each side of the house. They take turns
yelling “Annie‐I‐Over” and throwing the ball over the roof. If the other team catches it, they run
around the house and try to tag members of the “throwing” team. If you get tagged, then you’re
on the other team.
Object: Get everyone on your team.

“Fox and Geese”
This game is played on a snow‐covered field. A large wagon wheel shape (20 to 30 feet across) is
made by stamping down the snow. If you don’t have snow, you can make the pattern on
concrete using chalk, or tape on a floor. One person is the “fox” and the rest are geese. The “fox”
starts in the middle and the “geese” on the outside circle of the wheel. Players can only run on
the spokes or outside circle of the wheel.
The geese try and make it to the middles of the wheel. The fox tries tag the geese, and protect the
middle of the wheel. If a goose gets tagged, they are out of the game. The first goose to make it to
the middle gets to be the fox for the next round. If the fox gets all the geese, they get to be fox
again.
Figure 146 – Betty Jean Kerr & Lois P. Robison – 1937

Betty Jean Kerr and Lois P. Robison at Willard Creek in front of the old rock cellar

Betty Kerr Fraser recorded:
Best Friends
Lois and I were so close. She was my favorite cousin and still is. We would stay with each other
sometimes a week or more. I spent some vacations with them on Strawberry and in the sheep
camps. Uncle Doyle would do most of the cooking.
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Figure 147 – Camping on Strawberry Creek

Figure 148 – Sheep Camp in Spring Valley

Melvin A. Robison‘s Personal History says:
Because of the difference in years between Lois, compared to how close Lenard and I were, there
was a gap. But, Lois never lacked for company. She was always with Mother and Aunt May’s
daughter, Betty Jean. She was the same age as Lois and they were best friends.
As a mater of fact, all the Kerr kids were close to us because we associated with them at school so
much and stayed back and forth at each other’s houses.
School
Annabelle, Bob, and George Kerr lived with Uncle Jim and Aunt Birdie and went clear through
high school (fall of 1926 to spring of 1930).
Figure 149 – The James F. Robison Ranch – 1927

L to R – Back Row: ?, ? and James F. Robison – Middle Row: Birdie Swallow Robison, Alpha J Robison,
Annabelle J. Kerr, Beulah A. Robison, Bertha B. Robison, George Samuel Robison and Emma Meecham
Robison – Front Row: Newal J. Robison, George Swallow Robison and Elwin A. Robison
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Figure 150 – The James F. Robison Ranch – 1928

L to R: Elwin A. Robison, Robert “Bob” D. Kerr, Newal J. Robison, George Swallow Robison

Betty Kerr Fraser recorded:
I lived with them (Uncle Doyle and Aunt Pearl) my sophomore year of High School (1940/41).
Lenard and Melvin sure did like to tease me. We sure do have lots of fond memories. I also
worked for Lenard and LaVon one summer and helped cook for the workers during haying and
thrashing; they were really good eaters. It was fun but lots of hard work.
Figure 151 – Betty Jean Kerr – 1940

Figure 152 – Betty Jean Kerr – 1941
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Figure 153 – The James F. Robison Ranch – c1935

The ranch in Snake Valley where Jim & Birdie lived from 1918 to 1938.
Doyle & Pearl Robison lived here from 1938 to 1950

Family Gatherings and Picnics
The Kerr, Robison and Swallow families got together for picnics on a regular basis. The
following photos show some of these gatherings and picnics.
Figure 154 – Family Gathering at the Swallow Ranch in Shoshone, Spring Valley, Nevada – c1923

The families of Alfred M. and Nell Smith Swallow, James and Birdie Swallow Robison,
David and May Swallow Kerr, and Richard T. and Matilda Mortenson Swallow
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Figure 155 – 4th of July on Lehman Creek Camp – c1929

L to R – On Car: Annabelle Kerr standing on back bumper, Bertha Robison and Alfred M. Swallow standing on front
running board of the car, Bob Kerr and Elwin A. Robison sitting on front hood & fender of the car
Standing next to car: James F. Robison, George Samuel Robison, Doyle C. Robison, Pearl Swallow Robison, the Forest
Ranger with his wife in front, Birdie Swallow Robison, ?, ?, Nell Smith Swallow, May Swallow Kerr and David R. Kerr
Front Row: George Swallow Robison with the visor, Beulah A. Robison, Mary Kerr with Lois P. Robison & Betty Jean
Kerr standing in front, ?, Rodney R. Kerr, Calvin A. Swallow, Melvin A. Robison, Lenard D. Robison, Newal J.
Robison and Raymond C. Swallow
Figure 156 – Fish for a Fish Fry up Williams Creek – c1944

Billy Nichols and Betty Kerr holding a nice string of trout, Mrs. Nichols, Annabelle Kerr Nichols,
May Swallow Kerr and William “Bill” Nichols – while camping on Williams Creek
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Figure 157 – David R. &
May Swallow Kerr – c1930

Figure 158 – David R. &
May Swallow Kerr – c1940

Figure 159 – David R. &
May Swallow Kerr – 1943

May Swallow Kerr and David Russell Kerr

May Swallow Kerr and David R.
Kerr with their grandson “J” Kerr in
the middle. Photo taken on the
Swallow Ranch just before or after
the funeral of Richard T. Swallow

L to R: May Swallow Kerr and David
Russell Kerr all dressed up and ready to
leave on a trip

Recollections of and about the David R. and May Swallow Kerr Family
The following is a composite of stories by the Kerr and the Robison family members. The Kerr
and Robison boys worked hard and they played just as hard. The result was a fun and exciting
time in spite of all the hard work, trials and tribulations. In today’s world many of their actions
described in these stories would be unacceptable, but in the context of when and where they
lived it was maybe frowned upon but boys will be boys. The stories speak for themselves.
The Shingle Creek School House
The Shingle Creek School was started by the Ezra Ramsay family in about 1905. The log
building used for the school house was most likely moved there. It was located about half way
between the Ed & Lester Robison Ranches and the Ramsay Ranch (later the Kerr Ranch). The
stories we have about this school start in the 1920s.
Betty Kerr Swallow recorded:
We would go to Church on Sundays. It was a branch, and church was held in the (Shingle Creek)
school house, just a mile or two north of our ranch.
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Figure 160 – Dressed Up for Church – c1931

L to R – five older boys: Claude J. Kerr, Lenard D. Robison, Rodney R. Kerr, Melvin A.
Robison, Bob Kerr – three older girls: Annabelle J. Kerr, Mary Kerr and Aletha Lang –
three young children: Betty Jean Kerr, Kenneth W. Kerr and Lois P. Robison

The old Shingle Creek School house in Spring Valley, Nevada was located about one and one half
miles south‐southeast of where the old Ed & Lester Robison ranches were (now the Harbecke Ranch)
and about a mile and a half north of the old David R. Kerr Ranch. It was used from about 1905 to
1939 when it burned down. This is where the LDS Church meetings were held as well as
community meetings, picnics and dances.
Figure 161 – A Picnic in the Sagebrush – c1931

There is nothing like a picnic in the sagebrush next to the Shingle Creek School if you have good
food and good company – Bertha Robison sitting to the right and looking at the camera
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Two of the Kerr children’s cousins, Melvin A. and Lenard D. Robison (ages 7 and 8), started
attending this school in the fall of 1925. The school was 4 ½ miles away from Willard Creek,
where Melvin and Lenard lived. Doyle C. and Pearl Swallow Robison, their parents, hired Bob
Kerr, age 13 and a cousin, to accompany them to and from school each day on horses.
Melvin A. Robison recorded in his Personal History:
This schoolhouse was out in the desert – not a tree, not a bit of water, nothing! We would carry
water in a little wooden keg on the horses.
Figure 162 – The Shingle Creek School House – 1926/27

Figure 163 – Students for 1926/27 School Year

L to R – Back Row: Annabelle J. Kerr and Josephine Robertson Meecham (the teacher)
Middle Row: Robert D. Kerr, Melburn Robison, Rodney R. Kerr & Archie Robison
Front Row: Claude J. Kerr, Alfred M. Kerr, Lenard D. Robison & Melvin A. Robison

Then, Uncle David Kerr drove us to school in an old Dodge truck and his legs were so short, he
couldn’t just reach the pedals. He would just hit them once in a while on that old rough dirt road
and we jerked all the way up to school.
One of the things I remember about Uncle Dave that was so interesting is once he got so angry
with Claude, his son who rode with us, because he thought Claude had stolen his pipe and he
went on and on about this for 15 minutes and finally found out he had it in his mouth, smoking
it.
He would spit out the front window and it would come back into the back window and hit us in
the face. Oh, he was a character, now let me tell you. And he drove the bus as long as we went to
school in Spring Valley and the first year that we went to high school at the little old log house.
When I was in the 6th grade we had a teacher by the name of Effie Bunderson. She was a
beautiful lady and a great artist, but she didn’t know how to handle kids. So, Lenard got acting
up one day; and they had all the desks stapled to a runner so that they were altogether. And one
day he decided to climb down through those while school was going on and she grabbed him by
the hair of his head and pulled him out of a space that was really impossible to get him out of
and then made him go outside for a week and stand in the cold.
While she was there we did lots of things. One of them was—there was a fire sale in Ely at
Campton’s and Melburn and Archie (Robison) bought a lot of big caliber shells for practically
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nothing and we would all take turns throwing them into this big pot belly stove and blow the
stove pipe down.
We shook that old stove down more times. I threw a shell in one time and Alf Kerr didn’t watch
and he went and threw a piece of paper in, which he shouldn’t a done anyway because there was
a wastepaper basket there—and the shell went off just as he opened the door and hit him across
the arm and creased him a little.
One day things were going pretty quiet, so Rodney Kerr and I said: “We think we can smell
smoke. We’ve got to get up in the attic.” So, they boosted us up in the attic and we took a match
and set a waste paper basket, full of paper, on fire. We really had a good fire before we got
through, but we didn’t burn it down.
Another time, and this all happened during Effie Bunderson‘s administration, in the middle of
the winter, she decided to go outside and play with the kids. It was too cold. Nobody wanted to
go outside. So, while she was outside, four of us took nails and hammer and nailed the door shut
and we kept her out and she finally walked to Uncle Lester’s, which was one and one half miles.
He was the trustee and then they went over and got Aunt May and came over—and oh, they
were mad! And so they let school out that day, and oh, I was sweating, because I was the one
sitting on the chair holding the nails. “How am I going to explain this!” And we got home and
she never did tell Mother a thing I was involved in. And Mother and Dad never did learn that
until years after. And I got an “A+” that month in deportment and never did understand it.

The typical school day during grade school as described on audio tape by Rodney and Claude
Kerr:
Figure 164 – Going to Feed the Cattle on Saturday
Morning

Figure 165 – Coming Back to Load the Wagon Again for
Monday Morning

After school we did not wait for the school bus because it would not get us home quick enough.
We had to run home one and one quarter miles. We tried to grab a piece of sugar and bread, but
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Mom would shoo us out the door. The first thing we had to do was chop the wood to run three
stoves for the next day. Alf had to get the wood in. Then we fed the pigs. And then we had to go
load up a whole load of hay for the next day for Dad to feed it to the cattle. After that we had to
come in and feed all the horses and cows around there and whatever there was to feed around
there. And there was a lot of feeding to do around there. And then you had to milk the cows.
Then you could come in and you’d have supper, and it was time to study and then go to bed.
Then up real early in the morning to do all the chores all over again. We had to light a fire in the
milk house. Then off to school again.
Then on Saturday: the first thing we had to do was all the chores. On Friday and Saturday nights
we did not load hay because on Saturday and Sunday morning we loaded the wagon and then
fed the cattle. Then we would come back on Sunday and we would load the wagon again for
Dad to use the next day when he fed the cattle. Then he always had some other job for us to do in
the afternoon – fixing fence or something. There was no time to lay around.
In the school they taught all eight grades in one room and one teacher. I remember one year there
were all eight grades and eight students. We were not kept out of school much for work.
Sometimes, if it was a real cramped day planting potatoes in the spring or threshing in the fall,
we would stay home to help.
There was one Melvin Robison. The teacher gathered together all the trustees and told them
Melvin was a good leader and I (Rodney R. Kerr) was a good follower. We nailed the school door
shut from the inside on her when she went to the outhouse.
One day Effie Bunderson got Claude by his shoulders and shook him hard so his head was
flopping back and forth. When she let go and he got up off the floor he said: “Old gal, if you
want to fight, I’ll fight you.” Another time Lenard Robison was under the desk. He had on bib
overalls that had elastic suspenders. Effie Bunderson grabbed those elastic suspenders and
started across the room. She was half way across the room pulling on those suspenders when
Lenard popped loose from under the desk and come flipping across the room. She grabbed him
by the hair and shook him.

In late August of 1939 Mary Kerr and Darlene Swallow spent all day cleaning the school house
prior to school starting in a few weeks. They would not be coming back but they wanted to help
out. Two or three days later the teacher started a fire in the stove in the back room, caught some
debris on fire and the school house burned to the ground. The Swallow’s and Kerr’s then
moved a small building from the Kerr Ranch to about a mile east of the Swallow Ranch. School
was held there for South Spring Valley until the early 1950’s.
In Melvin A. Robison‘s personal history, he relates:
Uncle Dave’s Model T Ford
Uncle Dave (Kerr) had a Model T Ford with a great big high top on it and his nine kids, so he
was always stuck. So, he backed the car up most of the steep hills, because it wouldn’t go
forward with its power—and he would make all the kids get out and walk.
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As told by Claude Kerr on audio tape:
Sheep Camp
(Toney Archeltetta tipped a sheep wagon over while moving it as he was taking supplies to the sheep
herder on North Creek. He thought he had broken his hand. He met Claude Kerr on the way back to the
main ranch with his horse and mule. Toney asked Claude to take the mule with the supplies back up to the
sheep herder on North Creek.) North Creek was up that fork about five miles after you go over the
summit. He (Toney Archeltetta) told me how to get there. Hell, I never knew where they had a
sheep camp. He said there up against the hills over there. He said turn off after you pass the
summit and go up towards the hills. Oh my God I had been riding all day and it was getting
dark and it was cold. You know how cold it gets. So that damn Basque, he couldn’t talk English
but he seen me so he lit a fire and I still had about four miles to go. I got the mule and the horse
there. And the next day here come Toney Archeltetta back with Uncle Doyle. His hand wasn’t
broken, it was just sprained when he had tipped the damn wagon over. We all got together and
tipped it back up. That’s when Uncle Doyle took me back (to his ranch) and I stayed a week or so
there and he gave me a couple of dollars maybe, I don’t know.
Anyway that Basque couldn’t talk a damn word of English. He cooked some eggs for breakfast.
He’d cuss in Spanish, (Laughter) and I couldn’t understand a damn word he was saying. During
the night horses were raising hell shaking the sheep wagon – he started to cussing and got up
and lit the damn chimney (on a coal‐oil lantern) hanging there by the front door. He forgot he just
had blown it out so when he grabbed a hold of that he burnt the hell out of his hand. He cussed
for an hour and went out and started hitting those damn horses. He blamed the horses for
burning his hand.

As told by Rodney Kerr on audio tape:
What is a sheep wagon?
It is a covered wagon like came across the plains. They were wagons that followed the sheep
herd, but looked just like a covered wagon that you see in the movies. Oh, they were a little
different. They had roofs made of double canvas – it was heavy. And the bed was built up in the
back and they had a back window in it. And they had a door. There was a bottom door and a top
door and you had a lever to close them with. If you had a fire in that kitchen stove it would run
you out of there. You had to open the back window and doors all the time no matter how cold it
was. And then they had doors all underneath to the cabinets all around. They had two benches to
sit on and a little table that would plop down. It was just right for two people – that’s how big
they were. And then they had the storage bins all around the outside. They used to be horse
drawn but in later years they put rubber tires on them and pulled them with a truck.
And you had what was called a camp‐tender and a sheep‐herder with every herd of sheep. The
camp tender, he moved the sheep. He was the cook and he had to get the wood and in the winter
had to melt snow water for the horses and do everything around the camp. He was called a
camp‐tender. Then in the summer time they didn’t have a camp tender with every herd of sheep
but with every three or four herds of sheep. The sheep‐herder stayed in a little tepee tent and
cooked there. The camp tender would bring the herder supplies on pack horses and move the
herder’s camp every three or four days.
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Figure 166 – Sheep Wagon and the Herder

Claude Kerr talking on audio tape:
Anyway Doyle had me ride a horse all the way back from Cleave Creek. Anyway I rode clear
from there up to his ranch up in the hills (Willard Creek.) And then when I got there they fixed me
dinner. Then he asked me if I thought I could ride up on top of that mountain and take some
horseshoes and food to a herder. He had to go the other way toward Shingle Creek to a place
over there. And, hell, I had to ride the horses I’d ridden clear from Cleave Creek over – about
fifteen or twenty miles. I was about sixteen. I had to take the damn stuff up that hill up above the
left of Willard Creek (most likely Windy Camp just to the north of Willard/Strawberry Creek summit)
and I made it. I got back about dark I guess. Then he took me home I guess – I don’t remember.
He (Doyle) treated us pretty descent, you know that. We didn’t get much money for it but they
gave us food and stuff. Hell they fed us good.

As recorded on audio tape by Rodney and Claude Kerr:
Washing Clothes
Mother used to wash our clothes using a 50 gallon water barrel kept outside over a large fire pit
and a wringer washer and three rinsing tubs kept in the wash house.
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We would have to carry water in buckets from the well for washing clothes. There was a fire pit
with bars across it with a fifty gallon barrel sitting on the bars. We had to fill that barrel up at
least half full with well water. Then we would build a fire under it to get it hot. Then Mother
would take some of the water out of the barrel in buckets and put it in her washer and first rinse
tub in the wash house. She then boiled her whites in the water left in the barrel. After that, the
water left in the barrel was transferred into the other two rinse tubs with buckets. The second
rinse tub had bluing put in it and the third rinse tub was left clear. After the clothes were washed
and wrung out, the soap was rinsed out using the water in the first tub and then they were
wrung out again. They were then put into the second tub of bluing water and wrung out a third
time. Finally they were put into the third clear rinse water for the final rinse. They were then
wrung out a last time and hung on the clothes lines to dry. Mother had a set of four clothes lines
– each about fifty yards long. The clothes were done this way summer and winter. In the winter
the clothes would freeze on the line and then dry just fine.

As recorded on audio tape by Rodney and Claude Kerr:
Water for the pigs
There was an old enamel one gallon pitcher that Dad made us carry water from the ditch to the
pig pen in. We would pour each pitcher of water into the trough. Dad would stand there and
watch the pigs drink the water and send us for another pitcher full of water. We boys would
make trip after trip with that water until the pigs had drunk their fill and the water trough was
full of water. Then we had to go pull them red roots and alfalfa hay to feed the pigs. Red root is a
weed with red roots. The pigs loved them. The Indians used to eat those red roots also.

Mary Kerr talking on audio tape:
Gathering Wood
We (Rod, Alf & I) went out to get some wood with a wagon with great big iron wheels that was
pulled by a team of horses. One mare in the team, Midge, was being trained to pull in the team.
Well they got the wagon all loaded with wood. The horses got going down the hill and he (Rod)
couldn’t pull the horses up so he said, “You kids will have to get up here on the side of the
wagon and help hold it back because I can’t stop the horses.” We were running along side the
wagon. Alf made it up OK but I was a little shorter. Even with him helping me I slipped and my
foot went under the wheel of the wagon and the wheel ran over my leg. I still have the scar. Alf
said: “Don’t you tell Mother what happened when you get home. Tell her that a piece of wood
fell on you.” For years Mother thought a piece of wood fell on me.

Several Kerr children talking (George, Claude and Mary):
Just Horsing Around
Mother and Dad went to town. The minute they left, the kids that were left behind would get
into something. They were playing tag up in the attic running across the attic and Rodney
slipped off the rafter and fell through the ceiling right into the kitchen knocking out a whole
ceiling panel. We spent the rest of the day trying to patch the thing up.
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Claude Kerr talking:
One time our parents went to Big Springs to visit Uncle Alf. They had not been out of the yard
for more than half an hour and we got the calves with the cows so we did not have to milk the
cows. Then we carried enough hay to the horses to last two days. We gave the pigs enough feed
to last them two days. Then we got the burro and the horse, put the pack on the burro and
headed up to the mountains. We caught a lot of fish and ate fish and fried potatoes. We found a
bed some sheep herder had made for himself out of Quaking Aspen poles that was about two
feet off the ground. We had one blanket to put over the pole bed. We had a twenty two rifle and
two dogs. It got cold that night. We staked the burro and horse out up the creek on a meadow.
Sometime in the night we heard this big crash up towards the meadow. We thought it was a
mountain lion after the burro and horse. We took the twenty‐two rifle and the two dogs to rescue
the horse and burro. When we got there, the horse had tangled himself up in the rope and had
fallen in the creek on his back.
We had a hired hand working on the ranch with us. He was just like a kid, Bill Kahler was his
name. He would get us up on the derrick about 30 feet and swing us way out around; boy was
that fun. We got beat good for swinging on that derrick. If we would have ever fallen off of there
we would have broken our necks.
Figure 167 – Wagon Load of Wood

Figure 168 – Haystack with Derrick

Dad would always run the fork to load the hay. One time he got his belt caught on the fork so we
lifted him up on with the fork of the derrick and dropped him on top of the hay stack. We all had
a good laugh and Dad cussed all the while.
Bailing Hay
The horse was hooked up to a stationery bailer. The horse made the bailer go by being hooked
up to an extension of the bailer and then pulling the extension in a circle around the bailer. One
person would push wires through the bailing machine and another would tie them, then out the
end would come a bail of hay that was compact and tied with two wires. The hay had to be
hauled to the bailer and fed into it by hand with a pitch fork.
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Lots of Hard Work
The Kerr family, with all the children, were always outside working or playing sometimes. They
spent little time in the house summer or winter. Every morning before breakfast and every
evening after dinner we had to milk the cows, feed the horses, feed the cows, the pigs, chickens,
turkeys, etc. This took a couple of hours each morning and each evening. In the daytime we
worked in the fields with the horses. In the spring, summer and fall we had to plow, disc,
harrow, plant, water, cut hay and grain, and then harvest the hay and grain crops. We also had a
large garden that we had to prepare, plant, water, weed and harvest. Then we had to help work
the beef cattle: brand, move to better feed, doctor, etc. In the winter we had to take the hay out in
wagons pulled by horses to feed the beef cattle who had no grass to eat in the winter. We also
would mend fences and repair things around the ranch in the winter as well as go to school. As
you can see, we had little time to spend indoors.
Figure 169 – The Dave & May Swallow Kerr Family – 1943

By the old truck on the Kerr Ranch L to R – Back Row‐standing or sitting in the truck: May Swallow Kerr, Betty Jean Kerr,
Alfred M. Kerr, Catherine “Kay” Moselage Kerr with Connie Jean Kerr on her lap, Claude J. Kerr and David R. Kerr
Front Row: Kenneth W. Kerr, Joyce M. _____, Mary Kerr and “J” David Kerr.
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Figure 170 – The Dave & May Swallow Kerr Family on the Kerr Ranch – c1944

L to R – Back Row: Betty Jean Kerr, Catherine Moselage Kerr, May Swallow Kerr, Claude
J. Kerr and Alfred M. “Alf” Kerr
Front Row: William S. “Bill” Nichols, William D. “Bill” Nichols Jr., Kenneth W. Kerr and
David R. Kerr

We did not run to the store to get things. If we got candy once a month we were lucky. Then our
folks would get us kids about a dollar’s worth of candy in one bag and it would be gone in about
five minutes.
The Kerr family made their living by selling potatoes, hay and beef cattle. Dad did not do a lot of
the heavy work, but he did help water the crops and garden. He also negotiated with the cattle
buyers and those we sold potatoes and hay to. He also told us what to do. Mother was a real
worker and driver in our family. She was always up before sunup, made sure we were working
all day and worked right along with us in the fields. And she was the last to bed at night.
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Figure 171 – Kerr Family in the Field – Kerr Ranch in the Background

Figure 172 – Dave Kerr Watering

L to R: Louise Astuy Kerr and Rodney Kerr holding “J” Kerr, Whip ?, Betty
Kerr, Mary Kerr, and “Brownie” the dog in the hay fields – on the Kerr Ranch,
Spring Valley, Nevada

Claude Kerr talking:
Remember the time we (the Kerr brothers) trailed about 50 cattle to Ely to sell. While coming
down Conners Pass we came upon where Fred Horlacher had an accident while hauling a load
of chickens. Fred’s sister was killed, his wife had a broken neck, the baby did not get hurt.
Chickens were running all over the place. It took us two days and two nights to trail those cattle
to Ely. The folks only got $400 for all of those cattle. I had to ride the horses home from Ely after
that.

Rod Kerr talking:
One winter we were snowed in so bad in Snake Valley and Spring Valley that no one could get to
Ely. Before daylight I took the team of horses about 8 miles up to Goodies but the road was
blocked from there to Conners Pass. From Conners Pass you could get to Ely. Well, I spent all
day pulling people out of snow banks across Spring Valley. Two of those I pulled out and helped
across the valley were Uncle Burt Robison and Uncle Jim Robison. You know they are the only
two that gave me any money for helping them. They each gave me $2. If it were not for them I
would have come home with no money. I did not get home that night until 11:00 pm and no food
all day.

Claude Kerr talking:
When I was age 18 and working for Kirkebys the following happened. In those days it was open
range with no drift fences. Whoever wanted to put cattle on the open range did so, but they
intermixed with other people’s cattle out there. So when you wanted to gather your cattle, you
had to find them, sort them from the other cattle and isolate them so you could drive them home.
I had spent a good thirty days finding, separating and gathering Kirkeby cattle about 20 miles
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from the home ranch. One winter day, under a light snow, I left Indian Springs for the Kirkeby
Ranch with a good bunch of cattle. But, before long a north blizzard came in and I about froze to
death before I got home. I only had two pair of light gloves, a stocking cap and a coat. I almost
just left the cattle, but after spending so long gathering them, I decided to try to get them across
the valley (about 20 miles) and home. I would ride about a mile, get off my horse and put my
hands between the saddle blanket and the horse for a while until I could feel my hands again.
Then I would go another mile and repeat the same thing. I finally got to the Black Knoll that was
about half way home. I got a fire going and warmed up some. Albin Kirkeby was into the ranch
feeding the cattle. He got to thinking that about three or four days previously he had been out to
where I was and I was about ready to start home with the cattle I had. He told Hannah that he
thought he should go check on me He packed mittens, a good hat, extra clothes, etc. in case I
needed them. He also packed a bunch of sandwiches and hot coffee. Then he got his truck and
came to find me. He found me at the Black Knoll. What he brought helped me warm up and gave
me the courage to go on. I then made it to the Swallow Ranch and corralled the cattle there. Then
I rode on into Kirkeby’s that night – about 5 or 6 miles.

The Children of David R. and May Swallow Kerr
Betty Kerr Fraser records:
Robert D. Kerr
My oldest brother, Bob, was born February 7, 1911 in Ely, Nevada and died July 17, 1972 in Reno,
Nevada. I remember Bob was a very happy person. He was about fourteen and a half years older
than I was, but he was always good to me. I remember he really had a good voice and he used to
sing a lot. He and Clifford Bellander used to sing at all the dances around the country. Bob was
really talented in music. He played the harmonica and guitar and if he would have had a chance,
he could have played anything his heart was set to do.
Figure 173 – Robert D. Kerr as a Baby

Figure 174 – Bob Kerr & Clifford Bellander
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I remember one time he cut my hair for me. He gets a high stool out and covers me all over so I
won’t get hair on me. Well he proceeds to cut away and he clipped my ear with the scissors. I
fainted right off the stool. Boy there was a little excitement around there for a little while! My
sister, Mary, grabbed a bucket of cold water off the stand and boy did she douse me. Well I
didn’t stay out very long but I was wet and cold when I came to. I guess he didn’t cut my hair
after that.
Bob married Hope Hansen in the Salt Lake Temple on December 17, 1936. Hope had one child;
her name was Judy Cameron. Judy was two years old when they were married. Then on
February 5, 1938 “J” Robert Kerr was born; and much to our surprise, Hope passed away from
complications due to pregnancy in July 1940.
I remember one time, after Bob and Hope were first married, Rodney, Alf, Hope, Kenneth and I
all went out to feed the cows. We were all on the haystack pitching hay down to the wagon and it
seemed we all played a lot at anything we went to do; so we would take turns jumping off the
haystack onto a small pile of hay. The haystack was about 15 to 20 feet tall. Hope was afraid to
jump so Rodney and Alf dared her to jump. It took about an hour of coaxing, and after a little bit
she jumped and sprained her ankle really bad. Boy my Mother and Bob were not a bit happy
with Alf and Rodney.
Figure 175 – Bob & Hope Hansen Family –
1938

Figure 176 – Helping Grandma feed the Chickens on the Kerr Ranch –
1944

May Swallow Kerr (age 60) with grandchildren “J” Robert Kerr (age 7) and
Connie Jean Kerr (age 2) feeding the chickens on the Kerr Ranch
L to R: Judy Cameron, Robert “Bob” Kerr, Hope
Hansen Kerr holding “J” Kerr

(After Hope’s death Judy Cameron was taken in by Hope’s sister to raise. Bob had not legally adopted her and
lost custody. On October 15, 1941, Bob married Frances “Frankie” D. Yelland. Frankie told me that she adored
little “J” Robert Kerr. She and Bob were only married six months. According to Frankie, Bob had not recovered
from the loss of his first wife and Judy Cameron. He used alcohol as an escape and their marriage failed. Bob
went into the military and his son, “J” Kerr, lived with Bob’s parents on the Kerr Ranch for about five years.)
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Figure 177 – Frankie Yelland
Kerr –1941

Figure 178 – Bonnie Dee Kerr –
c1964

Figure 179 – Bob & Larelda
Drollinger Kerr – c1970

Then later Bob married Larelda Drollinger in Reno, Nevada on April 1, 1946. Bonnie Dee Kerr
was born November 6th 1949. Larelda and Bob had a good marriage and Larelda was a very kind
and loving person. She was so good to “J” and Bonnie. Larelda died October 15, 1967 from
cancer. Bob died July 17, 1972.

Robert D. Kerr Obituary:
ELY – Robert David Kerr, a native of Ely, died Monday in a Salt Lake City hospital after a brief
illness. He was 61.
Kerr was born Feb. 7, 1911. He was educated in Ely schools.
He was employed by Wilson‐Bates Mortuary and was a member of Ely Elks Lodge 1469 and a life
member of the Veterans of Foreign Wars, Post 3547.
Survivors include a son, “J” Robert Kerr of Reno; two daughters: Bonnie Palmer of Ely and Judy
Myers of Salt Lake City; five brothers, George of Apache Junction, Ariz., Rodney of Tacoma,
Wash., Claude of Oakland, Alfred of Ely and Kenneth of Elko; three sisters: Annabelle Nichols of
Ely, Mary Williams of Reno and Betty Fraser of Chehalis, Wash.; and 10 grandchildren.
A funeral will be conducted Friday at 2 p.m. at the East Ely Stake House of the Church of Jesus
Christ of Latter‐day Saints. Burial will be in the Ely City Cemetery.
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George S. Kerr
My brother George S. Kerr was born March 12, 1912 in Roy Utah. I always kidded my brother
George that I was always going to be taller than he was. He was only about five foot five and we
made a $40.00 bet that I would be as tall as he was. Little did I know that I would not grow
anymore and neither did he. Bless his heart; he never did make me pay. George was a very
cheerful person. I remember he was always whistling, and always laughing. I don’t remember
him as much because he worked away from the ranch and he was a very hard worker. He could
always find a job even in the depression times. He was always kind and good to me. If he told
me to do something boy, I did it. He married Nadine Bauer in Merced, California September 8,
1940. They had three children: Judy Louise born February 6, 1942; George Jr. born March 16,
1943; and Sharon Lynn Kerr born October 10, 1944. Nadine died from complications of diabetes
February 6th 1991 and George died from pneumonia on December 24, 1991.
Figure 180 – George S. Kerr
– c1933

Figure 182 – George and
Nadine Kerr’s Children – 1944

Figure 181 – George S. and
Nadine Bauer Kerr

George Jr., Sharon Lynn & Judy Louise
Kerr
Figure 183 – George S. Kerr‘s Obituary – 1991
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Annabelle S. Kerr
The next in line was Annabelle S. Kerr. I don’t remember her much as a child. She was the one
that took care of me most of the time. She got a job away from the ranch. I remember her working
for Burt Robison helping with the cooking for all the hired hands. She was an excellent cook. I
can always remember she taught me a lot of good things, not only cooking but to try to be a good
person. Annabelle married Bill Nichols on February 23, 1937 in Ely, Nevada. They had two sons
William David Nichols born September 21, 1938 and Randy Louis Nichols born September 26,
1945. I lived with Annabelle and Bill my last two years of high school.
Just about every Sunday we would go out to the ranch. Mom would always cook a big dinner
and Dad would look out the dining room window and watch for our car to start down the flat to
the ranch and would say, “Here they come May.” He would look forward to having all his
family together. In the summertime we would go outside and play baseball, horseshoes, and
anything that would come to mind. Mom and Dad would play right along with us. Dad would
have one of us kids run for him. At night we would all play games together. Then on the way
back to town, we would sing all the way. Bill Nichols passed away April 21, 1994. Their son, Bill,
passed away August 28, 2002.
Figure 184 – The Nichols Family – c1940

Figure 185 – Randy Louis Nichols – 1946

L to R: William David Nichols, Annabelle Kerr Nichols
and William S. Nichols – about 1939/40
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Figure 186 – William S. Nichols Obituary – 1994

Figure 187 – Annabelle Turns 90 – August 6th, 2003

L to R: Betty Kerr Fraser, Annabelle Kerr Nichols and Mary Kerr Williams
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Rodney R. Kerr
The next in line was Rodney R. Kerr born May 2, 1915. He married my girlfriend Louise Astuy
on June 8, 1946. I introduced them. Rodney was latter known as “The Rough Riding Kid” a name
he developed while breaking horses. He was always a dare devil. He was very honest and very
orderly in everything he did. Rodney, Alf and Claude would wait for the folks to go to town and
then Melburn and Archie Robison would get on their horses and come to the ranch. I could go on
forever about all the mischief they would get into.
Figure 188 – Rodney & Louise Astuy Kerr
– 1946

Figure 189 – Rodney Working With a Horse on the Kerr
Ranch – c1940

Rodney, Claude and Alf were always together. They really enjoyed teasing me. I guess I enjoyed
it. They had me so tough they could hardly handle me. They would always try to Ding Bump me
– that is when one would take an arm and leg and the other would take an arm and a leg and try
to bump my behind on a sharp corner, but do you know what? They never did succeed. I could
always wiggle loose from them mostly because they were laughing so hard. We were always
playing jokes on each other. I remember one time Rodney had been working graveyard and he
had just gone to sleep. It was April 1st and he had eaten breakfast and gone to bed at the
bunkhouse – that is where all the boys slept.
Well I went over and told him that Uncle Doyle was here to see him, but when I left the bunk
house I wired the door shut. To get the door open he had to yank real hard – in doing so, the
door flung open and banged him right in the eye. He come over to the house and I said “April
fool ya damn fool.” Boy oh boy he sure did have a black eye. He couldn’t be too mad because he
was always doing something to me. Rodney and Louise had four children: Craig J. Kerr born
March 26, 1947; Nancy Carol Kerr born July 24, 1948; Dean Russell Kerr born December 16, 1950;
and Marie Kerr born November 14, 1952. Don (Fraser) and I have been so close to this family.
Their kids are just like our own. We would get together and have dinner together at least once a
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week. Louise passed away January 31, 1996 from cancer and a stroke. Rodney passed away
January 29, 1998 from heart problems.
Figure 190 – Rodney & Louise Astuy Kerr Family – c1969

L to R – Standing: Craig J. Kerr, Dean R. Kerr
Seated: Rodney R. Kerr, Marie Kerr, Nancy C. Kerr and Louise Astuy Kerr
Figure 191 – Rodney R. Kerr Obituary – 1998
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Claude J. Kerr
The next brother was Claude J. Kerr. He was born April 13, 1917 in Roy, Utah. He married
Catherine “Kay” Moselage November 14, 1941. They had two children: Connie Jean Kerr born
June 22, 1943 and Claudette L. Kerr born June 18, 1946.
Figure 192 – Claude Kerr & Kay Moselage Kerr – 1942

Figure 193 – Claude & Kay Moselage Kerr Family – c1950

L to R: Catherine “Kay” Moselage Kerr and Claude Kerr

L to R – Back: Catherine E. Moselage Kerr and Claude J.
Kerr – Front: Claudette L. Kerr and Connie J. Kerr
Figure 194 – Families Support One Another – summer of 1983

L to R: Claude J. Kerr, Betty Kerr Fraser, and Catherine Moselage Kerr in the chair Catherine was quite ill
with liver cancer at this time
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I was very close to this family. We have lots of memories doing things together. Claude was a
very kind and thoughtful person and very witty. There was never a dull moment when Claude
was around. Claude and Kay and Don and I did lots of things together – we took trips together.
Kay was a very sweet and loving person and told lots of funny stories. Catherine passed away
March 2, 1984 from liver cancer. Claude passed away September 12, 1990 from drowning.

Out of nine children that grew to adulthood and married, there was only one divorce, and that
resulted from marrying again before fully recovering from the death of the first spouse and the
loss of a child. May and Dave Kerr’s children all picked outstanding spouses and had a real
commitment to marriage and family. I find this refreshing in a world where family values mean
so little in 2006. I am sure there are special tributes that could be made to every Kerr spouse. I
only have two in my possession and am including both within this work as examples of the
quality of the Kerr spouses. The first tribute is to Catherine Moselage Kerr by a son‐in‐law and
the second is to Donald J. Fraser by his son.
The following is the eulogy given at Catherine Moselage Kerr‘s funeral by her son‐in‐law,
Robert L. VanNess:
Catherine Elizabeth Kerr was an extraordinary woman who gave of herself for the betterment of
countless others. She was a woman of intelligence and passion. She was a beautiful woman
outside and inside. She lifted others to nobler paths. She was a leader of exceptional character
combining strength and compassion in a marvelous way.
Figure 195 – Catherine Moselage Kerr – c1940

Figure 196 ‐Catherine Moselage Kerr – 1978

She was born as Catherine Elizabeth Moselage on August 3, 1922 to Henry M. Moselage and
Caroline E. Nichols. She entered this world in Memphis, Tennessee as the third of four children.
The oldest was a brother, John Henry, next came a sister, Barbara Jean, and the youngest, a sister,
Mary Margaret who passed away many years ago and had a very special place in Catherine’s
heart.
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Her father was a builder in the city of Memphis and an exceptional man in his own way. He
loved children and he opened his home to the needy when disaster such as flooding struck. He
took children into their home to care for them. And with Catherine he had a special relationship
and told her sister how he enjoyed having her help him with many tasks. The two of them often
prepared meals together for the family. And Catherine loved her father very dearly. He was kind
and loving to her mother. Her brother, John, and her sister, Barbara, remember her as a sweet
loving little girl.
Catherine was raised in Memphis until she reached her mid teens and relocated to Nevada. She
had a quick and agile mind and she always did very well in school. The separation took her from
her father and created a time of trials and adversities which undoubtedly forged the inner
strength, commitment and compassion which would fuel her exceptional life.
In her seventeenth year, she and two girlfriends went to a picnic and won the look up. It was in
April of 1940. The three young ladies came upon three young men at that picnic and to Catherine
one was clearly the handsomest of the group. That fortunate young man was Claude Kerr who
was just as taken with Catherine. They courted and when Catherine took a job in Los Angeles
they wrote letters and visited when they could. On November 11, 1941 the two were married in
Tonapah, Nevada. In joining with Claude, Catherine became a part of the Kerr family, a robust
group of nine brothers and sisters born to David Russell Kerr and May Swallow. The Swallows
and Kerrs had joined the Church of Jesus Christ of Latter‐day Saints in England and Scotland
and immigrated to Utah in the early days of the Church.
With the only surviving brother and sister far away in Tennessee, the Kerrs became a true family
to Catherine. Catherine came to love Dave and May Kerr deeply and to love their children and
spouses.
Claude and Catherine established their first home in Ely, Nevada moving a year later to
Alameda in the San Francisco/Oakland Bay area. Their first child was born on June 22, 1943, a
daughter named Connie Jean. Just four days shy of three years later a second daughter,
Claudette Linda, was born.
Catherine lavished her love on Claude and her two beautiful daughters and they in turn thrived
and glow with that love. Catherine would later say that this time when her family was young
was the happiest of her life as she would sit in the living room with her husband, Claude, and
the two girls sitting near her feet as she sewed doll clothes for them.
As a devoted wife and mother she gave her all to the family. Claude worked for many years
alternating between day‐shifts, swing‐shifts and graveyard‐shifts. No matter what the shift or the
time of day, Catherine would always rise with Claude and prepare his breakfast, the lunch he
would take to work and give him a kiss of love as he left the house.
She did the same with her daughters as they would go forth to school. If there was a school event
for the girls, Catherine was there. As they left each morning she waved good‐by through the
window and was always there to greet them on their return. She made many perfect days for her
family. A marvelous homemaker, she made her home a warm and loving place to be – the kind
of home you always wanted to return to. In addition to beautifully furnishing her home and
painstakingly maintaining it, she set the tone – a home of love, happiness, order, honesty and
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humor. She loved and respected beauty in all things. The beauty of nature attracted her to
gardening and she spent hours beautifying her yard. Connie, her oldest daughter, told us of her
memory of her mother taking her as a toddler into the yard to pick purple violets for the house.
Her appreciation of beauty and quality also led her to the collecting of antiques, yet a further
enrichment of the environment of her treasured family. Animals too had a special place in her
heart and beginning with her beloved Blackie in 1945 she always had a much loved and well
cared for dog.
Claude, Catherine and the girls loved to be together. They loved to go on camping trips and day
trips just to be together for the day.
Catherine was always concerned about the happiness and welfare of others, reaching out to those
in need not only in her family but in her neighborhood as well.
Figure 197 – Connie Jean Kerr

Figure 198 – Claudette Linda Kerr

Throughout their lives and particularly in their teen years, her daughters would find in
Catherine a trusted advisor and protector – a mother and a friend who would earnestly listen to
their problems and with wisdom and love offer guidance. Her willingness to consider new ideas
and concepts made her an even more valuable counselor to her daughters. You only have to
know either of her daughters today to appreciate the excellence of Catherine’s work. In each of
them and in their families you can see the heritage of dignity, charity, strength and compassion.
Let me share a letter from one of her daughters sent just last year.
Dear Mom and Dad:
This Thanksgiving I thought of you and our family as it used to be and remembered
those Thanksgivings we had when I was a little girl at home. And they were happy
memories full of love and happy faces, and good smells and delicious meals. It made me
want to write and thank you for being such wonderful parents and for the love we share
in our family. It always was and still is a secure feeling just knowing that you would be
there when I came home from school, knowing I could talk to you if I needed to. Now
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that I am grown and have my own family I would like to think I can give my children
this same secure and loving feeling. Mom, I would hope that your strength of character
and yet gentle ways of influence will rub off on me just even a little bit and I will feel
well equipped to raise my family in both faith and trials that the world has to offer. The
evidence of secure gentle strength and sense of humor would be a part of my character.
They will help me ride over the bumpy spots in life. So I thank you both for your love,
for giving me my life upon this earth. I hope I will live it in a way that will make you
both proud of me and I can pass along to my children, your grandchildren, qualities of
love and strength that is their heritage and the legacy of those who came before them.
I love you.
Here you can see reflected a woman with great heart. A noble woman lovingly sustaining and
supporting her family, honoring so very well the trust given her by our Father in Heaven as a
mother in Zion. Catherine had an extraordinary capacity to give love. And she was asked to do
so. In 1952, this exceptional lady was contacted by the Children’s Home Society of California.
They needed temporary foster homes for homeless newborn babies. Reflecting her beloved
father’s service for needy children during her own childhood she accepted this calling. Over the
next three years Catherine gave her love and her heart to over sixty newborn babies. They would
come to her within two to three days of birth and stay until three to four month old, enough for
permanent adoption.
Think of her sacrifice and service inherent in this beautiful act. The true selfless giving of love to
so many knowing she must give up each in a few months. I believe every mother here today can
understand and appreciate the selfless giving inherent in the effortless nature and magnitude.
Can you imagine the impact this marvelous woman has had on the lives of those sixty babies that
she nurtured during their most tender months? Can you imagine the gratitude of our Heavenly
Father to one who gave so much, and so willingly, to so many of his children.
In 1955 came one more foster child, a very special boy named Michael Ryan. He came at the age
of one and stayed over ten years – raised as one of her own until his natural mother could care
for him. Every mother here knows the strength and sacrifice inherent in loving and raising a
child for ten years and then giving him up. For the past ten years all contact was lost with
Michael though both he and Claude and Catherine tried several times to find one another. This
morning Michael Ryan called home. Claude said “he called me Dad.” He said of Catherine,
“Mother’s dead? “
In 1958 on the first of March Catherine, raised in the Catholic Church, was baptized and became
a member of The Church of Jesus Christ of Latter‐day Saints along with her two precious
daughters, joining Claude in the Church of his heritage. In doing so she joined her leadership
with Claude in giving her daughters the gift of the restored gospel. In 1968, when Connie
married and with Claudette in college, Catherine embarked on a new program. This outstanding
model of a mother, for 28 years to this point, now went to work as a clerk for Montgomery Ward
in Oakland, California. The energy and industry that had characterized her life at home and her
keen sense of how to work and communicate with people and a beautiful personality which was
born of the service she had given as a mother for so many years stood her in excellent stead. She
was rapidly promoted to department head. With extraordinary resourcefulness she generated
large sales increases and greatly improved efficiency. An exceptional leader, she was respected
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and liked by her coworkers. She was quickly recognized as one of the stores top employees and
received many awards and honors and was entrusted with rapidly increased responsibilities.
When she later moved to Turlock in 1976 the Oakland store highly recommended her to the
Modesto Montgomery Ward. And Catherine quickly established another highly impressive
performance, eventually managing four departments simultaneously and once again earning the
respect and friendship of her co‐workers. In this era she also obtained her license as a prosthesis
consultant to fill the special needs of women.
All during this period of fourteen years in the workplace, she continued as a counselor to her
daughters and gave her love and compassion to them, their husbands and the thirteen
grandchildren born to those two daughters.
One of the most important events in Catherine’s life came on January 17, 1970 when she and
Claude went to the Oakland Temple to be married for time and all eternity. Because of the
restored gospel Catherine is assured of having her beloved family with her throughout the
eternities if they but live worthy. Just ten years later, in October of 1980, this vibrant and valiant
lady faced just one more challenge. A physical examination found a malignancy. With the
courage that had always marked her life, she faced this terrible disease and fought it willfully for
three and one half years, undergoing four difficult operations. Throughout this ordeal, she
continued to give of herself to Claude and to her daughters and their families. She refused to
give in to the restrictions of the disease, forcing herself to go with Claude on various errands, to
go outside, to walk in the sun and work in the garden, to go out to dinner with family members.
Surrounded by those she loved and who loved her, she bravely worked her way through the
final stages of this affliction. She loved life and life loves her. She loved her family and her family
loves her. She loved God and God loves her.
Even at the end of her life she rose above the common and lifted others with her. Her final
thoughts to her beloved daughters were: “Don’t grieve for me too long because I love you. I have
always loved you. I will be watching over you and I will be looking out for you always.”
Just moments after she passed from this life her loved ones saw a beautiful smile come over her
countenance as though she was telling them of her joyous victory over death – leaving them with
one last magnificent gift.
She leaves a rich heritage for all of us here today and especially for her 13 grandchildren who in
turn will carry it forward to their grandchildren.
May each of us honor this choice daughter of God, this loving giving wife and mother, this gifted
and special friend to so many, by living worthily and following her brilliant examples of
industry, courage, compassion and service.
In the name of Jesus Christ – Amen

Our Swallow Heritage – Volume III – The History of George Swallow’s Daughters

Page 100

Turning the hearts of the fathers to their children and the hearts of the children to their fathers

Figure 199 – Funeral Program for Catherine Moselage Kerr – 1984

Figure 200 – Funeral Program for Claude J. Kerr – 1990
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Betty Kerr Fraser continues:
Alfred M. Kerr
My next brother is Alfred M. Kerr. He was born March 29, 1919. He married Irene Pierce on
February 23, 1946. They had three children: Lester Kerr born July 16, 1947; Patricia May Kerr
born February 25, 1950; and Katherine I. Kerr born January 27, 1952.
Figure 201 – Alfred M. & Irene Pierce Kerr – 1946

Figure 202 – Alfred M. & Irene Pierce Kerr Family – c 1957

L to R – Back: Alfred M. and Irene Pierce Kerr
Front: Katherine I. Kerr, Lester D. Kerr and Patricia M. Kerr
Figure 203 – Alf & Betty Kerr Having Fun – c 1941
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I guess I remember Alf most of all my brothers and sisters while we lived on the ranch, and oh
yes, my little brother, Kenny, the same way Alf and I were close. I really looked up to Alf and
would take his advice on most anything. He always looked after me. We worked in the fields
together, played together, went to dances together and had lots of good times together. I
remember one time we went to a country dance together out to Baker. We really had a good time.
The dance lasted until midnight and we had to drive 40 miles back to our ranch. We got to the
turn at Goodies and the car stopped. Alf was real sharp – he knew what was wrong with the car
but had no tools to fix it. We were about 10 miles from home. Alf said: “Betty you drive and I
will ride on the back fender and bumper and blow in the gas tank.” I said “OK.” So that is just
what we did. We would only go about a half mile and he would have to stop and get his breath
and away we would go again. He said, “Betty go like Hell,” so I did just that. We got home about
two or three in the morning. Mom and Dad were up waiting for us. I don’t think they ever went
to sleep until we got home when we went out like that. I think how crazy we must have been. He
could have fallen off the car while driving but we never gave that a thought at that time. Irene
passed away March 18, 1985. Alf passed away December 5, 2001.
Figure 204 – Alfred M. Kerr Obituary – 2001
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Mary Kerr
The next in line is my dear sister, Mary, and now that we are both older you would think we
were twins. We don’t live in the same city, but we buy the same clothes and when we get
together we are both wearing the same outfit.
Mary Kerr was born July 9, 1921 in Arco, Idaho. She married George E. Williams on November
15, 1941 in Ely, Nevada. I was her maid of honor. Mary and George had three children: Wayne K.
Williams was born October 31, 1948 and died January 28, 1957 from complications of the
measles; Betty Ann Williams was born June 6, 1950 and died April 2, 1970 from Diabetes which
no one knew about; Janet D. Williams was born November 19, 1956.
Figure 205 – George E. & Mary Kerr Williams – 1941

Figure 206 – Wayne K. Williams – 1949
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Figure 207 – Betty Ann Williams – c1964

Figure 208 – Janet Dee Williams

Mary was just enough older than I was that she knew just how to work me. I remember that she
had the dishes to do each night and for a long time she would tell me she would kill herself if I
didn’t do the dishes for her. Well, I did them for a long time, and I got tired of it; so one night I
told her to go ahead and kill herself if she wanted and that was the end of that. She pulled a lot of
things on me throughout the years. We laugh about them now. George Williams died April 8,
1996 in Sparks, Nevada.
Figure 209 – George E. Williams Obituary – 1996
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R. Dean Kerr
Next in line was my brother Russell Dean Kerr. He was born March 13, 1924 and died March 15,
1924. I often think about this brother and how close we would have been if he had lived.
Betty Jean Kerr
Well I am next in line. I, Betty Jean Kerr, was born in Salt Lake City, Utah November 28, 1925 at
10:30 p.m. to May Swallow Kerr who is my mother and David Russell Kerr who is my father. I
married Donald J. Fraser on September 1, 1945. We have one son, Gary Stephen Fraser, who was
born February 18, 1947 in Renton, Washington.
Figure 210 – The Donald J. & Betty Kerr Fraser Family – 1955

L to R: Gary S. Fraser, Betty Kerr Fraser and Donald J. Fraser

Gary married Patricia Paige on November 14, 1969. They have four daughters: Jennifer May born
July 4, 1972; Amy Elizabeth born November 27, 1974; Kathleen Jean born December 6, 1976; and
Colleen Marie born March 25, 1979.
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Figure 211 – The Donald and Betty Jean Kerr Fraser Family – 1980

L to R – Back Row: Betty Kerr Fraser, Donald “Don” J. Fraser and Patricia “Pat” Paige Fraser holding Colleen M. Fraser
Front Row: Jennifer M. Fraser, Kathleen J. Fraser, Amy E. Fraser and Gary S. Fraser

I really enjoyed my life growing up with all my brothers and sisters. We had lots of trials but lots
of good times also. I have always been a happy person and have always had love for my
Heavenly Father. I feel he has always been with me and has had love for me. I feel my earthly
parents had much love and guidance for me and all their children.

Gary S. Fraser wrote a beautiful tribute to his father, Don, for his 80th birthday on January 27, 2004. It
follows:
Dad,
What can I say, not in someone else’s words that are bought from a store, but from me – In
remembering the wonderful joy and of being blessed to be your son.
There is significance to a long life. It is a promise given from God is his fifth Commandment. It’s
the first commandment with a promise. “Honor thy father and thy mother that your days may be
long upon the land which the Lord your God has given you.”
You’d have to talk with Uncle Wally and Uncle Art about those years before I was. I remember
being close to you in my younger years, sleeping on a cot in a railroad station while you worked
in the night. I remember you always enjoyed being in the yard or garden. My first memories of
you in the yard were in Portland Avenue when I was only about 4 or 5 years old. I have
countless memories of you out weeding and working in all of the lawns and flowerbeds of all of
the homes we’ve lived in and at others besides. That’s one of your favorite spots. When I’m out
weeding in my yard or garden I think of two things: one is you cleaning up and sprucing your
yard with joy and fervor, the other of how it signifies getting all the “junk” out of life so there’s
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room for important things to grow and make something beautiful or useful. Some of those weeds
look so much like the good plants and grow so close, you have to be careful not to destroy the
good. I also remember it helps get them while they are just starting as they take over so quickly. I
wish I could catch some of your zeal in doing it though.
I remember one day when I was about 5 and we were living in the depot in Ridgefield, I saw fear
in your eyes. I remember when you ran me upstairs to mom and she covered my cut knee with a
towel and you raced me to Dr. Turley, barging through the door in a manner that is not you,
saying: “Treat my son!!!” and within a couple of minutes I was on a table with Dr. Turley sewing
up my knee and seeing a mom and dad with a look of relief in their eyes.
I remember (you) being our scoutmaster in cub scouts and how proud I was of my father up
there leading us in our pledge of allegiance and our scout pledge and recognizing the
achievements of the pack. Sometimes I wished I had spent more time in the boy scouts when you
were leading them too.
Figure 212 – Father and Son – Donald J. and Gary S. Fraser – c1955

Since my earliest days, I remember a gentle opening of the bedroom door and an ever so gentle
“Gary, it’s time to get up.” It always amazes me that the gentle voice was so effective in waking
me up. Then, it’s always been your gentle voice that has taught me in so many wonderful ways
of life. The gentle nudge to try something new; the gentle request “I don’t think it’s good to go
out tonight, the weather the way it is” and me going anyway and sliding the car in the ditch. You
never said much about it, never admonished me or said “I told you not to go!” You did allow me
to pay my own towing bill.
I remember breakfasts in the early morning before going strawberry and bean picking, with
oatmeal, or zoom, or crisp bacon and eggs, or milk toast. I regret I never have got any of my kids
to enjoy sitting down at night with a glass of bread and milk the way you & I have. I’ve failed
our children in something wonderful here Dad; they’re missing it.
There were early Saturday mornings that you and I took the boat either on Lake River or Lewis
River and explored and tried our luck at fishing. I think I still share your love of getting fish
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hooks wet, but neither of us are too great at getting something on the line. Wonderful memories
though, out on the river, a father and a son, enjoying the beauty God created. Hoping to catch
that “big fish” but glad after coming in for the day, just to have had time together. It wasn’t
always fishing on Saturday mornings though. As I got older, it was working on a ranch, peeling
poles for eight hours or building fence and feeding 600 head of stock. I remember wonderful
memories stretching out a quarter mile of fence on “River S Ranch” with you and thinking how
wonderful it would be if we could just do this type of work all the time. What a beautiful spot
with all those cows and the thousands of ducks flying overhead. Good memories growing up
with dad. We didn’t own the place, but that didn’t matter, you sought out and found work that
we could do together, a type of work that helped me to bond with my dad in what he loved
about life, and sought to spend his time for “enjoyable” work. It was in a beautiful setting that
made one feel useful and enjoyable and made you feel good at the end of the day of
accomplishing some of the tasks you set out to do.
I remember with a “wince” how you worked with me to learn the stick on the Ford truck. I
thought I would never get it. Glad you stuck with me on it. Remember pushing the English Ford
with Eddie and Mark one or two mornings a week as we headed out to Woodland to work at the
bulb farm? Or coming up the hill at Paradise Point at night, wondering if we were going to get
run over because it was all we could do to get up the hill at 35 miles per hour? Of course there
was the nightly ritual as we passed by the “swim pond [your definition]” that you were always
willing to drop us off to take a swim. It became a simple phrase of yours as we approached it
“Care to?”
I’ll always remember how important Mom is to you. You both tried to do everything together
and you have some wonderful friends that have lasted you a lifetime!
Weekends in the summer as I was growing up usually bring me to time on the water with you,
Mom and friends. Whether it be on Yale, Merrill, Swift Creek, all wonderful times. Vacations
were time to be with family. I remember visiting Kendrick and Ely. Memories of going up to my
room with “Little Big Books” at night and listening to the river in the canyon below town was so
peaceful. Remember when we were driving through California and Mom knew we had entered
the great state of Nevada because she could smell the difference in the sagebrush and we saw a
sign shortly after that that said Nevada was another 20 miles?! (Maybe it was a strong wind?)
Since Pat & I have been married I just reflect on how much you have both helped us, over & over
again. I appreciate how much you have loved our children and lavished blessings on us all.
All of these are great memories for me and there are many others that I could easily tell, but may
hold for another time. I am thankful to have you as my father. I am thankful for the blessings you
have brought to my life. I appreciate your love and wish to thank you for the example you have
always been to me on work and love.
May your decade of the eighties be blessed with more wonderful times, with enjoyable days to
see your family, especially your grandchildren and great grandchildren, grow in life and grace. I
wish you continued health to enjoy your family and friends, with continued opportunities to
“garden” in God’s creation to your content. Oh, by the way, when you reach “80” it is
permissible to slow down a bit. I hope I can keep your fervor and ambition for life Dad. I love
you with all my heart. Thanks for being you.
Love,
Gary
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Betty Kerr Fraser Continues:
Kenneth William Kerr
Next in line is Kenneth William Kerr born July 13, 1928 in Ely, Nevada and died October 10, 1997
in Winnemucca, Nevada. Kenneth married Billie Jean Miller on March 14, 1953 in Reno, Nevada.
They had four children: David Kerr born April 17, 1955; Charlotte Kerr born December 9, 1956;
Paul Kerr born August 9, 1961; and Jim Kerr born August 31, 1966.
Figure 213 – May Swallow Kerr with Kenneth W. Kerr
– c1930

Figure 214 – Kenneth W. & Billie Miller Kerr – 1953
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Figure 215 – Billie Miller Kerr & Kenneth W. Kerr
– 1953

Figure 216 – Kenneth W. & Billie Miller Kerr
– c1990

L to R – Adults: Billie Miller Kerr and Kenneth W. Kerr
with Rod & Louise Kerr’s children: Nancy C. Kerr, Marie Kerr,
Dean R. Kerr and Craig J. Kerr

Kenny was my little brother. We played so much when we were little. We would sometimes play
grown up – sometimes he would be a woman and sometimes I would be a man (pretending). I
would be Uncle Doyle or my dad or one of my older brothers and he would be Aunt Pearl or
Aunt Matilda. We were a couple of characters. I remember one time we both got on Old Blue
(our Horse) and we rode up to the upper place to get the cows. On the way back we were both
pretending again – I said in a man’s voice: “Well there is one thing: I have never been thrown
from a horse before.” Kenny said in a deep man’s voice: “I have never been thrown off.” Well I
think Old Blue heard because he went flying one way and I went flying off the other way.
Kenny had an overall button stuck in his throat one time – he was choking and turning blue.
Mom picked him up and shook him and out came the button. He was only about two years old
at that time. Then when he was about four he got Spinal Meningitis. He was ill and sickly for lots
of years. Kenneth died October 10, 1997 from cancer of the esophagus.
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Figure 217 – Kenneth W. Kerr Funeral Program – 1997

The poem above has been retyped below so it is easier to read.
Fill not your hears with pain and sorrow,
But remember me in every tomorrow.
Remember the joy, the laughter, the smiles,
I’ve only gone to rest a little while
Although my leaving causes pain and grief,
My going has eased my hurt
And given me relief.
So dry your eyes and remember me
Not as I am now, but as I used to be.
Because, I will remember you all
And look on with a smile.
Understand in your hearts, I’ve only
Gone to rest a little while,
As long as I have the love of each of you,
I can live my life in the hearts of all of you.
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David R. and May Swallow Kerr‘s Later Life
Betty Kerr Fraser recorded:
My parents lived with Don and me in Ridgefield, Washington for about two years. We really did
enjoy them.
Figure 218 – May & Dave Kerr Arm in Arm – c1950

Figure 219 – Dave Kerr Making May Kerr
Laugh – 1952

In her later years, May Swallow Kerr recorded on audio tape a quotation from her father,
George Swallow, and two of her favorite poems. They reflect who she was and how she lived.
The quotation of May’s father, George Swallow, shows her view of being humble and living
within your means.
My dad would say: “You think that the people who put on a big show are
the one’s that are rich, but the ones that wear silks are the ones that
usually owed the money. The ones that wear calico were the ones that had
all their bills paid. Remember to wear calico.”
The first poem shows that children were important to May and needed individual attention.
Like the little girl who was always in the way
If her mother was cooking breakfast she was in the way
If her daddy was writing a letter she was always in the way
No matter what she did she was always in the way
The second poem shows how May measured her accomplishments each day. The day she
recorded this she felt like she had not measured up and said, “I feel this refers to me today.”
Count this day lost
Whose low descending sun
Viewed from Thy hand
No worthy action done
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The Death of David R. Kerr and May C. Swallow Kerr
Figure 220 – Kerr Family – c1956

Alfred M. Kerr, May Swallow Kerr, Irene Pierce Kerr with David R. Kerr (seated)

Betty Kerr Fraser records:
My parents had lots of hardships and trials but seemed to be happy. They were very kind and
loving parents. My Dad used to get after some of my older brothers. He used to get out his razor
strap and mostly frighten them. He did not like them to fight. My dad passed away from kidney
failure on November 30, 1957 in Ely, Nevada. He smoked quite heavy in his younger years. That
probably did not help. But he always said he had a good life.
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Figure 221 – May Swallow Kerr with Her Nine Children – 1957

Kerr family photo taken at funeral of David R. Kerr
L to R – Standing: Rodney R. Kerr, Claude J. Kerr, May Swallow
Kerr, Kenneth W. Kerr, and George S. Kerr
Kneeling or Sitting: Robert “Bob” D. Kerr, Betty Kerr Fraser,
Annabelle Kerr Nichols, Mary Kerr Williams and Alfred M. Kerr

My Mother was a school teacher in her younger years and after having ten children I guess you
know that was a full time job. I don’t remember her getting angry with me but sometimes she
would spank the older boys with a willow, they would stuff their pants with straw so it wouldn’t
hurt. I think her greatest joys were her family. Everyone loved her. She was sweet, loving and
kind.
Aunt Pearl and Uncle Doyle were so good to my mother. After my dad passed away they helped
us take care of Mother. My mother also lived with Aunt Birdie one winter in Ely when Aunt
Birdie was not feeling well, that was just before Aunt Birdie went to Idaho to live.

In a 2003 phone conversation Reni Robison Jensen shared the following:
I took Aunt May to Church with me for about three years (1962‐1964) when I was going to high
school in Reno, Nevada. I remember how Aunt May would express her heartache because her
children were not active in The Church and she had to go to Church without them. Aunt May
loved the Gospel of Jesus Christ and had great faith. I remember what a positive attitude Aunt
May had despite all the hardships and trials she’d had in her life.
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Grandma (Pearl Swallow Robison) and Aunt May (Swallow Kerr) were close. When I brought Aunt
May to church, Grandma would see us come in and stand until she had greeted Aunt May and
then they would be seated. When they got together lights would shine in their eyes.
Figure 222 – The Swallow Sisters – 1965

L to R: May Swallow Kerr, Birdie Swallow Robison and Pearl Swallow Robison

Betty Kerr Fraser continues:
One time after she got older, Uncle Doyle and Aunt Pearl took her to the airport in Reno to catch
the plane for Oakland. Well some way or another she got on the wrong plane that was going to
San Francisco. Claude was meeting her at the Oakland airport. They found out she was on the
wrong plane about halfway there. So they flew her by helicopter from San Francisco to Oakland
and paged Claude. First they asked her if she would ride the helicopter and she said she would
try anything once. I laughed and said who else would get a free ride across the bay.
Mother used to send each one of her grandchildren one dollar for their birthday up until the time
she passed away. She never forgot any of them and they all remember her for that.
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Figure 223 – May C. Swallow Kerr – 1966

Figure 224 ‐May C. Swallow Kerr – 1970

My mother fell down the stairs at Mary’s and bruised herself good and developed a clot. It was
only a couple of months after that that she had a stroke and she never came out of it. She had the
stroke on January 27, 1972.
My mother passed away in Reno, Nevada on January 31, 1972. Lenard D. Robison was the main
speaker at her funeral.
Figure 225 – May Swallow Kerr Obituary – 1972
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My Mother was a wonderful person. I think I can call her a Saint. All her children and their
families loved her and all her brothers and sisters and nieces and nephews loved her. I pray I can
become more like her each day.

Figure 226 – Tribute Letter to May Swallow Kerr from Norma Garrett Robison

(May C. Swallow was married in 1909 not 1910)
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Chapter 4 – The Swallow/Robison Families – The Beginning
For the James F. & Birdie Swallow Robison and Doyle C. & Pearl Swallow Robison Families

Introduction
As I gathered and prepared the material I would use to compile and write the histories of
George Swallow‘s two youngest daughters, Birdie E Swallow and Ida Pearl Swallow, it became
very clear to me that their histories are so intertwined that they must be presented as a single
history. They married brothers who became business partners and their children grew up more
like brothers and sisters than cousins – they went to school together, they worked together, they
played together. This relationship has continued even with many of their grandchildren. Birdie
and Pearl’s histories will be recorded in Chapters 4, 5 and 6 of this book.

Sources
Most of the source material found in Chapters 4 through 6 comes from the following list. For
easier reading, I will only reference the person’s name that is speaking or providing the text. We
have been blessed because of the abundance of information recorded by those shown below.
Only a portion of the material they wrote and recorded can been used. Some readers of this
work would enjoy reading the complete set of documents shown below. Most are available
from me at no cost in a PDF computer file format. The personal histories of Newal J. Robison
and Melvin A. Robison were recorded on audio tape and typed by Geraldine Robison Miller. I
have left in the notation of “(Laughter)” for all audio histories when indicated because it is part
of the recorded history and it helps me remember them – their personality and how they talked
and laughed.
•

Personal History of Birdie E Swallow by Birdie E Swallow

•

My first 50 years and Life With My Father by Bertha B. Robison Stevens

•

Life of James F. Robison and Personal History of Elwin A. Robison by Elwin A. Robison

•

Personal History of Newal J. Robison by Newal J. Robison

•

Personal History of Melvin A. Robison by Melvin A. Robison

•

Personal History of Lenard D. Robison by Lenard D. Robison

•

My Memories and White Pine Pioneers by George Swallow Robison

•

My Life History by Lois Robison Rowley

Source material quoted, other than above, will be fully described when it is used.

1887 to 1921 – The Chronology of Chapter 4
Because we are intertwining the lives of two families in chapters 4, 5 and 6 the reader may have
some trouble trying to keep everyone and everything straight. For that reason I will provide an
up front chronology of the major events covered in each chapter.
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October 1887 – Birdie E Swallow (no middle name just the initial “E”) born to George and Anna
Day Swallow in Spring Valley, Nevada



March 1888 – James F. Robison born to George Samuel and Emma Meecham Robison in Snake
Valley, Nevada



April 1894 – I. Pearl Swallow born to George and Anna Day Swallow in Spring Valley, Nevada



November 1894 – Doyle C. Robison born to George Samuel and Emma Meecham Robison in
Snake Valley, Nevada



Fall 1907 – Birdie E and I. Pearl Swallow move with their parents from the Swallow Ranch in
Spring Valley, Nevada to Salt Lake City, Utah



1906‐1907 – James F. Robison attends LDS Business College in Salt Lake City, Utah



May 1909 – Birdie E and I. Pearl Swallow officially join LDS church



September 1911 – James F. Robison and Birdie E Swallow are married



Fall 1911 to spring 1913 – James F. and Birdie Swallow Robison live in new home on the George
Samuel Robison Ranch in Snake Valley, Nevada



May 1912 – Bertha B. Robison born to James F. and Birdie Swallow Robison



1911‐1912 – Doyle C. Robison attends LDS Business College in Salt Lake City, Utah



November 1912 – Doyle C. Robison joins LDS church



Spring 1913 – James F. and Birdie Swallow Robison buy the “Rancher Store” in Garrison, Utah
with Birdie’s brother, Alfred M. Swallow



Spring 1913 – James F. and Birdie Swallow Robison move to Garrison, Utah



September 1913 – Alpha J Robison born to James F. and Birdie Swallow Robison



September 1915 – Elwin A. Robison born to James F. and Birdie Swallow Robison



Spring 1916 – Alfred M. Swallow sells his interest in the Garrison store to Doyle C. Robison, his
future brother‐in‐law – Robison Brothers is formed



June 1916 – Doyle C. Robison marries I. Pearl Swallow



May 1917 – Lenard D. Robison born to Doyle C. Robison and I. Pearl Swallow



June 1917 – Newal J. Robison born to James F. and Birdie Swallow Robison



December 1917 to March 1918 – James F. and Birdie Swallow Robison family in California



March 1918 – Robison Brothers purchase Federal truck



July 1918 – Robison Brothers purchase the old Gregory Ranch from Joseph C. Cahoon – Robison
Brothers is now a mercantile and livestock operation



Summer 1918 – James F. and Birdie Swallow Robison family move from Garrison, Utah to the old
Gregory Ranch in Snake Valley, Nevada



October 1918 – Melvin A. Robison born to Doyle C. and Pearl Swallow Robison



December 1919 to March 1920 – James F. and Birdie Swallow Robison family spend winter in
California
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February 1920 – Beulah A. Robison born to James F. and Birdie Swallow Robison



April 1921 – Robison Brothers sells store in Garrison, Utah and purchases the Willard Creek
Ranch and additional sheep range – Robison Brothers is a total livestock operation



April 1921 – The Doyle C. and Pearl Swallow Robison family move from Garrison, Utah to the
Willard Creek Ranch in Spring Valley, Nevada



June 1921 – George Swallow Robison born to James F. and Birdie Swallow Robison

Overview of the George Swallow Family
An overview of the George Swallow Family is recorded in the “Introduction” and “Family
Genealogy” found at the beginning of this book, Our Swallow Heritage – Volume III.

1887 to 1916 – The Swallow Sisters Prior to Marriage
Birdie E Swallow was born October 18, 1887, the sixth child and second daughter of George and
Anna Day Swallow. Ida Pearl Swallow was born April 23, 1894, the seventh child and third
daughter of George and Anna Day Swallow. Both were born on the Swallow Ranch in Spring
Valley, Nevada. Ida Pearl did not like the name Ida and was known as Pearl her whole life. In
this record I refer to her as I. Pearl when I use an initial with her name.
Melvin A. Robison records:
Growing Up on the Swallow Ranch
Over in Spring Valley at the Swallow Ranch, the Indian settlement was Shoshoni, but I am not
sure whether our Indians were Paiutes or Shoshonites.
My mother said there was an old Indian colony right at the Swallow Ranch when they settled,
called Bob Stead – south of the main ranch houses. She said the Indians were very, very friendly
people.

Newal J. Robison records:
There were no Mormons in the area at that time and there was much hatred for them, so George
and Ann had to keep quiet about their religion. But, he often told his family that he never once
doubted the truth of the Gospel; he was always faithful in paying his tithing each year and of
observing the Word of Wisdom.
Life on the ranch in those early days was not easy for George and Ann, but they with the children
learned to work hard. Periodically George hauled freight with team and wagon to the mining
camps near and far from the ranch, so the work was left to the children and Ann. They did well,
even when the temperatures went to 30 and 40 degrees below zero, and there were terrible
storms (blizzards) and heavy snows with high drifts.
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Birdie Swallow Robison wrote:
We were all kept busy; there was no place to go for amusement. We had to make our own fun
and that was by playing checkers, Old Maid, and the general run of games that we had in those
days. There were always plenty of horses to ride. We had such beautiful mountains and creeks
nearby; the canyons were so lovely and our family enjoyed camping and picnicking in them. The
highest mountain in the State of Nevada was just north and east of our home and it was called
Mount Wheeler. Spring Valley was a long and wide valley; we lived at the south end of it on the
Swallow Ranch with its many acres of meadow land, waving grain, and alfalfa hay. When I was
a girl, the valley was covered with patches of Wild Iris and Bird Eye flowers; cattle and sheep
grazed all over Spring Valley.
The famous Swallow Ranch was my home – I loved it. I can’t remember my mother cooking over
a fireplace, but I do remember the fireplace, the iron kettles, and brass buckets that she used
when she was first married. I remember the large earthen crocks she packed butter in for storing.
All of the utensils sat on the flat rocks in front of the fireplace.

At the time that George and Anna sold all their holdings in 1907, he was running 1,200 cattle
and 5,000 to 6,000 sheep. He was putting up 1,000 tons of hay and 75 tons of grain per year. He
owned from 6,000 to 7,000 acres of farming and grazing land. They moved to Salt Lake City and
purchased two homes and built an apartment house.
Birdie Swallow Robison write:
Mother was short and becomingly plump. Her hair hung below her waist when she was young.
She sewed well and was a beautiful knitter. She could crochet and tatt, and her cooking was
excellent. In those days there were no bakeries near, no canned food to speak of, and no frozen
foods. She excelled in preparing and cooking good plain food. Her plum pudding and mince,
apple and raisin pies wore wonderful. Yeast breed, soda biscuits, and corn bread – no one could
make them better. When she left the ranch there were bakeries and all sorts of canned foods, but
she continued her home cooking. I think more to please Father than anything else.
Father’s generosity and honesty could not be surpassed. He never in business dealings wanted to
impose on the other fellow. He helped many people in need. No one ever knew to whom he gave
or how much.
I remember one incident after we left the ranch and moved to Salt Lake City. One of the Indians
who had worked for him many years while on the ranch came to Salt Lake City. He couldn’t read
or write but he knew we lived in that city and he went from business houses, one after another,
and told them he was looking for his brother, George Swallow. Strange to say, he didn’t give up
until he found our home, and talked to Father. He went away happy for he had found his dear
friend and Father had given him the money he needed.
Father was slow to anger. I can only remember in the 23 years I was home of two or three times
he really showed his anger, but he was slow in getting over times like that. He was religious but
had to keep quiet about it for so many years and there wasn’t a Church to attend. He never
talked about religion much. As soon as the two older boys went to Salt Lake City to school, they
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were baptized and studied the Gospel. Richard came home and wanted to go on a mission and
Father saw to it that he went on his mission and provided the money for him to go.

In Salt Lake City and School
Birdie was six and one half years older than Pearl, so their interests during these early years
would not have been the same. When their family moved to Salt Lake City in late 1907, Birdie
was 20 years old and Pearl was 13 years old. Birdie met and started a courtship with James F.
Robison of Snake Valley in about 1903. This is also about the time Mamie Swallow, Birdie’s and
Pearl’s foster sister, married Joe Joseph and moved to Baker, Nevada.
Figure 227 – Birdie E Swallow
– c1903

Figure 228 – Mamie Swallow Joseph
– c1903

Figure 229 – I. Pearl Swallow
– c1903

When the George Swallow family moved to Salt Lake City in 1907 they had decided to teach
their children more of the proper English ways and decorum. Pearl being the youngest was
there the longest for them to turn into a proper English young lady. It worked to some degree
because they let her go to England over the summer of 1913, but Pearl was able to adjust to real
Nevada ranch life again when she married Doyle. Pearl liked to look nice, but never owned a
very large wardrobe even when there was money enough to buy one. She was very frugal.
Pearl Swallow Robison told the following to my sister Reni Robison Jensen:
My parents were 100% English so being dressed properly and having proper decorum were
important to them. They were prim and proper. They talked about when they were children in
England and wanted to raise their children in the same proper English way. We prepared for our
trip to England for some time before going. I was expected to be a proper young lady always on
this trip. I had to have new clothes to go to England.
To be a proper young lady you kept your knees together, didn’t show your petticoat, folded your
arms a certain way across your lap, always wore gloves and you didn’t talk unless spoken to.
Children had a place in the home but it was not to talk.
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Newal J. Robison records:
Birdie enrolled at the LDS High School and was terribly frightened because of her little schooling
on the ranch and absolutely no high school learning even though she was twenty years old. In
reading her short life sketch she says: “I went to high school at the LDS High School but did not
graduate the first year because I had mumps, measles, and smallpox so I didn’t do very well.
In spite of the lack of much schooling, Birdie loved to read and in her later years spent many
hours reading the scriptures and other church literature.

Birdie Swallow Robison writes:
Courting
My husband and I did most of our courting through writing letters to one another; we seldom
saw each other. We had a courtship of eight years and our plans to marry were made before I
joined the Church (1909).

In the fall of 1910, Birdie returned to the Swallow Ranch to help her sister‐in‐law, Richard’s
wife, after the birth of their first baby (George N. Swallow). She stayed there for the year prior to
her marriage and saved money for her trousseau.
Figure 230 – Birdie E Swallow at age 20 – c1908

Figure 231 – I. Pearl Swallow at age 17 – 1911

Elwin A. Robison recalls that on one occasion when his dad and mother (James F. and Birdie
Swallow Robison) and the family were on their way to Spring Valley, traveling in a Dodge car,
they went by way of Osceola Summit and Mother mentioned, as she and Dad were reminiscing,
that it was the thrill of her life when that tall, handsome Robison boy asked her for the first dance
at the social that was held there in Osceola years before.
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Figure 232 – Osceola – c1900

Pearl wrote the following postcard to Zedonia Dorius dated August 13, 1914. Zedonia married
Pearl’s brother, Ray G Swallow, in October 1914. Pearl and her family had just returned to Salt
Lake City from Nevada, where they had spent the summer.
Dear Zedonia: You will think I know that I am not going to ans. your card but I did not get it
until a day or two ago. We have been away for nearly three months & the manager did not
forward your card to me so you will pardon me this time I know. We certainly had a dandy time
while out west (the Swallow Ranch). I don’t know when I have ever enjoyed a vacation so much. I
did more dancing than a little & also did a lot of horse back, buggy & auto riding (This would have
included Doyle C. Robison some of the time.) Be sure & not be as long in answering as I have been.
Lovingly, Pearl

Melvin A. Robison records:
Mother and Dad (Doyle and Pearl) knew each other from the time they were kids. Their families
knew each other well and had a good relationship. Of course, everyone knew one another in
those valleys at that time.
This was probably the same way that Uncle Jim and Aunt Birdie got together, too. Osceola was
the focal point, at that time, for all occasions. Difficult as it seems now, it was – dances, socials,
everything. This was where Mother and Dad did some of their first courting. The main Post
Office was there, two stores, and as a kid we got a little candy from one of those stores. They had
one which was a rock building and part of it is still standing today. The Marriotts ran it and they
had a nice home there. The main house burned and later was added to what was left. (In 2006 the
Marriott family still owns most, if not all, the Osceola properties and spends time there each summer.)
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I can remember Mother talking about Dad coming to Shoshone, picking her up in the buggy, and
how very cold it was; then going back over with him and staying a few days in Snake Valley and
then he would bring her back, and how great a time they would have being together. If there was
a dance someplace, they would be there to every one of them.
To me, material things haven’t changed “love.” Probably their experiences were far more
reaching than ours. In my day there was an automobile, at least, to get us one place to another
when we were courting, but they did not have that and if they had an opportunity to be together,
they took advantage of it. Probably in a courtship like theirs, being together maybe 20 or 30 times
in the whole time they courted for years, was all they ever saw of each other. It was very
different from today.
Mother and Aunt Birdie had a strong effect on my dad and Uncle Jim. Those Swallows were
strong‐willed women. The fact that they were married in the Temple and sealed, changed the
lives of those people. And their families were raised under the covenant – how can you beat that.

Because of the association of Birdie E Swallow and James F. “Jim” Robison, Pearl got to know
Jim’s younger brother, Doyle C. Robison. Pearl and Doyle began to court when she was about
sixteen in 1910. Their courtship was similar to Jim and Birdie’s for the next six years except they
spent some time together when Doyle was going to LDS Business College in 1912. Doyle was
baptized into the LDS church on November 14, 1912, two days after he turned 18 years old and
no longer needed his parent’s permission to join the LDS Church. No doubt the influence of
Pearl Swallow in his life helped him make this decision to become a Latter‐day Saint.

1888 to 1916 – The Robison Brothers Prior to Marriage
Jim and Doyle’s Parents
George Samuel Robison and Emma Jane Meecham were married July 5, 1882 at Osceola,
Nevada. They had nine children: George William born January 1, 1884; Elizabeth Emma born
October 26, 1886; James Frederick born March 25, 1888; Iva Eva, born May 29, 1893; Doyle C.
born November 12, 1894; Burton Henry born February 5, 1896; Bryan Samuel born January 4,
1898; Margie Addie born July 9 1904 and Orvis C. born January 21, 1907. Ida Eva and Margie
Addie each died at about one month old. For their entire married life George and Emma lived
on the George Samuel Robison Ranch, known as the Lower Strawberry Ranch in 2006.
George Swallow Robison writes:
George Samuel Robison, the youngest child of Celina (Hayward Chaffee) and Peter Robison. Prior
to marriage George Samuel Robison worked for his brother‐in‐law, William T. Gregory. William
T. married Margaret Retta Robison, George’s half sister. While working there he purchased the
small Wilson Ranch about 3 miles past the Gregory Ranch. On July 5, 1882 George married
Emma Jane Meecham in Osceola, Nevada. Emma was also from a family that had lost close
contact with some of the principles and standards of the Church. George and Emma, through
choice or through lack of interest of their parents, found themselves on the fringe of the Mormon
communities and had little desire to become close to the Church.
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George Samuel Robison, my grandfather, became a very successful rancher. With the demands
for the produce of ranches in Eastern Nevada, the Robison Ranch became a large and profitable
operation. The discovery of gold, silver, and copper ores in the mountains of Nevada brought in
the mining men and mills that needed the products of the ranches – livestock, fruit, vegetables
and the young men of the ranch families. The names of Taylor, Osceola, Ward, Ruth, Kimberly,
and Black Horse were the mining towns of the area from 1880s and 1900s.
Every mining operation needed freight from the railroad, food for its men and teams of horses to
carry the ore to the mills. The mills needed water and even the water for the ranch irrigation was
sold to use in the mills and “placer” mining operations.
George Samuel Robison and Emma Jane Meecham were the parents of nine children, six boys,
and three girls. Ida Eva and Margie Addie died soon after birth. With six young men on a ranch
there were a lot of activities that required the guiding hand of their father and strong discipline of
their mother. Emma was a large boned, strong woman. She could handle the boys. In later years
when the sons spoke of their mother, they said she had large hands, maybe they remembered
them well from close contact.
Grandfather George was a good businessman. Grandmother was gifted with very good business
sense. They started with a small ranch with very little livestock. By the time their sons were ready
to start on their own they were able to put them in charge of part of the ranch operation. When
they made money they invested it in more livestock, land or in the mines. The mining
investments never paid off. Throughout Grandfather’s life he made a lot of money; he was also
always in debt a little on some new deal.
Figure 233 – The George Samuel and Emma Meecham Family – c1906

Elizabeth Emma, Doyle Charles, Jessie Quate, James Frederick (in doorway), George William, Bryan
Samuel, Burton Henry, Emma Meecham & George Samuel Robison
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Grandfather George Robison loved peop1e, and enjoyed being with them. He was always at
every dance even in his later years. He loved flowers and always had a beautiful garden. Fruit
trees were planted early on the Robison Ranch and became a valuable product in later years. His
grandchildren remember the apple, peach and other fruits that were so good in the late summer
and fall that came from his trees.

Newal J. Robison records:
James Frederick Robison – Born March 25, 1888
My father, James, was the third child to be born, second son. This blessed event took place on the
Robison Ranch on Weaver Creek on March 25, 1888. It is believed that the sister of Emma, Nettie
Baker, was mid‐wife.
The Robison Ranch was located at the foot of the majestic mountain, “Jeff Davis,” later changed
to Mt. Wheeler. The ranch served in its early period as a stop‐over for many wagon trains. The
house was a warm, comfortable home built from native stone. Many shade trees were planted to
beautify the ranch and there were three separate orchards, totaling several hundred fruit trees.
The fruit from these trees furnished the needs of Osceola, San Pedro and eventually Lane City,
Taylor Mine, and the Ward Mine, which later became the Ely district.
Growing Up on the Robison Ranch
The early days for Jim Robison were quite normal for a boy on a ranch. The day would start with
certain chores such as gathering eggs and providing wood for the kitchen stove. At the age of six
or seven Jim, with his brother, George, and sister, Elizabeth, walked to a one room school house
which was located southeast of the ranch. This provided schooling for children from families
living on Silver Creek and Weaver Creek. At a later date, the school house was moved to Miller
Wash, and there provided schooling for the Robison, Eldridge and Smithson families. There were
a number of teachers, but the only ones that are remembered were Mrs. Garrison and Mrs.
Parker.
As years went by, added responsibilities were given to Jim, as would be on any ranch in that day
– assisting his father with the livestock and general planting and harvesting of their farm crops.
At the age of 14, with the help of another ranch hand, Jim would load a wagon to its capacity,
first with straw on the bottom, and then with fruit and vegetables. With this heavy load it was
necessary to have a four‐horse team to pull the wagon over Osceola Summit and Connor’s
Summit. The first day would take them as far as Osceola and they would stay that night with the
Marriott family. The second day took them to Connor’s Station, where they could get a meal, and
hay, grain and water were available for the horses. The next morning, with a very early start,
they would get to Lane City where they would park the wagon in a certain location. The women
of the little town would then come with their own containers and buy what they needed, or
whatever they could afford with the amount of money they had. It was a two day journey back
to the ranch in Snake Valley, so this was quite an experience for a boy 14 or 15 years of age.
Osceola was the center of activity in the valley – the post office, general store, and a gathering
place for people attending social events or celebrations.
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Melvin A. Robison records:
Doyle C. Robison – Born November 12, 1894
My father, Doyle, was born November 12, 1894, the third son in a family of nine children, seven
living. He had dark hair and would have all his life. His birth, as with all his brothers and sisters,
took place at the old Home Ranch, but was registered at Osceola.
Strawberry Creek ran down through a number of ranches, from the Gregory place on down to
the old Home Ranch where Weaver Creek came in. I was in that home many times before it
burned down, when I was ten or twelve years old, after Orvis, my uncle, moved there.
The house had a big fireplace in it. It was rough, but it was quite a home. There were no indoor
facilities at all, of course. I don’t even remember that it had water in it, because the well set right
along side of the house and they went out to the well and brought the water right from there.
Ranch was a Showplace
It was one of the showplaces around there. Fine sets of corrals. At the time the “Covered Wagon”
moving picture was filmed, they filmed all along the ranches and Grandfather’s ranch is part of
that film. There were movie stars, who I don’t recall, and I think most of the Robison kids were
involved as the background people, as I recall my Dad telling me. The Indians were part of the
background, too. Around Baker, Nevada there was an Indian settlement and then another one up
Strawberry Creek, just part of the Gregory Ranch.
Grandfather Robison was remembered by his grandchildren for the peppermints he carried
around in his pockets. He was so kind that when our Uncle Burt’s wife died (first wife),
Grandfather took Warren (Burt’s son) and raised that boy until Uncle Burt married again. He
was very close to the grandchildren that lived towards Baker.
Grandmother Robison was a very, very “spark plug” type woman. She was the “spark plug” of
that family. She directed it and as long as she lived everybody did well. She was loveable to all
the grandkids. You always felt love from Grandmother, even though she didn’t live too long for
us to know her. She passed away in 1928, when I was ten years old.
I remember that well. It was a hard thing for me to accept, for it was the first real death in our
family. She was a great lady. Everyone loved Grandmother Robison.
Because they lived in one valley and we in another, I never did see them a lot.

Newal J. Robison records:
LDS Business College in Salt Lake City
When my father (James F. Robison) graduated from elementary school, Grandmother and
Grandfather Robison had a very great desire in their hearts to have this son become a doctor, but
finances and other family considerations made it impossible for him to pursue that profession.
Instead, he went to Salt Lake City to attend LDS Business College.
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George Swallow Robison writes:
Grandfather Robison was able to provide well for his sons. James (my father), Doyle, Burt, Bryan
and Orvis were sent off to school in Salt Lake City. They were sent to the LDS Business College.
Figure 234 – James F. Robison at LDS Business
College – c1906

Figure 235 – Doyle C. Robison at LDS Business
College – 1911 & 1912

Bertha Robison Stevens writes:
It seems that some people are different from their first breath than those around them. They have
a more gentle nature and are led by the Spirit more readily than others. My father (James) had
good parents and I loved my grandfather and grandmother dearly, yet it was always a sorrow to
me that they were not Latter‐day Saints. My father went to Salt Lake to the LDS business college
and there learned of the Church and its teachings, but because of peritonitis and four long
months in the hospital and ill health, he returned to the old home ranch in Nevada and was not
baptized until after he and Mother were married.

Melvin A. Robison records:
After College Doyle works in Garrison
I remember, as a young man, Dad telling me he ran a garage there in Garrison for awhile. This
may have been before he and Mother were married. He was quite a mechanic and did repairs
there before he went into the store business.
He was always a good mechanic and took care of his own cars all those years. Sometimes at the
end of his life, I am not sure he was doing them any good, but he was still enjoying it.
Dad was a motorcyclist, as a young man. He had a Harley‐Davidson motorcycle, and from what
Mother said – and this bothered her some – he took all the girls for a ride on the motorcycle.

One of the young ladies Doyle took on a motorcycle ride was Margie Lake. Boyd Quate said his
mother, Margie Lake, dated Doyle for a while before Doyle and Pearl were married.
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Figure 236 – James F. Robison at age 22 – c1910

Figure 237 – Doyle C. Robison at age 19 – c1913

Robison Brothers and Swallow Sisters of Snake Valley & Spring Valley, Nevada
The marriage of James F. Robison to Birdie E Swallow in 1911 and the marriage of Doyle C.
Robison to I. Pearl Swallow in 1916 linked not only the Robison and Swallow families together,
but brought together all the relational links to other Snake Valley and Spring Valley families
that each of these families previously had.
In 1900 James F. and Doyle C. Robison had the following relatives living in Snake Valley and
Spring Valley, Nevada: their parents, both sets of grandparents, three brothers and a sister,
eleven aunts and uncles and 39 cousins. Another 21 cousins were born in the early 1900s and
then many second cousins.
Jim & Doyle, their brothers, sister, aunts, uncles, cousins and second cousins married into over
twenty Snake Valley and Spring Valley families. I have identified the following so far: Baker,
Bellander, Bliss, Eldridge, Fowler, Gandy, Gonder, Gregory, Heckethorn, Loper, Marriott,
Meecham, Parker, Ramsay, Rowland, Simonson, Smith, Swallow, Young and Yelland.
Now consider that Jim and Doyle’s step‐grandmother, Mary Ashley Robison, had a sister,
Margaret Ashley, who married Allan Russell of Fillmore. Their daughter, Margaret Ashley
Russell, married Joseph H. Dearden, the oldest son of Thomas Dearden, Sr. who owned the
store in Baker, Nevada from the mid 1880s to the early 1900s. Thomas Dearden Sr. also owned
the store in Garrison, Utah in the early 1900s. Joe and Margaret moved to Garrison, Utah and
ran a hotel. Their daughters married into the Rowley and Richardson families of Snake Valley.
In 1900 Birdie E and I. Pearl Swallow had one cousin, Elizabeth Rowley, living in Snake Valley
who married Thomas D. Dearden, another son of Thomas Dearden, Sr. Birdie and Pearl also
had two uncles in Fillmore who married two of the sisters of Joseph H. and Thomas D.
Dearden.
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This resulted in the Deardens and the Swallows being close. Then Alfred M., a brother of Birdie
and Pearl, married Nell Smith of Snake Valley.
The total number of families in Snake Valley and Spring Valley that are connected to the
Robison Brothers and the Swallow Sisters is no less than 25. No wonder their children and
grandchildren feel so connected to these two Valleys – their roots run deep there.

Physical Description and Personality of Jim and Birdie
Newal J. Robison records:
My father was about 6 feet tall and my mother was just 5 feet or smaller. Dad was always slim.
Mother put on a little more weight with the coming of children.
Character of James F. Robison
My mother and father were very close. I would presume that they were closer than what showed
on the surface. They were not the type that showed their emotions on a day to day basis. I
remember especially my father missing my mother on the few occasions she was gone from the
ranch and he wasn’t. When she was gone, he was a lost soul! Even in those years when I was
very young, I was half homesick myself just watching him. I would presume that they were very
close; closer than most.
They were so understanding of one another that none of us ever heard them quarrel. They must
have had some discussions and even disagreements, but they were very careful that the children
did not see or hear.
They called each other “Jim” and Birdie,” and on occasion, when the children were involved, he
would call her “Mother.” But, at all other times he called her “Birdie.”
Of all the Robison family, Dad was the quietest and least likely to use violence on any occasion.
He was not quick to anger. He was more patient and had a different temperament than any of his
brothers. He seemed to take after the Robison side of the family (his father, George Samuel),
because knowing the history of the Meechams and his mother, I would have a feeling that all the
pranks and devilishness came from her side. I know nothing of Grandfather Robison’s parents,
Peter Robison and his wife, only that they are buried in the Garrison Cemetery.
Also, my father was one of the gentlest of all the Robison brothers. He was probably the more
progressive in doing things, because he associated himself with the Church and the school
systems more in his time than any of them.
Regarding Discipline
As my memory comes to me, I don’t ever remember being touched by him in discipline. But, I’m
sure I must have, because he had a tendency to only issue an order once and that was the last
order. So, I have to believe that somewhere along the line, I tested this.
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We had law and order at our table and no nonsense. Our mother was not so strict with us, nor
did we accept her with the same authority as did we our father. He was the last word, and that
was the last word.
After he passed away, we didn’t particularly change our ways, because we were older and had
set them; but we did have a tendency to do a little kidding with Mother when she would correct
us; yet we always knew our limits.
The Things I Remember of Him
If he had something to say to you, he would do it when you were alone. My memory of my
learning to drive – I was sitting along the side of him and steering the truck. And it would be
times like this, and of course everyone of our family would have the same privilege – that he
would say some of the things that had to be said about “you shouldn’t do these things in your
life and you should do those things in your life.”
It was alone that this sort of conversation went on, not in front of others. The sensitive things in
our lives were never discussed out in front of everyone and we weren’t disciplined in front of
everyone either. But, when disciplined, it was very strict but with feelings for us.
When he did talk to us alone, they were things that we remembered and they stayed with us.
They were not meant to be passed over to someone else, and there wasn’t five of us listening –
only one. I suspect that he must have had a lot of patience with people.
Father’s Mode of Dress
1. Work – always wore gloves (to protect hands so that they wouldn’t be rough) and a hat, bib
overalls with pant legs worn inside high work boots (cowboy boots came with the drugstore
cowboy)
2. Business or Church – a double breasted suit and hat. Business or Church could mean going
to Ely, Nevada or Salt Lake City, Utah.
Dad was not as robust as his brothers, so Doyle, in most instances, handled the livestock. The
handling of the finances, the business end, etc. was Dad’s. Also, our ranch was the only one that
put up much hay and grain and he took care of that. But, he wasn’t all that strong to really work
hard, not like his brothers. He was not frail, though.
Father’s Health
James Robison stayed with relatives who practiced Christian Science religion during his college
years at the LDS Business College in SLC, Utah. It was during this time that he had an attack of
appendicitis and they tried to talk him out of the pain, etc. By the time they got him to the
hospital, he was nearly lost. There were complications during that surgery and a second
operation was necessary; but other serious problems developed, including a stomach ailment
which restricted his diet. It was not determined until sometime later that they thought he had
ulcers.
Later, he took “Vaughn’s Pink Tablets” and they gave him considerable relief, but he was never a
well man.

Our Swallow Heritage – Volume III – The History of George Swallow’s Daughters

Page 133

Turning the hearts of the fathers to their children and the hearts of the children to their fathers

We children were always aware that Dad had poor health. Many times in the night you could
hear him walking because of his stomach. I have been with him at times when he was riding a
saddle horse and things would get too much for him and he would get off the horse and lie
down, until things “squared” off. Then back up again and go. It was stomach pain and I think
they always treated him for ulcers, or they thought they were ulcers.

Bertha Robison Stevens writes:
Garnered Love and Respect
The love and respect that I felt, for my father, is hard to express in words. I knew the Lord loved
him. I knew the brethren of the Church loved him. I knew his neighbors, friends and family
loved and admired him with a deep respect. They knew his convictions and wherever he went,
he had stature, was respected and heard. His opinions and judgments were of worth. He was not
very talkative and spoke with brevity, but quality. I really believe that the Lord was with him. He
loved my mother dearly and she was so very good to my father in all ways. She carried many
burdens to lighten his load because she loved and felt loved. They always made me feel that I
was dear to them and would have loved more children. To be the oldest of six children is to have
the choice life. I knew my parents longer and remember my brothers and sisters as they grew. I
loved them.
It was a great blessing to be able to share hopes and aspirations with our parents. It was easy to
talk with my father and he greatly shaped my life. He had not been strong since his first two
attacks of peritonitis and it was required of him to be careful. It probably made him more aware
of the best in life. He studied law at home, was self‐educated. He kept up with civic and
educational pursuits as well as Church. He was a gentle man.

Elwin A. Robison writes:
Courteous
How remarkable it was, for, as long as my memory serves me, that I never ever saw my father do
anything discourteous, or make any unkind remarks to or about my mother. If my mother and
father ever had any differences, it was never known by the family. Boys had to be corrected quite
often, but it was always done with love and compassion, and never did my father ever lay a
hand on any one of his family. He would often times withhold any comment until he had heard
both sides of a dispute among his family members. While we were still young, we were
constantly reminded by Father about honesty, integrity, and morality, and he always cautioned
us to be good examples before others.

Physical Description and Personality of Doyle and Pearl
Lois Robison Rowley recorded:
A True Lady
Mother was small with very blonde hair until she was about twenty two, then it turned some
darker.
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She was a very frugal person and one who knew how to save. One of her outstanding talents was
her ability to cook, which she enjoyed doing. She not only cooked for her family, but so very
many meals for friends, people who just dropped in, and all the hired hands who worked for
Dad on the ranch.
She was a terrific homemaker and everyone was welcome to our home. She was always helping
someone and truly taught charity by example.
Father was of average size with dark hair and a most pleasant disposition and always very kind.
Dad truly was the patriarch of our family and each of us loved and respected him for that.

Lenard D. Robison wrote:
When my mother was created, God took the pureness of the lily, the softness of the clouds above,
the strength of the mighty oak tree. He took the calmness from the gentle brook and patience for a
start and added faith and gratitude and made my mother’s heart. As I think of my dear mother
and father this thought comes to mind as it is what they taught me. Show me the way not to
fortune and fame, not how to win laurels or praise for my name, but show me the way to spread
the great story, that thine is the kingdom, the power and the glory. Teach me to be honest in all
my dealings with others. They taught me that the key is to see others as they truly are, the
children of our Father in Heaven, for whose sins the Savior also atoned as he did for ours.
My parents found the wonderful secret of love and happiness in their late years. Neither could
hardly walk into church, but it was so cute for everyone who watched, to see each one trying to
hold each other up. Dad & Mother always knew that the Lord intended that we be tried, but also
gave us the ability to handle life. Part of that ability is a deep down courage to face life as it is and
this they truly did. They knew they could call on the Lord and he would give them extra strength.
Mother suffered every pain my father did and never left his side. They looked at life with this to
say – Send what you will of struggle and strife, blue or gray skies, we will stand against the final
charge and nothing in the steel clad fist of fate can make us quit. They knew that with faith they
were never alone. My parents were always patient, gentle, but firm when needed. They were
strong in the faith and were very, very special to the older grandchildren who had the privilege of
being with them many hours and days in their growing up.

Melvin A. Robison records:
My mother – there was never a finer lady that lived. Her family always came first. She was a true
lady, right until the very end.
Determination and Work
My dad – one of Dad’s greatest characteristics was his determination never to give up, also, his
determination to help others without anyone knowing about it, and his determination to teach us
how to work. And of all the things he taught me, I appreciate that one most – that he taught us to
work – made us work, and I didn’t know why until I raised my children. And now I know why
he did. And there was no horsing around while we worked, either.
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Young at Heart
But, the one thing I will remember about my Dad, to my dying day, he was still a young person
at heart – to go hunting, or fishing, or to the sheep camps—any activity that we did, he was just
like one of us. He never got old, so that we didn’t feel this presence. And I thought that was
great.
Listened
He was a special person to see two sides to a story. And that is special in this world. And as I
remember Uncle Jim, he was the same way. Wow, I don’t know that the rest of his brothers had
that ability. If they did, I didn’t get to know it.
Up until six months before Dad passed away, every trip I took to see ranches, I pulled back into
his yard and discussed it with him, after the trip.
He didn’t give me any special advice that made any difference, but he always wanted to hear. He
was still interested, and that was the important part.
Loved Hunting, Fishing and Dutch oven Cooking
Probably, where everybody plays golf now, Dad’s pleasures came from hunting, chasing
mustangs, chasing antelope, fishing‐‐‐he told of many times they had contests where there would
be six or eight men go out with all their families and he would catch over 200 trout in one day by
himself. He was a great stream fisherman. I am like he was, if we had a great big stream of water
we would half drown, but we never had that big a stream to worry about. (Laughter)
He was a wonderful shot with a rifle, outstanding. I have seen him take a Sage Chicken coming
over in the sky and shooting it right out of the sky.
When it came to hunting deer, I don’t know of a man I ever knew that could pull them down like
he did. He was probably the happiest when he and Uncle Alf (Swallow) could get together and
hunt deer—and it didn’t make too much difference what time of the year it was. (Laughter) Then,
nobody cared when you hunted. He loved venison and took care of it.
He loved to go out and cook a Dutch oven dinner for a group. He was happy doing that. He was
good at it. He was just absolutely good at it! Some of my greatest memories are of going up on
Willard Creek, and that morning before going, get a bunch of fryers, chop off their heads, scald
them, clean them, and put them in water; then in two or three hours you were up on the creek
and he would cook those in a Dutch oven and there was nothing like it!
No matter where we went, Dad had the grub boxes and the Dutch ovens with him. There were
no cold meals while he was in charge. In the dead of winter he did that. He would stop, set up
the camp, set the fire, cook and we ate well. He had the right equipment and he loved to do it.
Some of the things I remember him cooking – he was great with lamb chops, but you didn’t
always have fresh meat. One of the dinners, was to take the old salt belly, cut it in cubes, put it in
a pan, par boil, pour off the water, then fry it with potatoes and finally add a can of peas to it.
Wow, it doesn’t sound good, but it was great! He wasn’t stingy with the bacon either. (Laughter)
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He had a lot of different mixtures. He used a lot of onions, lots of fried potatoes. Any kind of
fresh meat, he did well with. We didn’t have the amount of beef that people nowadays think we
had. Until we moved to Monitor we didn’t run that many cattle. But, getting back to Dad – he
was a great lamb cook. We had lamb all the time.
And he made lots of sourdough bread with a starter he had or would make a new starter very
easily, as I do today.
Faced Trouble Head On
Dad was not a tall man, as were some of his brothers, but he had great strength. And nobody
liked a little fisticuffs, like my Dad. He loved it. And he got into lots of it as a young man.
(Laughter)
The last real one, that I remember he had, was at a dance in Baker, when he was dancing with his
cousin, Eleanor Robison. Ed Clark came along with a pair of spurs and hooked her stocking. So,
immediately, there was an “Intermission” and Ed Clark was in the hospital for three days after
that.
Reputation
My Dad had the reputation of having one of the cleanest and finest outfits in the valleys. His
cars, his sheep wagons, his corrals—everything was always kept in good shape.
He and Uncle Jim were two of the most honest men I ever knew. It got them into some problems,
because they trusted everybody. But, in the end they won. They were just plain, good men!
Sacrificed for Their Family
As I look back over our lives and my parent’s lives, sometimes it makes me want to cry – the real
hardships that both of them went through to be sure that their kids at least had an even break
with the world.
I can remember as youngsters, that Mother would prepare a sandwich when they went to Ely,
which would be once in only every three months, that they didn’t have 50 cents to get a meal.
That was how tight the money was.
She was a great mother. But, I can’t remember until we were older, that either my dad or my
mother could ever come right out and say, “I love you.” And yet, they showed it. They would
hold us and cuddle us, but I can’t remember, until both Mother and Dad got older, could they
ever come out and say, “I love you.”
Strict
Mother was strict, very strict. And I can remember a few times I did a few things which should
never have been done—and the razor strap came off the hook and I needed everything she gave
me.
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I can only remember one whipping that my dad ever gave me and that was because Lenard and I
wouldn’t quit fighting. So he came down towards the corral. What he did, didn’t hurt, but oh my
feelings! We had company to the house and that hurt my feelings. So, it didn’t happen again.
I knew when my dad said something to us that was it. I knew it when my mother said it, too. We
never talked back to our parents. We respected them!

Lois Robison Rowley wrote:
Family
Mother and Dad knew the importance of family. From the time I was a small child I remember
we did so much together as a family. We worked together, we played games together and
whenever they went to visit family or friends we went along. When Dad had business in Ely, so
much of the time Mother and I went too.

1911 to 1913 – Jim & Birdie’s Marriage, First Home and First Child
Newal J. Robison wrote:

Figure 238 – Birdie Swallow Robison and James F. Robison – c1916

They were married by Bishop
Franklin Platt in Salt Lake City,
Utah on September 6, 1911.
After their marriage they lived
on the old home ranch near
Baker, Nevada, where a four
room house was built on the acre
of ground his father had given
them. Dad raised sheep those
first few years and assisted
Grandfather Robison on the
family ranch.

George Swallow Robison writes:
They carne out to the Robison
Ranch in Snake Valley (after they
were married) and started their
new life. Grandfather George
provided a plot of land to build
a new home and signed the
notes at the Bank so that there
was money to build this home.
James and Birdie did not stay
long in their new home.
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Figure 239 – 1921 Photo of James F. and Birdie Swallow Robison‘s First Home

Elwin A. Robison writes:
During this time, Father assisted Grandfather Robison on the ranch and looked after the cattle on
Strawberry Creek.

Bertha Robison Stevens writes:
Bertha Birdie Robison Born
I was born May 10, 1912 in what is now known as Baker, Nevada, on the old Robison Home
Ranch, in a two bedroom home which my father built for my mother, soon after they were
married. It was about one half mile from the big ranch home where Father was born. I loved the
old ranch.

George Swallow Robison writes:
With five brothers and a limited number of possibilities on the Home Ranch, James and family
moved to Garrison, Utah and purchased the Garrison Store (The Ranchers Store).

1913 to 1916 – Jim Robison and Alf Swallow Partners in Garrison Store
Elwin A. Robison writes:
As a result of a long time friendship between my father and Alfred M. Swallow, my mother’s
older brother, my father and Uncle Alf joined together in a partnership and established a general
merchandise store in Garrison, Utah – 14 miles from the home ranch in Nevada. In Garrison, the
family lived in a home adjacent to and just north of the store.
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My first memories are of the home and store in Garrison, Utah – the store was adjacent to our
home and at this writing, the home still remains at its original location, with the addition of a
screened‐in front porch. Garrison was the center of activity at that time, serving all of Snake
Valley. I wish to mention a few of the communities within the Valley at that time: Baker, Osceola,
Black Horse, Gandy and Burbank just to the south of Garrison; Milford, Frisco and Newhouse
were to the east, and Milford served as a point of supply because of its location and was also a
station for the Southern Pacific Railway.
Figure 240 – The Ranchers Store in Garrison, Utah – c1904

L to R: Eva & Lola Heckethorn, Bert Ashman (on the porch), Mattie Heckethorn with child.

Birdie Swallow Robison said:
My brother, Alfred Swallow, was a partner of my husband, James, for a while. He received
$1,000.00 from my mother and father to start him in the partnership.

Bertha Robison Stevens writes:
I can remember that (part of) the first store burned down, that was a hard time for my folks. The
new store was built close to our home so that Dad could eat and be home as much as possible.
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1913 to 1918 – Jim and Birdie’s Garrison Home and 3 More Children
Newal J. Robison wrote:
Their home in Garrison was a frame house with a kitchen, three little bedrooms, and a living
room; it, too, is still standing but some changes have been made through the years. The family
remained there until 1918, when they moved to the old Gregory Ranch in Nevada which was
sixteen miles north of Garrison.
Figure 241 – c1955 Photo of James F. and Birdie Swallow Robison’s Home in Garrison

Figure 242 – Bertha B. & Alpha J
Robison – c1915

Figure 243 – Elwin A.
Robison – c1917

Figure 244 – Newal J.
Robison – c1917
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Elwin A. Robison writes:
Alpha “J” Robison and Elwin Ashton Robison Born
In Garrison, their second child, a daughter was born, on September 6, 1913 and she was named
Alpha J (Alpha was given the middle initial of “J” only; however for consistency of look I will show it as J.
in this record.) I was also born there, on September 23, 1915 and named Elwin Ashton Robison. In
later years, I asked my mother about my name, but it was not a family name or the name of
anyone they knew – it was just a name they liked. However, my middle name of Ashton was
chosen by Uncle Doyle.

Bertha Robison Stevens writes:
My first memories are of my second home in Garrison, Utah, 14 miles away. Because of his
health, my father went into the mercantile business there. I can remember that I tried to spend as
much time as I could with my father in the store. Father often took me there to help Mother, who
was so busy with the younger children (Alpha, Elwin and Newal) at that time.

Newal J. Robison records:
Newal James Robison Born
I, Newal James Robison, was born on June 13, 1917 in Garrison, Utah.

1916 – Robison Brothers Established
Based on what Alfred M. Swallow wrote in his personal history, the formation of the Robison
Brothers partnership occurred in early 1916 prior to the marriage of Doyle C. Robison and Pearl
Swallow in June of 1916. Doyle may have been working at the store prior to Alf selling his
interest in the store to him.
Alfred M. Swallow states:
In 1913 I moved to Garrison, Utah where James F. Robison, my brother‐in‐law, and I had bought
a mercantile business from the Thomas Dearden, Sr. estate. We operated this business as partners
for three or four years (1913‐1916) then I sold my interest to Doyle C. Robison who later married
my sister, Pearl.

George Swallow Robison writes:
After a year at the Garrison store Doyle married Pearl Swallow and came into the store as a
partner. Alfred Swallow had since gone into another business for himself. Therefore, the business
became known as the Robison Brothers. This store was a very successful business. The ranches
needed such a store for feeds, hardware and food. The freighters bringing the materials to the
mines were also good customers of the store.
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Melvin A. Robison records:
Uncle Alf Swallow was as close to Dad as his own brothers were; closer than any after Uncle Jim
passed away.

Elwin A. Robison writes:

Figure 245 ‐ The Robison Brothers Safe

The partnership of James and Doyle
Robison was to become a long
lasting
relationship,
and
the
marriage of Uncle Doyle to Ida
Pearl Swallow further cemented the
family ties. It developed into a
relationship
beyond
anyone’s
conception – father and Uncle Doyle
were so compatible. The two men,
their wives, and their children all
had so much in common, and to this
day, our two families still enjoy
very close personal relationships.

The safe to the right was purchased
in 1916 by James F. & Doyle C.
Robison. They had joint custody
until 1938 when Doyle purchased all
of Robison Brothers. After Doyle’s
death in 1975 Melvin A. Robison had
custody of it and in 2003 Wyoma
Robison gave the safe to Russell M.
Robison. It is now used to stores
important family history records.

1916 to 1921 – Doyle & Pearl Married – Robison Brothers – Two Children
Doyle C. and Pearl Swallow Robison were married and sealed in the Salt Lake Temple on June
7, 1916 just two months after Jim and Birdie were sealed in the same temple. It is reasonable to
believe that Birdie and Pearl’s father, George Swallow, attended both sealings. Their mother,
Anna Day Swallow, died in December 1915.
Doyle and Pearl moved to Garrison, Utah where Doyle was already in a business partnership
with his brother, Jim. Now the partnership was between two brothers and two sisters and their
lives started to became even more intertwined.
The home Doyle and Pearl lived in Garrison was behind the store. The main store building and
this home were moved to Vivian Dearden’s ranch in the 1930s. Vivian detached the home and
built on to it.
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Figure 246 ‐ Deardens Moving Doyle & Pearl’s 1st
Home – c1930s

Figure 248 – Doyle C. and Pearl Swallow Robison
– c1926

Figure 247 – Doyle & Pearlʹs 1st Home after Deardens
Remodeled It – 1960s photo

Melvin A. Robison records:
This (Garrison) home was located about in the center of town, behind the Robison Brothers
mercantile store. The house that I was born in is still standing and Vivian Dearden had it moved
to his place and it is still on that ranch being lived in. I have spent several nights there since then.
Lenard D. Robison and Melvin A. Robison Born
First, my brother, Lenard Doyle Robison was born May 14, 1917 in Garrison where Dr. Cook,
who lived nearby, helped deliver him. Mrs. Deering delivered me, Melvin Arthur Robison,
October 18, 1918.
I was born during the great flu epidemic when Garrison probably lost 25% of its population.
Whole families passed away with that flu. And Mother and Dad nursed people all the way
through it—but it was almost sure death, if you did. It was terrible. Pneumonia followed and
then there was no hope. Sometimes there would be two in a family pass away in one night. There
were mass burials, they said. It was terrible for that community.
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The Very First Thing I Recollect
Strange as it sounds, I was sitting on the back step of the Garrison house, where I was born, with
Mother handing me half a biscuit covered with honey. I was near just two and a half years old
because we left there before I was three. I can remember what the wood pile looked like. There
were a lot of logs that were probably very difficult to chop scattered around.
Figure 249 – Lenard & Melvin Robison – c1919

How the Store Made Money
Dad and Uncle Jim made their money by buying the product and hauling it in for the sheep‐men
and cattlemen. I am sure they sold to some of the mining people, too, but they made most of
their money from the ranchers. The people would come into Garrison to get their supplies.
Dad had some kind of barber chair in the store and he used to cut anybody’s hair that came in.
And Uncle Jim pulled the teeth. He had the forceps and he pulled a lot of mine. (While Doyle was
on the ranch, through 1952, he cut most the boys’ and men’s hair and he also cut the hair of most of the
hired help.)

Newal J. Robison recorded:
I don’t recall what was in the store while my father had it, but I can remember after it was sold. It
was no different than when Uncle Doyle and Father had it, except it probably wasn’t quite as
large. (The original store had multiple buildings to store things in.) The reason for this is that
transportation had become more readily available and people didn’t buy just once a year
anymore. Therefore, the store didn’t have to carry as much merchandise. Most of the groceries
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had been hauled in the late summer and fall and in the spring they would haul wool out and
groceries back.
But, at first, they had granaries and places for baled hay – big places for those. They had all of the
needs of the sheep “outfits” that were on the deserts. There were thousands of sheep on the
deserts in the winter out of Utah. They had come out of the Uinta and Wasatch Mountains and
“trailed” them out onto the Utah desert.
People would come in wagons in those days and buy all of their needs. I don’t know how often
they would come in, maybe once a month off of the desert. And they would leave a list at the
store. Then, at the store they would spend a good part of the night filling it, because the wagon
was going to leave the next morning. These people would buy everything there. The store had all
the canned goods and basics of the day right there. They had overalls, wool pants, work shoes
and probably some dress shoes – but in restricted styles for sure. They had dresses for women,
hats, socks and coats.
On the south side of the (main) store was what they called “dry goods” blankets and merchandise
of that nature, at the back the hardware and on the north side was the grocery side. Pretty near
everything was in “bulk.” They had “bins” of beans and like merchandise and everything was
sold in paper bags. In the back would be the buckets, harnesses, shovels, tools and everything in
the hardware line, but just the basics. If you wanted to buy “shears” the only type that you could
buy was the kind they “sheared” sheep with, but you would use them to trim horses manes and
tails.
The “patent” medicine bottles at the store had wire snap tops that held the cork in. This was so
that kids couldn’t get their hands on or in the medicines.
I know that I can always remember the “stick” candies. They were all hard type candies. If you
kept them a year it wouldn’t hurt them and if you went another year it still couldn’t hurt them.
That is why it was all so good! (Laugh) Gum drops – they had those. I don’t think if you kept a
gum drop a million years you could hurt it.

Winter of 1917/1918 – Jim, Birdie & Family Go to California
Elwin A. Robison writes:
It was about that time that my father started to develop problems with his health. When he was
at LDS Business College, he had an emergency appendectomy and was close to death as a result
of complications during that surgery. A second operation was necessary, but other serious
problems developed, including a stomach ailment (peritonitis) which restricted his diet. It was not
determined until some time later that he had ulcers, but there was no medication available for
that condition, just a very restrictive diet. It was not until 1928 or 1929 that some medication was
advertised for the relief of ulcer patients, and they were called “Vaughn’s Pink Tablets.” I can
very well remember those large pink tablets, almost as large as the peppermints Grandfather
Robison always had for us whenever we stopped by his home. The tablets did give my father
considerable relief, but from that time on, in all my years of recollection, he was never a well
man.
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My memories at the age of three and four are quite fragmentary, which of course I suppose is not
unusual, but I do have some recollection of our family going to California (winter of 1917/1918)
because of my father’s health. This included my Grandmother and Grandfather Robison, along
with Mother, Father, Bertha, Alpha, Newal and myself. At that time, Newal was the newest
addition to the family. We spent the winter months at Long Beach, California and I distinctly
remember one occasion when we took a ride in a goat cart in Long Beach. I have been able to
establish that this would have been in December of 1917, and January and February of 1918. We
returned to Nevada in March.
Figure 250 – The George S. Robison Family at the Mexican Border – February 24, 1918

L to R – Adults: George Samuel Robison, Emma Meecham Robison, Elizabeth Robison Parker, Birdie
Swallow Robison and James F. Robison holding Newal J. Robison – Children standing: Orvis C. Robison,
Harold V. Parker, Elwin A. Robison, Alpha J Robison and Bertha B. Robison

March 1918 – The Federal Truck
Melvin A. Robison recorded:
The one thing that impressed me was when Dad and Uncle Jim bought the first Federal Truck in
1918 for $3,470.00. It had the first pneumatic tires on any truck in Snake Valley or in all the area.
The Goodyear Company unloaded this Federal Truck with the first set of pneumatic tires in the
western United States, from a train in Salt Lake City, Utah, March 1918. Onlookers said, “Those
tires will never last.” It had a handmade wooden cab placed on its frame.

Newal J. Robison records:
Doyle Robison, age 23, did all the driving. The main truck route began at Garrison, Utah
continued to Newhouse, Utah and finally to Frisco, Utah (a 160 mile round trip of approximately
18 hours) where the most difficult summit to cross was encountered – its name was “Wah‐Wah.”
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Another ran through Spring Valley, Nevada to Ely, Nevada (100 miles round trip taking about 10
hours) freighted wool and lumber at 1 cent per pound each way. The truck, with the governor
set, had a top speed of 12 miles per hour. It ran seven days a week for four months to pay the
total purchase price. The truck’s normal freight capacity was three tons.
Even though the truck ran continually and traveled on the roughest roads, it ran successfully
without a breakdown or tire puncture. The truck finally left the area after a perfect three year
run. It was sold to Uncle Richard Swallow (in April 1921).
Figure 251 – Federal Truck – March 1918

The Goodyear Company took this picture on 5th South between Main Street and West Temple
immediately after the truck had been unloaded in Salt Lake City

Melvin A. Robison continues:
Robison Brothers made $75,000 from that truck in the three years they kept it. You can imagine
how long it took to do this (in work hours) in those days – to make that much money. This is what
put them into the livestock business.

World War I Draft
James F. and Doyle C. Robison had to register for the draft in 1917. They were not called up at
first, but Doyle was going to be called up in the fall of 1918, but Robison Brothers were already
in the livestock business so Doyle was exempt from the Draft.
Melvin A. Robison records:
That was during World War I, also, and Dad had just been called to serve at the time the war
ended. Because of his occupation, feeding the sheep and cattle, also providing wool, he and
Uncle Jim had not been called before.
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Summer 1918 – Purchase the Gregory Ranch –Jim & Birdie Move There
Robison Brothers Expands into the Agriculture and Livestock Business
In 1918 it was felt that between the World War I draft issue and Jim’s health, it would be wise to
expand Robison Brothers to include the agriculture and livestock business. Robison Brothers
purchased the Gregory Ranch in July 20, 1918 from Joseph C. Cahoon. Joseph C. Cahoon had
received a clear title to the Gregory Ranch from Mrs. Retta Gregory and her children on April
21, 1917. The record show that William T. Gregory took out his first patent on this property on
June 14, 1879.
George Swallow Robison writes:
Because of James’ health and the hard work at the Garrison store it was decided he and his
family should move and go into the ranching business. With the money from the store, James
and Doyle purchased the Gregory Ranch. (Grandfather George Samuel Robison first worked for
Daniel Alexander Gonder and William T. Gregory in Garrison, Utah. Later he worked at the William T.
Gregory Ranch that was purchased by James and Doyle Robison in 1918.)

Bertha B. Robison Stevens wrote:
We lived in Garrison until I was about five or six and then we went to live on the ranch we all
loved so dearly. (Bertha turned six on May 10, 1918.)
History of Indians and the Old Gregory Place
It is said that our old ranch was inhabited for centuries by the Shoshone Indians before it was
made a ranch. When I was a child the Indians always stopped each fall at pine‐nut time and sold
us a 100 pound bag or two of pine‐nuts and would buy cloth and supplies from our commissary.
They would be going to the yearly Pow‐Wow or feasting and dancing celebration down in the
valley beyond Snake Creek. They would buy yards of colored cheesecloth for bright dresses.
They would come from miles and miles for this yearly affair. I remember how beautiful I
thought the Indian babies and children were. Little, round faces, so shy, always clinging to their
mothers all of the time. One Indian who grew up on my grandfather Swallow’s ranch in Spring
Valley stopped every year with his family to say “Hello” to my mother and father. He had been
named, as a child, for my grandfather, George Swallow. I grew up loving the Indians and always
wished that we could help them more. (The Joe and Mamie Swallow Joseph family also visited Jim and
Birdie regularly at the ranch.)

Elwin A. Robison writes:
This was to be our home for many years to come. This ranch was purchased from the Marriotts,
along with considerable range rights, including Strawberry, Weaver Creek and the Osceola
range. This was an exceptionally beautiful and productive ranch with meadows and several
orchards, and produced abundant crops of hay.
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1918 to 1921 – Jim & Birdie at the Ranch – Doyle & Pearl at the Store
Newal J. Robison records:
The first home on the Gregory Ranch the family lived in after leaving Garrison, was a log house
which faced west because the main road, at that time, came up west of the ranch following the
rosebush lane. The house consisted of a large living room with a huge fireplace to one side and a
kitchen with the typical wood‐burning cook stove and a large round dining table where the
family ate their meals; this same large table was later moved into the dining room of the new
house. Off the kitchen was a bedroom where Bertha and Alpha slept, and later this room was
divided so Elwin and Newal could have a bedroom also. Dad’s and Mother’s bedroom was off
the living room east.

Bertha Robison Stevens writes:
Our ranch was a choice place with many natural springs and meadows. I can well remember the
meadows and watercress in abundance at the head of each spring. How often I ran and cut
watercress for the table — big pans of it. It is still one of my favorite foods, that and bread and
butter. A childhood memory of love and joy comes to mind whenever I see watercress served. I
have decided that food is more than food if served and shared, made or gathered, in love and
happiness.
What a happy, uncluttered life I had as a child! Home was the center of the Universe for me, but
not the circumference and Heaven was in our home. I am very grateful for the love of nature I
acquired there. I love to remember the solace of that place and how close we were as little
children. We did not have the cultured advantages, but we were taught culture. We lived much
by ourselves because of our religion. My father never allowed us to speak unkindly of anyone.
No gossip or tale‐bearing was allowed. We were taught to obey our parents and respect our
elders. Children were taught to be seen but not heard all of the time.
Each season brought new sights, new joys; flowers, animals, birds, rocks and sky were always
changing. I learned the beauty of God’s creations then and I still enjoy getting up early to watch
the sun rise and walk in the country. Each morning we looked to the mountains to see Old Jeff,
actually Wheeler Peak. We could forecast the day’s weather by the cloud conditions on that
13,000‐foot peak. That mountain was an inspiration to me! As children we climbed to the highest
peak and looked in every direction. Those experiences are as dear to me today as they were then.
They filled me with a desire to be one of God’s Choice Creations.
I can thank my mother for teaching me to work hard. She had so much to do that it was natural
for us to do what we could. One thing that impresses me now is that I was taught in a manner
that made work natural and right. I am not happy now, at 50, if I am not working. I can
remember how hard we tried to please! When father and mother would go for a few hours, we
would all work like beavers to clean inside and out and prepare food just to see the pleasure
father and mother would show when they got home. They were master examples.
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Figure 252 – The Old Gregory Ranch – c1935

We lived on the ranch and went away very few times a year. Our home was beautiful, a place
where everyone stopped. My father kept a beautiful yard, garden and ranch. It was a source of
beauty and pride in the Valley. I learned at a young age to watch my father rise early and build
the fires. He helped with breakfast. He always whistled a song or sang to wake us up and later
often put a record on the phonograph to get us on our feet. Much had to be done on a ranch.
Four to five a.m. was the usual time for rising. We went to bed early. We studied around our big
dining room table where we were close and happy as we were also at meals and at play. It was a
good way to live.

George Swallow Robison wrote:
Right out in front of our ranch house was an apricot tree on the bank of Weaver Creek. Each
spring it produced lots of beautiful blossoms and by June, there was plenty of fruit. Some years
there was a big crop and others years there were just a few apricots. This meant climbing the tree
and competing with the birds. To climb it and get some apricots way out over Weaver Creek was
great. It really wasn’t that high but to this young boy it was and gave me some memories that
have lasted.

Winter 1919/1920 – Jim & Birdie make 2nd trip to California – Birth of Beulah
Elwin A. Robison writes:
The next trip, I can recall much more clearly. Uncle Doyle drove us to Milford, Utah to get on the
train which would take us to San Diego, California; and I can remember so well having to stop on
Wah–Wah Summit on the way to Milford for Uncle Doyle to make necessary checks on the car.
Bertha and Alpha stayed with Uncle Doyle and Aunt Pearl in Garrison, and Grandmother and
Grandfather Robison, with my mother and father, and Newal and I went to California. We rented
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a house on Alameda Street in San Diego. It was a frame house, painted a reddish brown, with
three bedrooms, a bathroom, a large living room, with a small front porch and a screened‐in back
porch. It was fenced in the back, supposedly sufficiently to hold a boy in, but boys will be boys,
and my mother told me we always managed to climb over the fence, to get out in the street, and
get ourselves in trouble. On January 20, 1920, it was a day to remember, as a daughter was
welcomed into the family and I am sure with the assistance of the grandparents, she was named
Beulah Alberta Robison.

Bertha Robison Stevens writes:
My father was subject to pneumonia. I can remember many times when he nearly died. When I
was young we went to San Diego, California for the four cold months. (There were additional trips
to California after the first two but we do not know the exact dates.)
Figure 253 – Beulah A. Robison – 1920

Figure 254 – George Swallow Robison – c1926

When I was 7, Alpha and I had to be in school during those months, so they took only the
younger children. Alpha and I stayed with Aunt Pearl and Uncle Doyle in Garrison. That year
Beulah was born, in California. The flu epidemic hit Garrison and Alpha got sleeping sickness
and I nearly died of the flu. I was so ill that they had to send for Mother and Dad to come home.
Beulah was only a few days old and mother had to get out of bed, ride those long hours and miles
by train, and then from Milford by car to Garrison. I can remember when they arrived. I waited
and waited and finally when they came they let my father come to the window. Mother was too
weary. She had the new baby, Elwin and Newal to keep in the car – it was bitter cold, too! They
were not permitted to enter the house. Just to see my father at the window must have given me
the added faith or strength to keep me alive. I can remember one day, as I recovered and was able
to be up, I saw three persons go by, one after the other. They were all of one family and near
relatives of mine. Then I knew how fateful an epidemic can be! I was grateful that my Uncle
Doyle and I were still alive. We had both been so ill with the flu!
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Newal J. Robison records:
The winter of 1920/1921 Mother and Dad got the flu and were terribly ill. Dad was ill much of the
time from then on, having pneumonia three times.
Birth of George Swallow Robison
George Swallow Robison, the third son and youngest child, was born July 5, 1921, at the ranch in
the old log house; he was a large baby and Mother had a very difficult pregnancy. He was given
the name George after both Grandfathers.

1921 – Garrison Store Sold – Willard Creek Ranch Purchased
Robison Brothers Become a Total Agriculture and Livestock Operation
Willard Creek was the headquarters for managing the livestock, mostly sheep. The old Gregory
Place was the headquarters for growing all the crops and produce to support the total
operation. Jim managed the old Gregory Place and took care of all the books and finances for
Robison Brothers. Doyle managed the sheep operation from Willard Creek. Their sons helped at
both.
Figure 255 – Willard Creek Ranch – Photo taken 1983

The head of Willard Creek is just east of the Strawberry/Willard Creek summit. Strawberry
Creek runs east from the Strawberry/Willard Creek summit into Snake Valley. Willard Creek
provided the water for the Willard Creek Ranch and Strawberry Creek provided water for the
old Gregory Ranch. It was about twenty miles straight over the mountain between these two
ranches.
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Elwin A. Robison writes:
In April of 1921, the Robison Brothers store in Garrison, Utah was sold to Alma Jennings, and
Uncle Doyle and Aunt Pearl, along with their two sons, Lenard (age 4) and Melvin (age 2 ½),
moved to Willard Creek, in Spring Valley. This purchase included Willard, Board, Shingle, Ridge
and Pine Creeks as well as the winter range in Spring Valley. This extended Robison Brothers
ranch and range from Strawberry Creek in
Figure 256 – Melvin A. Robison & Lenard D. Robison at
Snake Valley to Weaver Creek, Osceola,
Willard Creek – c1922
Willard Creek, and to Williams Creek to
the South in Spring Valley. This was
principally a sheep operation, and
continued to be so as it was more
profitable year after year.
In the following years, there were more
purchases of range South of Connors Pass,
Cleve Creek on the Schell Range, Lehman
and Baker Creeks, and extending to
Lexington. This gave Robison Brothers
very extensive holdings. (Robison Brothers
ran sheep on a major portion of what is now
Great Basin National Park.)
This partnership brought about such a
close relationship between the two
families, as we were growing up together,
there was only one time that we were not
together on Thanksgiving and Christmas
days, as well as the most memorable times
of our lives when we went camping on
Baker Creek.

Lenard D. Robison writes:
Willard Creek was a little sheep ranch in the mountains in Spring Valley. This home we lived in
was two stories and unpainted. It had one bedroom attached (or pushed up against) to the house
that was covered with rubberoid. To that was a board and batt unpainted addition which was
used as a wash house and a bunk house for the employees there. This ranch set in the mountains
about 7,209 feet above sea level and overlooked the (Spring) Valley – a very small place but the
sheep headquarters both summer and winter for the firm then known as Robison Brothers.

George Swallow Robison writes:
With the combination of the Gregory Ranch, the Willard Creek Ranch and their extensive range
rights, Robison Brothers developed into a very large and successful sheep and cattle operation.
With James and Doyle (brothers) marrying Birdie and Pearl (sisters), the children became very
close. Hunting season in Nevada finds the sons of these two families out in the mountains of
Nevada hunting and talking about the old times on the Ranches.
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Birdie Swallow Robison said in 1963:
Right up until today Elwin, Newal, Lenard and Melvin went hunting together this fall.

Auntie Deering
Newal J. Robison records:
In the early part of our lives we had Auntie Deering. She and her husband and their son lived
just up a “piece” from our ranch. This was the “Deering Ranch” and they never did grow
anything there, but they had a house there. In their early life, she must have had a boarding
house in some of the mining camps and she ran the restaurant, and whatnot, in the Baker Hotel
and Dance Hall.
Figure 257 – Pine nut Outing – 1925

L to R – Back Row: Newal J. Robison, Elisa (Auntie) Deering, Birdie Swallow Robison, James F. Robison, Uncle John
Deering – Front Row: unknown, nephew of the Deerings, Elwin A. Robison, Beulah A. Robison and Alpha J Robison

Later, we would go down there (for dances) and she would put on midnight suppers. We
assume that she took care of the kitchen and dining room years before. Her husband passed
away (she was quite a lot older than my mother) and then my father passed away and she then
lived with some of us all of the time Uncle Burt had her over there and she was just like one of
the family, although she wasn’t related to us by blood.
Auntie would come to stay with Mother (after Dad was gone) and they would sleep in the same
bed and they would laugh half the night. They would get to talking about things and in the
middle of the night you would hear this laughing going on. She was very good for my mother.
Auntie Deering‘s Driving
All of the time I knew the Deerings, Auntie Deering did the driving of their car. That is except
when their son lived with them. Their car was a Model T Ford ‐Touring Model.
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One time I rode back from Ely with her. While driving through Spring Valley she tried to pass a
big truck. They did not notice her and therefore did not make room for her to pass. She then
started to pass them on the right side of the road. As you can imagine they, without thought,
crowded us out into the sagebrush and rocks and almost wrecked the car before the drivers
realized what was happening! They then stopped and let us pass. What an experience! I always
thought she would kill herself in that Model T Ford.
My mother and Auntie Deering had a “pact” between them. They would always joke about if
they should have a mishap in the car together and one would be injured to the point of death –
the other was to take a big rock and finish the job. Boy, they would laugh for hours about this! I
don’t know what would have happened had there ever been a real mishap. They were such good
friends and enjoyed each other very much.

Melvin A. Robison records:
Deerings
The Deerings were a very important part of our lives. When you talk about Grandma Deering,
Eliza Deering was her name. There was she and Uncle John. Uncle John was what I would say a
liability to her. She was the nearest person to a Grandmother that I ever had. And all the way
through until I was grown, she was still my grandmother. She treated me more like a grandson
than anybody else.
She lived with our family a good part of the time and with Uncle Jim and Aunt Birdie a good
part of the time. She was a great lady. She was just a doll. As fine a lady that ever lived, was that
one.
Lenard and I have talked a lot of times, that probably if we had to pick a grandmother she would
have been who we would have picked.
And as I got older, when I was about twelve years old, she started me driving her old Model‐T
Ford that had slide windows on it and a cloth top. It was kind of a deal for that time, but heavy
and high. Oh, I made many a trip with her with that little old car until in 1935 she bought a V‐8
Ford. Oh, I will never forget, I drove that for her all around and was in heaven all the time. And
she liked the way I drove. (Laughter) Oh, yes, we had a good time—for an old lady, you can’t
believe the fun we used to have.
She was a tease and loved to go on outings. She would take us fishing. I remember one time
Mother and Dad were gone someplace and she was staying with us. This was while Uncle John
was still alive and he had a long white beard and a face that was as sad as that beard was long.
We went up Willard Creek to fish and he wasn’t able to get out and fish, so she covered him up
with a robe, in the car, and when we came back the car was gone. So we tracked it. He had gotten
it started and took down the canyon and run into a great big bunch of willows and that’s where
we found both of them – he and the car. (Laughter)
Another time they were staying with us, it stormed a little that night and we wanted to go to
Uncle Jim and Aunt Birdie’s. So, we got up in good time and got the Ford ready and got into it.
Lenard and I were in the back and Lois and Uncle John and Auntie Deering in the front – she
driving. She took up that hill from Willard Creek, which was quite a climb for that Ford on a cold
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morning with snow on the ground. She would just get to the steepest part and Uncle John would
reach down and pull the choke out and kill the motor every time. Well, it took us over an hour to
get over the hill. She would slap his hand, but every time he would reach over and pull that
choke, just as she neared the top of the hill. He was ornery, just plain ornery.
He was going to die for years before he died. She put up with it. I don’t remember that he ever
made a dollar. She worked at the Black Horse Mine as a cook and did a great job. They had a
little place just above where Uncle Jim and Aunt Birdie lived, which we bought after Aunt Birdie
sold. That is where Lenard and I lived one winter, our first year of schooling, at Baker.

The LDS Church
Newal J. Robison records:
Mother was baptized in Salt Lake City on May 29, 1909, and soon after was given the
opportunity of teaching a Primary and Sunday School class. (I. Pearl Swallow was also baptized on
May 29, 1909.)

George Swallow Robison writes:
LDS Business College gave these James F. and Doyle C. Robison an opportunity to learn more
about the Mormon Church that had caused their Grandfather (Peter Robison) to move west from
New York State.

It is interesting to note that Doyle C. Robison was baptized into the LDS Church on November
14, 1912, two days after his 18th birthday. Prior to the age of 18 he would have needed parental
permission to be baptized.
Doyle C. Robison told my sister Reni Robison Jensen:
Where my parents (Emma Meecham Robison and George Samuel Robison) lived (in West Jordan, Utah
and Fillmore, Utah respectively) before coming to Snake Valley, family, friends and neighbors that
were members had offended them. They did not like the pushiness of the church. Because of this
my parents never wanted to join the church. They left West Jordan and Fillmore to get away from
the church and have their own autonomy. My parents lived good Christ like lives and made sure
we children did also. However they were not perfect and did some things the church would not
approve of.
Before I joined the church I first wanted to make sure it was true and moral. Moral to me is
knowing the difference between right and wrong and then choosing and standing up for the
right. I felt comfortable when I joined the church and did not have a lot of qualms about it. It just
felt right. My parents never disapproved of my joining the church, but they just never
participated in anything that had to do with the church. There were few members of the church
in Snake Valley so I felt alone at times, but I was active from the moment I joined because that is
the way I wanted to be.
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I knew Pearl Swallow before I was a member of the church and she had some influence on me in
investigating the church. When I joined the church in 1912 Jim and Birdie were married and Jim
was very positive about the church, but chose to wait a little while before he was baptized.

George Swallow Robison writes:
After moving from the direct influence of the Home Ranch and being successful in the store
business, James made up his mind to become a member of the Church. It was on a spring day,
April 10, 1915 that he was baptized.
Associating with his wife’s family, they being LDS, and having read the Church books – the
Book of Mormon, Doctrine and Covenants, and Pearl of Great Price helped, also. James and
Birdie Robison were sealed in the Salt Lake Temple on May 6, 1916.

With the marriage of Doyle C. Robison and I. Pearl Swallow on June 7, 1916 in the Salt Lake
Temple, there were now two active LDS families in Snake Valley. There was no organized LDS
Church in Snake Valley at the time, so activity in the church was defined more by how you lived
your life than by attending and serving in church callings.
Bertha Robison Stevens writes:
When Elwin was a baby I can remember going to Salt Lake with my mother and father, my sister
Alpha, and my little brother Elwin, and they went through the Temple. I was old enough to
remember being in my Grandfather Swallow’s home. Aunt Pearl took care of us and took us to
the Temple to be sealed after my mother and father had gone through for their endowments. I
remember so well waiting in a room in the Temple and seeing my father and mother come
through a curtained or draped opening in the room. We took off our little slippers and went to
meet them on the steps. I can still see my mother and father in their Temple robes as they came to
get us. All dressed in white and holding my parents’ hands, we went into the sealing room. As I
sit here alone thinking, I am sure that this was the first real experience I’d ever really had with
the Church of Jesus Christ of Latter‐day Saints, for there was no branch of the Church in Snake
Valley at that time. Yet, my mother and father had been touched by the Gospel of Christ and
loved the Church, even though we lived where the Church was persecuted.

In 1923 Snake Valley started an LDS Branch in Baker, Nevada under the direction of the
Hinckley, Utah Stake. and in the 1920s Spring Valley had an active LDS Branch under the
direction of the Ely, Nevada Stake. Church was held in Baker and Garrison in Snake Valley and
Church was held at the Swallow Ranch and later in the Shingle Creek School house in Spring
Valley. Sometime prior to the death of James F. Robison jurisdiction over the Baker Branch was
changed from Hinckley, Utah to Ely, Nevada.
Birdie Swallow Robison writes:
Jim’s Church activities commenced around 1923 when Baker was made a Branch of the Deseret
Stake, Hinkley, Utah. The Stake workers (Brother and Sister John Reeves) made many trips out to visit
the few Saints that were living in Snake Valley – that included ranches north and west of Baker.
The Saints in Baker, Nevada; Garrison, Utah and Burbank, Utah held meetings in the school
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houses in Baker and Garrison for several years. Later High Schoo1 was discontinued in Baker
and the High School Building was purchased by the people of the local LDS Branch, and that was
the first Branch House we had in Sake Valley. That is where all of the meetings were held later
on and still are. That high school building was a monument to Jim as he was on the School Board
for years and put the cause before the State and County for the need of a high school in that
location.
All we had for some time was a Sunday School and Relief Society. James Robison was
Superintendent of the Branch and for many years, and later was Presiding Elder of the Snake
Valley Branch at the time of his death. He also was put in as High Councilman in the Nevada
Stake.
We would go to Sunday School with our family and pick un others on the way. The Sunday
School was the main meeting. I can remember times Jim was the only member of the Priesthood.
But even though there were but few, the Spirit of the Lord was there. As time went on more
Saints moved into our Branch and it made things so much more pleasant and help was needed.
There was a Mutual started while Jim was still alive, and we went to Baker, took the wood,
started the fire as we had only a wood stove for heat, and took the gas lamp for light, but those
were wonderful days for Jim and me. It was an opportunity we had not had for so many years.
At that time I taught a Sunday School Class.
Figure 258 – Jim and Birdie’s Children – 1927

Figure 259 – Brother & Sister John Reeves – 1930

R to L – Back Row: Alpha J Robison, Bertha B. Robison, Elwin A. Robison
and Newal J. Robison
Front Row: Beulah A. Robison and George Swallow Robison

Bertha Robison Stevens continues:
My next real experience with the Church and its divinity came when the Deseret Stake President,
Alonzo Hinckley and John Reeves came from Delta and Hinckley, Utah to seek out those who
could head a branch of the Church in the Valley. They came to our home and it became their
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headquarters for many years. My father was asked to be Branch President. With tender care and
faith, they helped him to begin a very fruitful and choice work for himself and all of his family.
Those wonderful people became part of our family and life in a real way. How hard my mother
worked during this time to help my father in every way and to feed the hundreds of people who
flowed to our lovely home. Father and Mother were very gracious to all who came. We never ate
alone. Our home was a happy, healthy home with great love in it, much hard work, much giving.
The people who needed help or legal advice, or comfort and love, came. Those who needed food
and clothing came. It was a generous home to live in. They loved us children and taught us
righteousness.
Figure 260 – James F. Robison Baptizing a Girl at the Old Gregory Ranch – c1927

Newal J. Robison is sitting in the background
I taught a Sunday School class while I was still in grade school. How hard I worked. I believe the
Spirit of Christ can come to any age if we only seek it. I remember the six years previous to
college were very fruitful and we were all so actively engaged in Church work. When parents
and children are alive to the Spirit of God and work with their might to learn and serve, the soul
is at peace and one is able to do many wonderful things. My father literally became like a father
counselor to all those people.
It was during this time my father began serious study of the life of Christ and the lives of the
Prophets, present and past. He was much impressed with the life of Wilford Woodruff, the
Prophet Joseph Smith, and others. He read all of the books that he could find.
While he was deeply interested in studying the works and life of Christ, he had a dream in which
he saw the Savior. I am sure he spoke of this only once. He told me his dream as I was the oldest
and very responsive to the Gospel. I studied and prayed and worked like there was not a minute
to spare. I was a great support to my father and he often talked with me as we went on trips
together. He told me that he saw Christ just as plainly as he saw me. He was filled with that great
love and assurance that comes to those who see and receive great light and vision. This was a
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personal testimony of the actuality and divinity of Jesus Christ, and a personal blessing to my
father from God. It has been a great source of strength to me. I was very young, but I can still
remember how real the Savior was to my father. I was left with the feeling that the Lord really
loved us and expected us to serve him with all of our might.
I feel that my father had that same simple faith that Joseph Smith had when he first prayed in the
Grove and as Nephi had when he asked the Lord that he might see what his father, Lehi, had
seen. I pray that I will now, at 50 years of age (6 more than my father had), stay close to the
testimony, light and teachings I was blessed to have as a young person. I know God lives and
that Christ is the Savior.

Alpha, Elwin and Newal were each baptized on August l6, 1925 in Garrison or Pruess Lake.
This is where all the early baptisms were performed. Later some were done in the swimming
pool at the old Gregory Place where Jim and Birdie lived. It is presumed that Beulah and
George were baptized at home in the pool because they were baptized in 1929.
Bertha Robison Stevens continues:
I was baptized when I was 14 years of age (1926.) I had wanted to be baptized for a long time.
Baptisms were held only once or twice a year. I had been ill or away from home whenever a
baptism service was held. I was studying all of the time and teaching, too. In January of that
year, I was so anxious to be baptized that John Reeves and my parents took me 60 miles to a
warm spring and I was baptized by John Reeves and confirmed a member of the Church by
Rulan Hinckley, assisted by John Reeves and my father. I can still feel the wonder of that day! I
was filled with such a joy! When you have a testimony that burns within you, there is a peace
and a joy that is hard to describe. I had such a feeling of belonging afterwards. It was the most
important thing to me, and still is. I can remember reaching home that day and going down the
lane to a beautiful, quiet and sheltered place, kneeling down and thanking my Heavenly Father
for this great blessing of baptism. I really felt a part of my Heavenly Father’s Kingdom that day! I
was ready and knew what I had accepted as I had read much of the Scripture by that time. I had
a thirst for knowledge of my Creator since childhood. As I sit here, my soul swells with gratitude
for those who love and taught me the Gospel.

Birdie Swallow Robison wrote:
We would go to Sunday School with our family and pick up others on the way – the Sunday
School was the main meeting. I can remember times when Jim was the only member of the
Melchizedek Priesthood there, but even though there were only a few people present, the Spirit
of the Lord was there. As time went by more Saints moved into the branch and it made things so
much more pleasant and help was terribly needed. There was a Mutual started while Jim was
alive, and we went to Baker, took the wood, and started the fire in the big wood‐burning heater;
we took a gas lamp for light but never did we feel it a burden to serve; those were wonderful
days for him and me; it was an opportunity we had not had for so many years.

George Swallow Robison writes:
Some of the events of my younger life on the ranch are hard to put in proper sequence with my
age. I just remember they happened. Father was always involved in Church work. He was the
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local leader (I do not recall his title.) This meant we were off to Sunday School or Church each
Sunday. The local group was small, less than 20, counting all the children. On some Sundays
Father conducted the service, blessed the sacrament, passed the sacrament and spoke. We met in
a school in Garrison, Utah, about 16 miles from the ranch. Mother taught my Sunday School
class. Over the years the group number changed by increasing, then getting very low. It seemed
to me we were the only ones interested.
Father had abilities that caused him to have positions that were very important. At my age they
seemed only something to keep Father away from home. He was called as a High Councilor in
the Nevada Stake and traveled 60 miles for his meeting.
Figure 261 – Jim & Birdie & Family on the Way to Church – 1926

In 1921 the Doyle C. and Pearl Swallow Robison family moved to Willard Creek in Spring
Valley.
Melvin A. Robison records:
Church in Spring Valley
Of course, Mother and Dad, Uncle Jim and Aunt Birdie were members of the Church. And in our
valley, Spring Valley, almost everybody was a baptized member of the Church of Jesus Christ of
Latter‐day Saints. Melburn and Archie were and Uncle Lester’s family, the Kerrs, and all the
Swallows. Uncle Ed’s family never did join the Church. The Kirkebys were Christian Scientists,
but we all got along. Everyone seemed to be respectful of the Church.

Our Swallow Heritage – Volume III – The History of George Swallow’s Daughters

Page 162

Turning the hearts of the fathers to their children and the hearts of the children to their fathers

Conferences
We had our spring 1925 Conferences of the Church in Ely. I have a picture of when we kids were
all little and Mother and Dad, Uncle Jim and Aunt Birdie were sitting and standing on the steps
of the old Church there in Ely, across from the park. It still stands, but has been condemned.
Figure 262 – Stake Conference in Ely, Nevada – 1925

Doyle C. and Pearl Swallow Robison are standing in the middle left of the back row holding
Lois P. Robison up between them – James F. Robison is standing at the far right in the
second row from the back – Birdie Swallow Robison may be standing next to him but hat
obscures face – None of the Robison children, except Lois, can be found in this photo

Lenard D. Robison writes:
On July 11, 1926, my Uncle James F. Robison and John Reeves came up Baker Creek and took me
to Garrison, and we went from there to the south end of Garrison Lake and my uncle baptized
me, it was known as the old Atkinson place. We returned to Garrison and I was confirmed a
member of the church in front of the house in which I was born (now owned by Deardens) by
John Reeves of Hinkley, Utah. That was a joyous occasion though I did not know why I was
being baptized, for I had not had the privilege of attending church. I had been taught the
principles of honesty and righteousness to this age of nine by my parents, who were the greatest
parents any one could have. They taught by example the principles taught by the savior, though
we were not able to keep the Sabbath Day holy being involved in the kind of business we were in
at the time. We still were strengthened by the great principles of the Gospel of Jesus Christ.
The first sacrament meeting I can ever remember attending was at the Swallow Ranch in
Shoshone, Nevada, in a one room log school house on the ranch. At this time there were several
who spoke, including an Uncle Richard Swallow, my mother’s older brother. The sacrament was
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passed, the bread on a dinner plate and the water in a dinner glass. Each taking a sip and passing
it on to the next person. Several glasses were passed to the group assembled. This I will never
forget. Later we had the opportunity of attending Sunday School and Sacrament Meeting at the
Shingle Creek Schoolhouse. We were not able to attend these meetings held on Sunday very
often in my youth, though the few meetings I attended had an effect upon my life.

Melvin A. Robison records:
I was baptized, June 26, 1927 at Lehman’s Cave by my Uncle Jim, in the swimming pool there. As
I recall, a man by the name of Squires confirmed me in the dance hall at Lehman’s Cave – right
out in the center of that dance hall, sitting on a chair, they confirmed me.

Newal J. Robison records:
After my father (James F. Robison) passed away, Doyle became more Church oriented and also
more school oriented.

Since Jim and Birdie were six years older than Doyle and Pearl, Jim and Birdie would have been
the natural leaders within this partnership. I believe that, as long as Jim was alive, Doyle
listened very closely to the counsel of his older brother, Jim, and looked to him for leadership
and example. After Jim’s death I believe that Doyle stepped up to the plate and did his best to
take over Jim’s leadership roles within the business, the family, the church and the community.
Melvin A. Robison records:
Sunday School
We all met, for Sunday School, in the little old log (Shingle Creek) schoolhouse in Spring Valley.
Mother would pump the old pump organ and chord for our music. I was a Sunday School
secretary. We would pass Sacrament during this meeting.
At other times, Dad was a Branch President, and we went to Garrison or Baker for Sunday
School. We didn’t do it every week, but we did it when we could. It was the only Church
affiliation that we had.

Civic Work
Elwin A. Robison writes:
Snake Valley Schools
My father was always interested in the schools, serving on the school board, to see that qualified
teachers were hired, and that a proper curriculum was maintained, along with buildings and
facilities.
My father was responsible for consolidating all of the schools in the valley into just one, located
at Baker, Nevada. This was about eight miles from our home and included Garrison, Utah as well
as Silver Creek. I was in the fifth grade at that time (1925‐1926), and it was a good experience
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with more students. It was just a two room school house, divided into first and fourth grades,
and then fifth grade through eighth. My first teacher at this school was Mrs. Parker; then Mrs.
Inez Jordon, and in the eighth grade, I had Otto T. W. Nielson for my teacher, and he was one of
the very best. I must mention at this time that a school bus was provided and remember well how
early we had to rise each morning to do our individual chores and get ready for the school bus.
With the consolidation of schools in the valley and the efforts of my father, a high school was
established in Baker, where I attended my first three years of high school.
Figure 263 – School Business – c1927

Figure 264– the New Baker Grade School – 1925

L to R: Birdie Swallow Robison, James
F. Robison and Otto Nielson, principal

Newal J. Robison records:
Dad Was a Leader in the Community
He was a man, who in the early part of our school systems, became very active in school matters.
(White Pine County, Nevada.) He presumably became a Board Member early in his life and he
was the one instrumental in having the schools all consolidated. In other words, when I first went
to school I went to a one room school with all grades in one room and one teacher. It was in those
days that he was a part of the movement to consolidate many of that same type into one school at
Baker, Nevada. The children were “bused” from all over the valley to Baker every day. There
they had separate rooms for grades and separate teachers, because there were more children,
more space and more teachers brought together. Then, instead of each family (on their ranch)
trying to educate their whole family with one teacher, they brought all of these ranch families
together (the children) to give them a better education with one grade taught by the one teacher.
And starting (in the fall of 1925) from a single building with two classrooms at Baker, in the lower
grades; it grew to three buildings in Baker. Then Father was instrumental in getting a high school
building with a gymnasium. That was the first and the largest meeting place in Snake Valley, and
still is today – unless, the new building that the Church is constructing at Garrison is bigger – but
I don’t think so. It was a large gymnasium and a fine building for it’s time, (about 1930).
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It was during these times, that naturally, because it was a county school and the headquarters for
White Pine County Schools was at Ely, Dad must have met the Governor and was appointed a
member of the State Board of Education and I think the Governor at that time was Fred B. Balzar.
(The following letter from F. B. Balzar was included by Elwin.)
August 11, 1932 – State of Nevada,
Executive Chamber, Carson City
Mrs. James F. Robison
Baker, Nevada
My dear Mrs. Robison:
Permit me to express my regrets on the sudden and untimely death of your husband
which has just been brought to my attention.
I knew of the good work that he was doing as a member of the State Board of Education
and I had looked forward to continued associations with him.
Conveying to you my sincere sympathy in your hour of trial
I am Very truly yours,
F. B. Balzar,
Governor
Because he was a member of the Nevada State Board of Education, he traveled to Ely, Nevada;
Salt Lake City, Utah; and Carson City, Nevada for different meetings, etc. He would have gone
the fall of his death, back to Washington D. C. to represent the State Board of Education of
Nevada, had he lived.
So, he was active in the school service most of his adult life – active in a business and active as a
father. In our day we would call him a “civic‐minded” man. He saw a need for a lot of changes
for things others didn’t seem to see or need. And through his efforts many people are better
educated and many of them better in a number of ways. Who they are I have no idea! But
through his influence, they certainly must have been.

1918 to 1924 – The Robison School in Snake Valley
Bertha Robison Stevens writes:
I can remember how hard Father worked to get a school district near our ranch. It was located
two miles from home. It was a one‐room schoolhouse with a pot bellied stove in the middle of
the room. All eight grades were taught by one teacher. I enjoyed those walks to and from school.
How wonderful one’s imagination and vision can be as you walk along with the wind in your
face and the wonderful sky above. As we walked along as little children on the lonely, dusty
road, we would hide if we saw anyone strange coming, to be safe. I still remember one sunset
that is as vivid today as the day I saw it. I ran home to tell my parents to share it with them. It
was the reddest, most daring scene I have ever witnessed.
School was not easy in a one‐room schoolhouse and even though I tried hard, my grade school
days were not as happy as they could have been if I had had better companions. I loved my
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father and mother. I believed in being good, respecting my teachers, and being orderly, even as a
tiny child. To be with those who were not troubled pleases me now as it did then. School, as
Elwin, my brother says, was associated with an awful lot of effort. It is never easy to rise early, do
chores, put up my lunches, make beds, and then walk two miles in the cold weather to a cold or
red‐hot room.
Some of our teachers were good, but most of them were unprepared to cope with eight grades in
one room. I wonder that they did as well as they did. If you wanted to learn, you could learn as
the older ones were taught. This I am sure of, as my sister and I learned. Certainly it taught us to
face difficulties, and to endure them.
Figure 265 – Old Robison School Site with Mt. Wheeler in Background – 2005 Photo

The old Robison School was just to the right of the old tree – this site is located about 200 yards west of the
far west fence of the old George Samuel Robison Ranch, now the Lower Strawberry Ranch

One other time, when I was 11 years old, I had Mastoid and was so sick they lifted me on a sheet
when I had to be moved. I lost one whole year of school and it was the first time I really had to
face real problems in school. I naturally got behind, but it was after this that I determined to
make something of my life. From that time on I studied hard and graduated from the eighth
grade the highest in my class. I was the only one who did not have to take the State finals. It
meant so much to me to be doing well.

Elwin A. Robison writes:
I must now make mention of commencement of my school years. As was customary at that time,
one was to attend elementary school at the age of six. I was just a week or so early as my
birthday was September 23rd (1921.) It was a memorable day for me, as Father took Bertha,
Alpha and me to school the first day. The school house was located just two miles from our
home. It was a one room school house and accommodated three other Robison families and the
Richardson and Fielding families also attended this school. My first school teacher was Yerda
Deering and then Mary Eldridge. They were both loving and concerned teachers whom I will
never forget. That first year, my two sisters and I walked the two miles every day to school and I
can remember that I wore out a pair of shoes every month or two. My third teacher at that
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location was Ruth West, and she stayed at our home. She was a remarkable person and often
would tell us stories as we walked the two miles to and from school on the old country road. I
would be remiss if I did not mention an occasion that made me quite proud. This was my third
year at school, and one morning, just before we approached the grade on the road, my oldest
sister Bertha, challenged me to a race. We ran for several hundred yards and I was victorious.
This was a day to remember, as she was very athletic, and to outrun her was considered quite an
accomplishment.

Newal J. Robison records:
After my first year they advanced me grade into the third grade. This is how come Elwin and I
were always in the same grade thereafter, for the rest of our school life, until we went to the
University (BYU).

1924/1925 School Year – Doyle & Pearl live in Snake Valley
Lenard D. Robison writes:

Figure 266 – Lois P. Robison, age 2 – 1927

In 1924 when I was seven years of age we moved to
Snake Valley for the winter on the old Dearing
Property, so that we would be able to attend Grammar
School at the old Robison School, which was situated a
little over two miles from where we lived. We walked
to and from school every day. It was a choice
experience in our lives to mingle with others of our own
age and older. We were in the first grade. During this
year on December 14, 1924 my sister Lois was born. My
brother and I stayed with Uncle Jim and Aunt Birdie,
while mother was in Ely, where Lois was born. We
remained in Snake Valley until the spring when school
was out, then again returned to Willard Creek, where we would go out and be with our parents
while the lambing season was on with the sheep. We had many experiences going with our
father, riding horses and burros, helping herd sheep and doing the many other activities
necessary around a ranch, such as chores, milking cows, feeding sheep and other things.

Melvin A. Robison records:
1924‐1925 – 1st and 2nd Grades
The first year of our schooling we went over to Snake Valley, because we were too young at that
time to be sent on horses alone to the Spring Valley school.
Mother and Dad rented Mrs. Deering’s old bungalow that was 1/2 mile above Uncle Jim’s place.
We lived in that tar – paper house that winter and you were never for a shortage of fresh air or
mice. We had those all the time we were there. There was no water in the place, but we had a
good time. We enjoyed it. And we walked all that winter to school, no matter whether it snowed
or what the weather. We would walk to Uncle Jim’s and then Elwin, Newal, Alpha and Bertha
would join us and we walked to school, which was another 2 1/2 miles.
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We got along fine. We did chores at the Deering place before we left for school and we did them
when we got back. Dad was at camp taking care of the sheep most of the time.
Figure 267 – The old Deering Home‐site in Foreground – Wheeler Peak in Background – 2005 Photo

Chores
From four years old and up we were assigned chores to do – wood to haul to the house in the
little red wagon with the wood sides, milking and feeding cattle, etc. After we began school, this
was done before daylight and sometimes after dark.
Surely we had more time for chores. We only drug the old metal tub into the kitchen once a week
for a bath. (Laughter)
Teacher
Mrs. Mary Eldridge, who is still living (as of 1988) and well into her 90s and very competent and
gets around, was our teacher in the one room (all 8 grades) schoolhouse, the first year. Lenard
and I were advanced 2 grades that year.
Sometimes, she would combine two grades with the class.
It was at this time, that Uncle Jim gave me a “name and a blessing.” It was around the time that
Lois was born.
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Mom and Dad went to Ely for Lois’ birth and that was the first time we had been left. They were
gone a month and I thought I was going to die. I got terribly homesick. Homesickness was a
feeling of terrible loss and time won’t go away. And as close as we were to Uncle Jim and Aunt
Birdie, they couldn’t replace my parents.
I remember, at last, they called from Ely and that was rare because it cost 35 cents, to tell us that
Lois had been born and I remember when they got me on the phone, I cried. I had just turned six
because I started school at five.

Lois Robison Rowley records:
I was born on a very cold day, December 14, 1924 in a little house called the Cummings House,
on Murray Street in Ely, Nevada; to Doyle Charles Robison and Ida Pearl Swallow Robison.

1925 to 1938 – The Shingle Creek School in Spring Valley
Melvin A. Robison records:
A School Term
We had to go to school for 180 days. School started right after Labor Day, we only had a week’s
Christmas vacation and never had an Easter vacation, like they do now. Then we would go on
Saturdays to school, just so we could get out the first of May. If we had two weeks Christmas
Vacation and didn’t go some Saturdays, we got out the middle of May.
Breakfast on School Days
You never went out of our house without a big breakfast. When we were little, even from the
time we started school, we did chores while they cooked breakfast. And this was always in the
dark, in the winter time.
Mother was a great one for buttermilk biscuits or hotcakes. And Dad would either fix creamed
stew, fried meat or something to go with the other. It was always a big meal and if you wanted
cooked cereal – cream of wheat or oatmeal – it was always there, too. I can honestly say I hated
them. It made me sick to my stomach. And now, I love it! So, you see things change.
We packed peanut butter sandwiches. That was probably one of my biggest gripes. They were
bad lunches. Mother used to bottle a lot of citron preserves. They looked like a little watermelon,
striped, and Uncle Lester used to raise them. I loved it, the citron preserve, but when you put it in
a biscuit, all it would do is soak the biscuit up and it was terrible. We had a lot of that. When you
just ate the preserve on a hotcake there was nothing like it. It was like watermelon rind preserves
without any vinegar in it – very sweet, with cloves. But, not for sandwiches! (Laughter)
I would trade a boiled egg with someone who would have a sausage sandwich at school even the
very first year that I went. Mother used to caution us about doing this because one year there was
a lot of impetigo going around, but we didn’t pay any attention.
Oh, there were times Mother would put some meat in a sandwich, if they had any left over. But, I
can’t recall that I ever looked forward to my lunches.
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1925‐1926 – 3rd Grade
We moved back to Willard Creek in the spring of 1925. That fall the folks hired Bob Kerr to
accompany us each day as we rode to school on horses using Army saddles. The “Shingle Creek”
school was 4 1/2 miles away in the bottom of the flat between Uncle Lester’s and Aunt May’s. It
was a log schoolhouse with one room and all 8 grades were taught by one teacher, Mrs.
Brockalas. She was a big, heavy lady like my Grandmother Robison, but the kindest woman that
ever lived.
Figure 268 – The Shingle Creek School House – 1936

This schoolhouse was located between Aunt May’s and Uncle Lester’s – out in the desert, not a
tree, not a bit of water, nothing. We would carry water in a little wooden keg on the horses. And
that winter we rode every day to school until towards spring.
And because the year before I had advanced two grades and now I was in the third grade and
only seven years old, it was tough!
I think it was about February or March, and Bob Kerr and our family were going to Church at
Garrison that Sunday. So, at noon hour Bob decided I should go with him to go over to Aunt
May’s place to get his clothes. We rode old “Pet” who was a really speedy mare. On the way
back, I rode in back of Bob and he gave her the “spur,” not saying anything, and I fell over
backwards and got a compound fracture of the left arm.
They tried to get hold of my Dad, because he was out to camp. They finally got hold of Uncle
Lester and he had an old truck that we’d had and was used when we moved to Willard Creek.
He went looking for Dad and found Dick Kirkland and he took the Model‐T Ford to find Dad
and it was just one big fiasco, but that night they finally found him.
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I was in a lot of pain because the bone came right out and stuck in the ground. I had that repaired
in Ely by Dr. Rand, in about a week. He was a great big fat man; and they gave me so much
anesthesia that it put me under for five hours; then I developed a heart condition. At that time
there was no regulation as to how much anesthesia to give a person.
The heart murmur that I got from the overdose of anesthesia followed me all those years, but I
was the captain of the basketball team clear through high school. I never paid any attention to the
problem, even though I couldn’t get a doctor’s certificate. And in this time in my life, they can’t
find one thing wrong with my heart.
So, that winter and spring I didn’t go back to school and Mother taught me the last three months.
I can remember sitting in the kitchen, hating every minute of it, reading the “Little Red Hen,” and
a few others. But, she made me do it and I got all my lessons done and sent them to school.
1926‐1927 – 4th Grade
The teacher was Mrs. (Josephine Robertson) Meecham. She was the wife of one of Dad’s cousin’s
from Ely.
This year, Lenard and I rode horses by ourselves.
1927‐1928 – 5th Grade
Our teacher was Miss Zina Harrison, who boarded with us at Willard Creek. She was a grand
lady. She was from Lund. She also was a great pianist and used to play that piano in our house
for us day after day after day.
Bryan Robison (Ed’s son) drove a school bus, a little old Chevrolet that had a cloth top, but no
curtains on it. This was great in comparison to the cold mornings on a horse.
1928‐1931 – 6th, 7th & 8th Grade
School then was all eight grades and they taught all the basics. You had a 15 minute period for
your reading, a 15 minute period for your arithmetic, for spelling, for English, for history, and for
geography. But, you got a chance to listen to all the others and believe me, you learned from that.
1931‐1932 – 1st Year High School
The first year of high school was at the Shingle Creek School. Lenard and I rode horses part of the
time, Uncle Dave drove bus part of the time and the rest of the time we drove ourselves. We
drove the old 1929 Hudson. It wasn’t any good but we drove it.
Lawrence Garrett taught Lenard and me high school and also the others in grade school, right in
the same schoolhouse.

Lois Robison Rowley writes in her “Life History:”
Grade School for Lois – 1931 to 1938
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My first years in Spring Valley were in a one room school. There was a large potbelly stove in the
middle of the room which necessitated putting wood in all day long in the winter. Those who
had desks near the stove were too warm, and those away from the stove were a little cold. I rode
the bus to school and the bus picked up others who lived in the valley.
Figure 269 – Class of 1936/1937 in Front of the Shingle Creek School

L to R – Back Row: Elva Kirkeby, Mary Ella Kirkeby, unknown, unknown, unknown, Floyd Richets and the
teacher – Middle Row: Betty Jean Kerr, Bob Trent and Lois P. Robison – Front Row: unknown, Kenneth Kerr,
Sonny Kerkeby, __ Asher, __Asher, Hilma Kirkeby, unknown and unknown

1924 to 1943 School in Baker
Bertha Robison Stevens writes:
In high school (1925 to 1930) I had a happy time because I studied and worked very hard. I felt
the joy my parents and teachers had in me because I was doing creditable work. Under this
loving atmosphere and approval I really blossomed! I loved to be in plays and usually had the
leading part. I will never forget playing the part of Toby one year.
I was privileged to represent our school in oratory, serious reading at the State capital and won
several competitions. My sister, Alpha, did also. I graduated with a straight “A” record and was
Valedictorian of my class. My sister was Salutatorian. I can tell you that I worked hard at home,
at Church and studied with all of my might. My parents were proud! My teachers were eager for
me to go to college and so were my parents.
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I was very happy during high school, I wanted to do well, I did. I loved to dance. My
grandfather (Robison) loved to dance too! When I was little, he taught me to jig dance and do all
of the old dances. I was his favorite partner as I grew up. How often he would be asked for
exhibition dances at family parties, I was always his partner for so many years. Dancing was
such a joy and I danced well. It was so natural and easy and joyful. I have missed it in later years,
but I can still see my loving grandfather as he danced. He was such a gentleman at all times. He
carried himself so straight and was a handsome man. He and grandmother were a handsome
couple, and I felt proud of them.
I was not the most popular girl in high school because of my standards, but I did feel loved. I
was a part of all of the good things and I feel very grateful for the great care and direction that
my parents gave me. I always felt that my parents trusted me. I also knew that they expected me
to be good. In some way I always felt that I should return from dates or trips away from them
improved in manner and thought. I always had a desire to please my parents and I realize what
a blessing they were to me. Most of our recreation and fun was shared by our parents.
Figure 270 – The Baker School Bus – c1930

Newal J. Robison records:
At the time of fourth grade (1925/1926), the bus system started (to Baker) and we rode it from that
time until we left for Provo.
Elementary and High School was at Baker and going by bus it was 8 miles to Baker, but we road
a scurrilous route to get there. We went to the Bellanders on Silver Creek to get to Baker, or we
would go up to the Fielding Ranch and pick them up on the way to Baker. This probably put
another 4 or 5 miles into the 8. And then they would do the reverse at night.
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It was a “square” Dodge bus – all wood with no metal in the upper part of it. It must have been
one of the first school buses to ever run, I guess – style wise.

Elwin A. Robison writes:
High school in Baker has a lot of memories for me. At this time, my two older sisters were
attending Brigham Young University (1932‐1937) in Provo, Utah, and Lenard and Melvin came
to live with us at the ranch. What a wonderful experience it was – we all worked hard and
played hard. There was always time for laughter and playing pranks on one another. I again
would be remiss if I did not accuse my cousin Melvin of contributing most to our laughter and
the pranks, but my brother Newal was not without fault in making his contribution. We were all
Robisons in this respect, but the Meecham side of the family showed up more in some of the
family. Our Grandmother Robison was such a remarkable person and she gave us all a part of
her personality as well as her sense of humor.
I will at this time attempt to list the majority of my high school teachers. They were Hazel Gregg
Coates, Inez Bennett, Mrs. Foley, Gertie Hexam, and Fred I. Case. However, Hazel Gregg Coates
was by far the most influential in my life.
The high school building was the center of all civic activities for the people of Snake Valley.
Many dances were held there to provide entertainment and included all members of the families.
When the weather permitted, we often had picnics and we invited friends to accompany our
family. My father and mother always made our home available for any of us to invite our
friends. Because of the size of our home, the piano, the good food and the hospitality my mother
so graciously showed everyone, people always came back and they, as well as our family, were
most appreciative of it. My three years at Baker High School were rewarding in many respects.
Because of its small size, you were privileged to participate in almost every activity and have
individual attention given to each student.
It was a decision by my mother and sanctioned by my oldest sister Bertha, that I go to Provo,
Utah to complete my high school education in September of 1933. I was fortunate that I had
fourteen credits and required only two more for graduation, so it worked‐out for me to register
as a limited freshman at Brigham Young University. I took a chemistry class on the side at BYU
High School in order to graduate. To say the least, I had mixed feelings as I left with Bertha to go
to school, leaving my mother and other brothers and sisters, and to separate my life from the
ranch. However, I well knew that it was all part of growing up. I shall be forever grateful to my
dear sister Bertha for her wisdom and guiding hand. We were privileged to be able to live in the
Guy C. Wilson home in Provo. Professor Wilson headed the Theology Department at BYU and
was a remarkable individual. This was truly a home away from home. Mrs. Wilson was a sister
to Owen Stevens who married Bertha some years later. Their son, Meredith Wilson was Student
Body President that year, and I shared a room with him and we became very close friends.
As a result of a physical examination I took at the beginning of school, I was to report to the all‐
famous Coach Ott Romney, for what I did not know, but was soon told to start training for the
mile and two mile runs, and also for cross country runs. This I enjoyed and from that time on, I
was a member of the “Y” track and field team. We almost always excelled over the other
universities – the AC at Logan and University of Utah in Salt Lake City. The second year I went
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back to school, my sister Alpha, brother Newal and Kenneth Baker rented an apartment on 5th
West in Provo. My later years were spent at the Wilson home.

Newal J. Robison continues:
I graduated from Baker High School in the spring 1934.

George Swallow Robison writes:
School was most important and foremost in my mind as a young boy. Since we were 8 miles
from any school, it meant a long bus ride. Ours was a small funny looking bus, possibly 20
passengers. Because we were the ranch farthest away from school, we got on the bus first in the
morning and we were the last off in the afternoon. Compared with today’s school schedule, we
had long days, about 7:30 p.m. to get on the bus and home by 5:00 p.m.. With chores in the
morning and at night, the day was long.
Of course, the earliest things I learned in my life were on the ranch. I learned how to feed
chickens, milk cows, ride a horse, shear sheep, and many other chores. Because of my own
father’s efforts to start a school system in that area of Nevada, there was a school for me to attend
when I was old enough to go. I had one teacher, Miss Foley. She was a strict teacher and a very
good one. Once a week she read out loud special stories on Friday afternoon. This would be with
all the children gathered together. When I was in the 8th grade I still liked to have the stories read
to me. They were good stories and I would be waiting for the next Friday to come along; it was a
special hour.
When it was time to go to high school we went to a two class room building with a small
gymnasium and a stage. There were about 15 students and my sister, Beulah and I were two of
them – also, some of my cousins who lived on a ranch in the next valley. They lived with us
during the week so they could attend. Our teachers were Mr. Wheatley and Miss Roseberry. We
learned a lot, I thought then, and I am sure we did. Mr. Wheatley taught the agriculture subjects
and math. Miss Roseberry taught English, History, and Typing. We had one typewriter in the
school and I still know where to put my fingers to get started.

Lenard D. Robison writes:
In 1932, soon after Uncle Jim died, my brother and I went to stay with our Aunt Birdie in Snake
Valley, where we were able to attend the remaining three years of our high school at Baker,
Nevada. In 1935 we graduated.
We had many choice experiences, not only the winters that we stayed there, but earlier in our
lives with our cousins, the sons of James F. & Birdie Robison. They were like brothers to us, our
mothers being sisters and our fathers being brothers and then being in business together, brought
us together many times in the summer months as well as during High School. This was an
opportunity not afforded many young men. This close association has continued throughout our
lives. We were always treated like sons in our Aunt and Uncle’s homes and likewise they were in
our home by my parents. We were never homesick there for we knew we would receive the
counsel and guidance when needed.
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Melvin A. Robison records:
1932‐1935 – 2nd, 3rd and 4th Years of High School in Baker for Lenard and Melvin
Figure 271 – Baker High School – 1932/33

When I entered school at Baker High
School, I was thirteen years old and
everybody else was fifteen, sixteen
and seventeen. I kind of felt left out.
Uncle Jim was on the Board of
Education and was the one who
pushed for a high school building to
be built – also, the one in Lund. The
first year we entered that building, we
planted the trees that are there now.
It had two main classrooms, the stage,
the principal’s office, and the gym
where we played basketball. It was
the only game we ever played. We
had fun and lots of fights. (Laughter)
In fact, they taught a little bit of
boxing in that gym.
Reef Waddly, was there and he
decided we needed some boxing
lessons.
So,
he
got
Johnny
L to R: Standing – all are unknown – Seated: 1st unknown,
Hesselgesser, to come teach us. I guess
Newal J. Robison, Elwin A. Robison, Lenard D. Robison,
I was as good as the rest, so he
Melvin A. Robison, and last two unknown
decided to give me the first lesson.
Johnny came into the gym and he was a great “up and down” man showing us how to do it and
about the third time that he went down I clipped him on the chin and he went out. It took quite a little
while to bring him to and when he did, he never showed up again. I don’t think he ever came to teach
boxing – that was the end of it! (Laughter) So, our boxing lessons were very limited.
But, they taught two classes of lessons at a time, with two teachers. For the biggest part of the
time that I was there, Fred Case, was the teacher for the first two years along with Gerdie
Hexson,. And as far as I know Gerdie Hexson and Wadley (he is still living in Pleasant Grove,
Utah at this time) were the two who taught us last.
Case and Wadley were both principals at the times we were there.
The only girls in the school, who were girls that you would go out with were: Bernice Jordan,
Geraldine Ryan, and Nona Rowley, who went steady with Kenneth Baker and married him.
Newal went with Bernice the biggest part of the time and Elwin went with Gerry. And, so from
that point the rest of us fellows generally went to Ely to get whatever girls we wanted. And there
was no one in particular that I can remember I was crazy over. But I went with Mildred Fielding,
Gaye Beard and with Pat Goodman and Laverne Kerkeby, also. I guess I went with Gaye Beard
more than any of them. She was a very nice girl.
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Dances in Ely and Baker
We would have dances at Baker and then about four times a year during the school year we
would travel into Ely for dances there at the Legion Hall. They never had dances at their school
that I can remember. We also had dances at the Church in Ely, too.
The roads at that time between Baker and Ely were dirt roads and if you went from the Willard
Creek Ranch to Ely and back to Baker for the dance and then after the dance took the girls back to
Ely and then returned to Willard Creek, it was about 7 hours of driving time, let alone all the time
for the dance and so forth. Ordinarily it was daylight by the time we got home and then to the
chores and another day of work. No rest for the weary!
Mother and Dad would worry about us a great deal when we were out on those roads to Ely
because of the bad weather and the very bad roads we had to travel.
Graduation Day
It was a big day when we graduated from High School in 1935! Lenard was the valedictorian and
I was the salutatorian. Out of all the four years I think there was 1% difference in our grades. And
that was all that graduated! Rhea may have been there, too, but I am not sure.

Lois Robison Rowley records:
1938 to 1943 – The Youngest Child, Lois, Attends grades 7 through 12 in Baker
When I was twelve we (Father, Mother and I) moved to the Gregory Ranch in Snake Valley which
was six miles from Baker. This was a much better home and larger. It had large porches around
two sides of the home, and a fenced yard with flowers and lawns and trees. We also had fruit
trees, raspberries, and a very large garden. Mother canned a lot of fruit and vegetables.
After we moved to the Gregory Ranch (in June 1938) I still went to school by bus to Baker. I was
then in the seventh grade. I graduated from the eighth grade and on to the high school there in
Baker. It was a small high school, not more than fifteen in each class.
Mr. Petri was my first Principal and then George Willardson,.
I participated in plays, was a student body officer and valedictorian when I graduated in 1943.
Our social life while in high school consisted mostly of dances put on by the high school, parties
in our homes and playing games outside. In fact we made our own fun times.
The church provided some activities and the ones I remember most were the 4th of July and 24th
of July celebrations up Lehman Creek.
There was a small branch of the church in Garrison, Utah and that’s where we attended church,
which was sixteen miles from our home.
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College
Bertha Robison Stevens writes:
September 1930 to May 1934 – Bertha & Alpha go away to college at BYU
When Mother and Dad took us to Provo to college, I was so happy and eager to have the
privilege. I had been accepted at the LDS Hospital in Salt Lake City for January 1931, and
planned to take a pre‐nursing course. It was decided that both Alpha and I would go to college.
Dad talked to me at Christmas time and said he felt I should prepare to teach and become self
supporting. We had much property and many herds of sheep and cattle, but cash was low. I
loved college and loved to teach, so was happy to change my course.
I entered college with great hopes and aspirations. I must admit, though, that I was scared, too! I
can remember those first two or three months – they were very hard. Everyone seemed to know
so much more than I did. It seemed that they could do things better, too. Now I realize that it was
home to some, so it was not so strange. It was a big change for me, but I was determined not to
fail. I studied hard and spent long, long hours working. I will never forget our first trip home. I
would always love home, but it was dearer than ever, and for the first time I knew how my
mother felt ‐– how much she had missed Alpha and me.
We had gone off to college so happy and free because of our parents. We had learned what
home‐sickness was, too. It was two different girls who waved goodbye from the train in Delta,
Utah on our way back to school after Thanksgiving. I can still remember how I felt. It was 5 a.m.
and I can see my mother and father standing there, alone on that platform waving to us. I
realized the depths of their feelings for us. I knew how much they hoped for us. As the train took
us back to Provo, I can remember praying in my heart that I would make them proud of me. I
went back to BYU with a determination that stayed with me and saw me through even though
the going was not easy. I graduated with the class I had started with, yet I taught one whole
winter in Baker, Nevada and stayed from August 1932 to January 1933 with Mother after Father
died in August. I also worked in the library four hours each day and corrected English papers at
night.
I had many friends and knew nearly everyone on campus. Because I knew where I was going and
worked hard, I grew very close to my teachers. They were wonderful men and women and did
everything to encourage and direct me. Guy C. Wilson became like a father to me. Dr. Snow
inspired me to love western history. I still wish to study more about it. Elsie Carroll, my first and
freshman English teacher, gave me encouragement. She had my first short story published in the
School paper. Just the other day I found it in my cedar chest. During my senior year I corrected
the freshman English papers for her. Dr. Merrill was so kind and helped me to prepare to teach.
When I returned to college after teaching, I decided to major in child care and development, but
in order to teach in Nevada, I had to have serving foods and child care, et cetera. I learned to
manage a cafeteria and to sew. It was during this time that I received much help from Effie
Warnick. She expected a great deal from her students. She forced me to do my best by expecting
excellent work.
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Figure 272 – Robison Girls a Courting – c1934

Figure 273 – Bertha B. and Alpha J Robison – 1935

L to R: Bertha B. Robison, Owen C. Stevens, Alpha J
Robison and Wendell S. Lambert

September 1934 to May 1939 – Elwin, Newal, Lenard & Melvin attend College
These were very trying years for the James F. and Doyle C. Robison families – it was in the
middle of the Great Depression, Jim died in August 1932, Doyle with the help of the four boys
was trying to hold the Robison Brothers partnership together and make money, there was a
major drought in 1934, Doyle was seriously injured in 1936, Birdie sold her interest in Robison
Brothers to Doyle in 1937 and these four young men needed an education. It is not hard to
understand that there was a lot of give and take to make sure they got an education and
Robison Brothers remained solvent and profitable. Following is an overview of how they got
their higher education:


Spring 1934 – Elwin attends BYU



1934/1935 – Elwin and Newal attend BYU



1935/1936 – Newal returned to BYU



1935/1936 – Elwin stayed on the ranch until the summer of 1936



1935/1936 Lenard and Melvin went to LDS Business College



Late February 1936 – Doyle was seriously injured – Newal, Lenard and Melvin all came home to join
Elwin on the ranch



1936/1937 – Melvin stayed on the ranch
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1936/1937 – Lenard returned to LDS Business College for the school year – ran out of money in
January 1937 so went to work – returned to the ranch in March



Fall 1936 – Newal stayed on the ranch and returned to BYU in January 1937



Fall 1936 – Elwin went back to BYU and returned to work in Ely in late December 1936



1937 – Birdie and her family agreed to sell their interest in Robison Brothers to Doyle



1937/1938 – Melvin & Newal went to LDS Business College and Lenard stayed on the ranch



June 1938 –Birdie, Beulah and George move to Provo so Beulah and George can continue their
education



1938/1939 Lenard returned to LDS Business College for the school year – had an operation in March –
spent about two months recuperating



That ended all the formal schooling of these four boys

Newal J. Robison records:
1934/1935/1936
Elwin and I went to the University (Brigham
Young University) in the fall of 1934. We
“batched” it down on 5th West and 5th
North. This first year at school Kenneth
Baker, Alpha, Elwin, and I were there.

Figure 274 – At BYU – 1934/1935

In the fall of 1935 Alpha and I “batched” to‐
gether in an apartment across from where
your mother (Norma) lived on University
Avenue. The family’s name that we stayed
with was Snell. Elwin was at the Home
Ranch.
The year that I stayed at the Snell’s I don’t
know where Alpha was, but it was winter.
Anyway, they hauled me into Provo and
dumped me off after Christmas. I was all
alone in the basement of the Snell’s home. I
was a grown boy, but you know that
everyone has a turn at getting homesick.
Well, there I was and with the train whistles
blowing at night, etc. I was “homesick.” I
guess that everybody goes through that.
Anyway, when I think about it, if I had
known your Mother better at that time, I
would have walked across the street.

L to R: Kenneth W. Baker, Elwin A. Robison and
Newal J. Robison

While at Brigham Young University those two years I took accounting and business
administration.
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Melvin A. Robison records:
In the fall of 1935, Mother and Dad took Lenard and me to Salt Lake. And we had no idea what
to expect! And we found a room – an outside porch – that Lenard and I. stayed in, with a lady by
the name of Mrs. Evans. She was an old hag and she fed us just the way she did everything else –
she about starved us to death that winter. And cold! It was so cold out on that porch!
It was the old Nira Apartments on South Temple Street and you had to walk down a hall to the
bathroom, clear through everybody else’s rooms. Of course, a bathroom was something new to
us.
In the beginning I, of course, attended Church at the little old log schoolhouse in Spring Valley
and then later we went to Garrison and Baker to Sunday School. But, when I went to the 12th and
13th Wards in Salt Lake is when I really got involved. And our whole lives were tied up in that
ward because we had no money to do anything else. We went to every activity, every dance –
anything they had at the ward, we were there. And it was important to us. It was the most
important thing there was.
We never had a car to take a girl someplace. We always walked. We’d walk them to the Church
and after, walk her to her place and then pick up another and walk back. We weren’t very loyal
to any of them. (Laughter)
I was sixteen and just turned seventeen the month that we got to Salt Lake. I grew up fast.
We put in that year at the LDS Business College and we did well for the time that we were there.
I can remember the first year that Lenard and I went to school we couldn’t go buy a bunch of
grapes for 20 cents. We didn’t have the money to do it. If we went to a show it was the nickle
show down at the Empire, but we didn’t have money to have treats. We could buy a little soap to
wash our clothes with, but that was it. It was terribly tight.

Lenard D. Robison writes:
Our parents took us there where we found a place on South Temple Street in an apartment house
where we found board and room, with an in‐active member of the church. The old Nira
Apartments was the name of the place. We were truly two lost sheep. We had only been to Salt
Lake a few times that I could remember. To be left alone to attend school was an experience I will
never forget. We felt so alone and homesick for the first time in our lives, but we soon became
involved in church activities, in the old 12th, 13th Ward, with an uncle of ours, T. Frank Swallow.
He lived in the old Swallow apartments with his mother, our step grandmother, Mattie Swallow.
Grandfather George Shallow had passed away a number of years before. They were kind to us
and helped us to associate with many fine young men and women in that ward. This was the
first time that we were actually involved in church activities and to learn more of the Gospel. We
appreciated all that we had received that winter.
1936/1937
In October 1936 I again returned to LDS Business College in Salt Lake City, Utah and stayed with
my step grandmother and continued my schooling until January when I no longer had finances
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to continue. I went to work for the Barwick Farrin Wholesale Furniture Company as an
accountant in their office. I worked till May 1937 when I once more returned home where there
was much work to be done with the sheep and the ranch work. I kept active in the church while
in Salt Lake City and was ordained an elder on March 21, 1937 by Harold S. Hintze then
President of the Elders quorum of the 12th, 13th Ward of the Ensign Stake in Salt Lake City.

Newal J. Robison writes:
In the fall of 1936 Elwin went to BYU and stayed at the Wilson’s.

Melvin A. Robison records:
1937/1938
I remained home with the livestock, as Dad was still recuperating. Lenard got a job there, too. I
did the work at home until the fall of 1937 and then I went back to school.
I took accounting, while attending LDS
Business College, and I don’t want to
sound like it’s bragging, but I went
further in accounting, in the amount of
time that I was there, than anybody
had ever gone in the same amount of
time. You see, there you went your
own pace – every thing you did you
went your own pace. I accomplished
more lessons than anybody else had in
accounting. I liked it and knew that I
didn’t have much time to do it in. My
instructor was Heber C. Kimball, a big,
red faced guy. He was a rough teacher
with everybody, but he was good to
me. I was so hard up for money that he
got me a job at the school correcting
papers and I would stay up two hours
a night correcting papers. This was for
just some extra money. Money was
scarce. You didn’t spend but carefully.
The second year that I went, I had a
little more money, but very little more,
because there wasn’t anybody to help
me.

Figure 275 – Melvin A. Robison – 1937

Lenard D. Robison writes:
My brother returned in October 1937 to LDS Business College and I continued to work with my
father, with the sheep and cattle and ranches. My brother returned to the ranch in the spring of
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1938 where we worked with the entire operation and continued to invest what money we could
to become equal partners with Father in Robison Brothers.

Melvin A. Robison records:
It was back to LDS Business College for me. That year I stayed with a lady by the name of
Sherble, she and her husband, Paul. They were great people. She was a second mother to me.
And I paid $35.00 a month and she did all my laundry for me, ironing and the best room and
board anybody could ever have. What a difference from the stay at Nira Apartments. Mrs.
Sherble was so great and so good to me. He was a nice man, but different than she was.

Newal J. Robison records:
Then in the fall of 1937 I went to the LDS Business College in Salt Lake City and took the same
courses.
Accounting, etc. was what most young men took, because you needed it whether you were going
to be in livestock, trucks, or whatever – a business background in school certainly would never
go wrong. I am sure that most of the Robison brothers took those courses and got their business
training at the LDS Business College.
1937 was the year that I went to Salt Lake City and school and stayed with the Sherble family.
Melvin went with me and we “boarded” with them. They lived on the Avenue and South
Temple. He and Lenard had stayed there the previous year, but Lenard was not with us.
I had a car. It was a new Chevrolet Sedan and we were at one of the intersections turning up on
the Avenue and I guess that I made a left hand turn in front of someone and we really “burned”
rubber to avoid a near collision! We were real “hot dogs” then! We had just come in from the
ranch and were going up to the Sherble’s. I’ll never forget that!
Figure 276 – On the Fence in Oxford, Idaho – 1938

L to R: Melvin A Robison, Clyda Seegmiller, Lucille Oxford and T. Frank Swallow
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The tricks that Melvin played on Sherble were funny. One of them was when Melvin was trying
to shave with a straight razor and he was using Sherble’s razor strap to sharpen his razor. It was
a real nice leather strap and Melvin was going back and forth with the razor and one of the
“forth’s” he cut the strap right through.
Melvin didn’t know what to do. He had to tell Sherble and then we went downtown and bought
another double strap for (guessing) about $1.98 and Melvin changed the amount on the strap to
$10.98 – gave it to Mr. Schurble and he never thought that he didn’t have the finest leather strap
around. Melvin never gave up.
I went back to Salt Lake to the LDS Business College, I had a car. Almost every weekend Melvin
and I were down in Provo or she (Norma) was up in Salt Lake with Mignon (who was married
and living there.) This was when Melvin started going with Clyda and Frank Swallow (our
cousin) was going with a gal out of Idaho. We went out almost every Saturday night to a dance.
Oh, we were real “hot dogs!” I can only presume that we were getting serious.

Lenard D. Robison writes:
1938/1939
In 1938, I met LaVon Wade, step daughter of my uncle Alfred Swallow who lived at Big Springs
Ranch, Nevada and in Salt Lake City, Utah. When I returned to LDS Business College in the fall
of that year, LaVon and I started dating and continued to date for the few months I went to
College that was till February of 1939. We didn’t see much of each other again until I was
hospitalized in March 1939. When I returned from the hospital, I stayed in my uncle’s home with
them till I was strong enough to return again to Snake Valley where we were then living as we
had moved there after purchasing the interest of James F. Robison estate. That summer LaVon
and her family moved out to the Big Springs Ranch and we were able to see each other
occasionally during that summer.

1938 to 1944 – College for the Three Youngest Children – Beulah, George and Lois
George Swallow Robison writes:
Moving to Provo
The summer before my senior year (1938) our family circumstances changed. My father had died
6 years earlier, and Mother and my older brothers had been able to keep the ranch going, but she
could see this would no longer be possible. She sold the ranch to my uncle and it was off to
Provo, Utah where she had purchased a home. In the fall of that year, by luck, there was a math
teacher, Mr. Reese, at Provo High School who took interest in me. That year I took Algebra I,
Algebra II, Solid Geometry, Trigonometry, Geology, and Home Economics for boys. The next
summer I was back in Nevada, working at the Flying A service station in Ely. I worked form 6:00
p.m. through the night to 6:00 a.m. seven days a week. The summer went fast, but I was not
prepared to enter college. I took the English entrance exam and failed. So, that year I took “bone
head English” with about 20 other freshman without credit. I did OK in College Algebra.
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School and Work in Provo
The summer of 1940 I worked at the Standard of California gasoline station on University
Avenue in Provo. It was my experience in Ely, Nevada that got me the job. Back in BYU that fall I
wrote a paper on the Pony Express for English and even got a good grade! I took Chemistry and
had a hard time with that class. I thought about going into business and accounting, but after one
accounting class, I lost interest in business and wondered what to try next.
The summer of 1941 was spent working at Provo Brick and Tile. It was very hard work, but paid
better than the gas station. In September it was back to BYU. The challenge that quarter was
Analytic Geometry and being concerned with the war in Europe. We who were 20 years old
knew that we would be drafted into the military. Each young man had to decide if it was wise to
enlist or wait to be drafted.

Beulah attended BYU from the fall of 1938 to the spring of 1940, when she then went on an LDS
Mission. She returned to finish her education at BYU in the fall of 1942 and she graduated in the
spring of 1944.
George attended BYU from the fall of 1939 through the fall of 1941, working summers in Ely or
Provo. He then worked for Doyle, Lenard and Melvin at the old ranch from December 1941 to
August 1942. George then returned to BYU for the fall of 1942. He signed up for the Army Air
Corps that December and entered the military in March 1943. After basic training he took
meteorology classes at the University of Chicago and finished there in March 1944 with a
commission as a weather officer. BYU accepted all his University of Chicago credits, so he was
able to graduate from BYU in June 1944.
Lois Robison Rowley records:

Figure 277 – Attending BYU – 1943‐1944

After graduation I went to BYU every winter and
came home to help Mother in the summers as her
health wasn’t very good. On the ranch with hired
hands to feed, it was too much for Mother to do
alone.
Lorene Dearden (Wheeler) and I had been very
good friends all through high school and we
decided to board and room with my Aunt Birdie
the first year. The second year we rented a
basement apartment from William Boyle, a college
professor, and enjoyed being on our own. Lorene
didn’t come back the third year and so I roomed
and boarded at the William Thompson home and
also lived there my senior year.
From the beginning of the college years I was sure
I wanted to major in home economics, and that’s
what I did and also earned a teaching certificate in
June 1944. I graduated with my four year degree
from B.Y.U. on the 4th of June 1947.

L to R: Beulah A. Robison, Lorene Dearden and
Lois P. Robison
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1916 – 1932 Camping on Baker Creek
George Swallow Robison writes:
Summer Schedule
My first memories of camping were during the summers while we lived on the ranch in Nevada.
Father was still alive and we were a complete family. Summer was a demanding time on the
ranch and certain activities had to be done, to the day, each summer. When school was let out in
mid May, there were duties for all the children. There were special days working with the sheep,
these duties were the most fun, with school out. By this time the lambs were run through the
docking process – tails cut off, ears marked, male lambs were castrated and all received a paint
brand. These were always long days of work and fun for me. I am not sure Beulah enjoyed such
work, but she did it when it had to be done.
Figure 278 – Setting Up Camp on Baker Creek – c1925

James F. & Birdie Swallow Robison sitting on the burro to hold it still while Doyle C. Robison stands on the burro to
attach a fly rope to a tree – The fly rope will hold the canvas that provides shade and rain protection for the camp table

As soon as the sheep herds went on the summer range, this would be after Memorial Day, the
first crop of alfalfa hay was cut and prepared for stacking. This involved the whole family again.
There were hired hands to help. The girls helped Mother fix big meals and the boys at any age
did something when we were haying. The first haying crop was always over by July 4th, and we
celebrated that day with good eats and going up Lehman or Baker Creeks for the full day. From
July 10 to July 24, there was break in the duties on the ranch. The meadow grass was not ready
to cut and the second crop of alfalfa was not full grown. This was the time for the family to go
camping.
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As I remember these camping trips were not just for our family, but with Uncle Doyle’s family
and others. This meant that there were lots of activities and things to do. Father and Uncle Doyle
still had to tend the sheep and supply the sheep herders – this meant that there were horses to
ride. The older boys were going fishing, hiking or being involved with working with the sheep.
Figure 279 – A Hike above Baker Creek – c1930

L to R – Back Row: Lenard D. Robison, Newal J. Robison, Alpha J Robison,
George S. Robison, Mabel Robison, Melvin A. Robison and Elwin A. Robison
Front Row: Beulah A. Robison (sitting) and Lois P. Robison with hat

The camping trip that comes out of my memory is the one up Baker Creek and in looking back I
was about 10 years old. In those days there were no pre‐selected areas where you would put
your tents and build the fires. There were no tables furnished by the Forest Service like in the
camp sites of today. There was always a big production as we loaded the trucks and cars to go
camping. When we got to the camp site we all began to select the best places for our tents, getting
the table set up and a suitable place for the cooking fire.
The first day of camping it was my job to get fire wood, dead sagebrush and a lot of it. Then
being 10 years old I spent my time exploring the mountain slopes near camp. I always wanted to
go where the big boys (older brothers) went, but they were not so sure that I could keep up with
them. They would let me go with them and let me carry the fish bag when they went fishing.
Whenever the girls decided to go hiking I got to go. Some of the hikes were long, like up to
Baker Lake or to the peaks at the head of Snake Creek. Once we went to the top of Wheeler Peak.
There was always more than enough to eat. Dad or Uncle Doyle did most of the cooking. On
these camping trips we had sourdough bread baked in the ground, watermelon and a lot of fried
lamb.
After the camping trip it was fun to go back home and do the familiar things there. By this time
the meadow grass was ready to cut and bale, then it was time for the second crop of alfalfa. Even
with the work, we would remember and talk about the good times of camping.
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When Father died this ended our camping trips as a family. Mother could not do all that was
needed when camping on her own, and the older children in the family were now old enough to
leave home.
Climbing Mountains
At this age (no longer a boy), I recognize that it is in nearly every boy the desires to climb
mountains. If you are from the west there are mountains to climb. It was a special day for the
boys in our family as we were able to go into the mountains just for fun and climbing. Most of
our time in the mountains around the ranch was in performing duties with the sheep, such as
tending camp, hunting lost sheep, providing places to water the sheep and making sure all was
well with the herders.
Many of these special climbs were made during the vacation time when we camped as a family
on Baker Creek, Lehman Creek or Strawberry Creek. I was the youngest of the boys, so climbs
were not for me, but I had my share. I never liked fishing but the hiking part was fun for me and
I carried the fish for Newal, Elwin, Melvin and Lenard.
The Back Side of Wheeler Peak
While on Baker Creek, we planned a long hike up the back side of Wheeler Peak. This was a
tough hike, very steep. No fishing was planned but we wanted to get up high enough to see
down into Snake Creek and out into Spring Valley. We packed a lunch and those were not like
the light lunch of the professional climber. There was a lot to eat. Being the youngest, I didn’t
have to carry anything, just stay up with the bigger brothers. We did get a long way up Wheeler
Peak – we hiked to the head of Baker Creek. We experienced some things that I will never forget.
Drinking From a Spring
A drink from a spring that must be fed from ice or snow somewhere, it’s so cold and refreshing.
It seems at the headwater of each creek there is just such a spring. You are always thirsty and
you can’t drink all you want because it is so cold.
Coming Off the Mountain
Going home is an experience and much faster. If the shale rock is small and loose, you can jump
and slide down it at high speeds, such was the area as we headed home. Your shoes wear out
fast. As we proceeded down we came to an area of grass and small quaking aspens. If you select
the right size tree and keep yourself upright, by holding on long enough to an aspen tree, you
could keep from going very fast. You have to experience it a few times to be good at it and fast. I
was the last one down but we were all laughing as we took time again to drink from a cool
spring or stream.
Sleep comes fast after a full day’s hiking. Of course, we had a big and great meal that night.
Mother was always relieved when we got back to camp safely.
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Between Baker and Snake Creeks
Another hike was to the pass between Baker Creek and Snake Creek. If you go a little further
you are at the headwaters of Williams Creek that runs into Spring Valley. We experienced, on
this hike, something I could not believe. We were at least at 11,000 feet altitude and had opened
a can of pork and beans as well as having bread and a can of tomatoes. Before we could finish,
we and the food were covered with black flies. Where they came from at that altitude, I do not
know. They say it is a common occurrence but it impressed a young boy.
Wheeler Peak
I always wanted to climb Wheeler Peak. It was arranged and plans made to leave from a point
up Lehman Creek, where the road ended, at daylight. The rules of the hike were if you couldn’t
make it, they would pick you up on the way down. We hiked to Stella Lake, then the trail got
steep and the air thin. We had our last drink of water and up to the pass between Baldy and
Wheeler, then up the ridge. I made it with energy to spare.
What a thrill to stand on the top, look in all directions and see everything: Snake Valley, Spring
Valley, Lake Valley, Saw Tooth Mountain, and Mount Moriah. I would like to do it again right
now. I was a tired young man that night but this hike put things in my mind that will always
come up when I think good thoughts.

Newal J. Robison records:
Two to three weeks each summer at the end of July (between hay crops) we left hired people at
the ranches to take care of things. Uncle Doyle, Uncle Alf, and Father and all the families went
together at this time to Baker Creek. We had separate camps, but ate many of the meals together.
The boys had their tents near the main stream and the girls had their tents near the camps. Boys
didn’t want the girls around! (Laugh) Typical!
Also, the purpose of camping at Baker Creek (pronounced “crick”) at this time was “camp
tending.” Once a week, on saddle horse, we would go up to check the sheepherder and take him
provisions that he had asked for the previous week. Such as: tomatoes, beans, milk, cheese,
bacon, flour, jams and fresh meat from the ranch. The sheepherder would live in a “tee pee” tent.
The families would take sheep wagons, tents, horses (4‐5) and all provisions for the many very
good meals that would be prepared. There were permanent tables, etc. built in previous years
that were always there to be used each year of camping. These tables were built under or near a
big tree.
A few times fresh venison would be eaten (but of course deer was out of season and this was not
too permissible ‐‐‐‐‐hummmmmmmmmm!)
Fish were caught twice a day (sometimes the limit, sometimes a little over the limit). These were
caught by poles, then laid into the creek and a rock put on it to hold it under the water. The creek
was melted snow, therefore very, very cold and the fish could be kept there for weeks, almost in
a frozen state.
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Figure 280 – Camping on Baker Creek – 1923

L to R – Seated: Bertha B. Robison, Elwin A. Robison, Alpha J Robison and Newal J. Robison
Standing: George Swallow Robison, unknown fisherman, and Beulah A. Robison
Figure 281 – Breakfast “Fish Fry” on Baker Creek – 1924

L to R – Back Row: (older girls & adults) Alpha J Robison, Bertha B. Robison, Birdie Swallow Robison, unknown,
Alfred M. Swallow holding Calvin A. Swallow, James F. Robison, Doyle C. Robison & Pearl Swallow Robison – Front
Row: (children) Elwin A. Robison, Beulah A. Robison, Newal J. Robison, Lenard D. Robison and Melvin A. Robison
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The men did the cooking while out camping. Father would fry fish and all meat in a specially
made long handled, steel fry pan that would be put on the fire and the handle supported by a
forked stick. The handle was a good 3‐4 feet long. This was to make it easy to handle the pan
without burning your hands. Father made this pan handle himself.
Doyle used Dutch ovens to fry his meat, etc.
My father baked baking powder bread in a small Dutch oven over the fire with coals laid on the
top of the lid (lid indented in the Dutch ovens).
Dad would help Mother with all the cooking even to the baking of yeast bread in Dutch ovens
buried in hot coals in the ground; it was at these times that Dad would make his famous Wheeler
Soup that we all enjoyed. Each morning they would make and bake in Dutch ovens round loaves
of baking powder bread and this was broken in pieces so each of the family could enjoy it with
butter and jam; these camping trips bring many precious memories to each child.
Uncle Doyle baked sourdough bread or biscuits, by using the same principle.

Elwin A. Robison writes:
As the James Robison family and the Doyle Robison family were growing up, never a summer
passed but we took time off from the ranch for both families to spend a week or ten days
camping in the mountains. Our favorite canyon at the time was Baker Creek – it was the most
beautiful of all the canyons, and there was an abundance of fish and wildlife. We also often had a
herd of sheep in the area.
What memories our two families have of these occasions – the most delightful times of our lives.
How unfortunate it was that it was on one of these occasions, when we were camping on Baker
Creek, that my father was taken seriously ill, and very shortly thereafter, passed away.

Melvin A. Robison records:
Every summer, without fail, on Baker Creek, we went camping. Dad would be at the top camp,
as far as the car would take us and then if Grandfather and Grandmother Robison were there
they would camp just below us, with Uncle Alf and Aunt Nell camping there someplace close,
and Uncle Jim and Aunt Birdie and the family right below that.
Wherever we happened to go camping—Baker, Strawberry, Lehman Creek, they always bought
for Uncle Jim’s camp and ours a 5 lb. tin box of mixed cookies. Oh, the marshmallow, coconut,
and chocolate cookies were just great! And they would buy a case of potato chips. They were
made just like they are now, but when you only had them once a year you would get sick eating
so many.
We would get some grape pop in cork bottles, put in some raisins and try to set that so we could
get some alcohol out of it, but we never did get anything you could drink. It was all bad. We
would flavor it with an Aspen cork, but it was so bad that we gave up on it. I guess we just didn’t
know the right combinations. (Laughter)
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But, as for other store bought things, nobody really wanted anything other than what we already
had.
Those were really great times!
The four of us, Elwin, Newal, Lenard and I, never missed a day fishing. We always fished. And
we knew how. There were plenty of fish then. We would hike everywhere – up to Wheeler, and
that was a long way to hike (13,063 ft.). We would go to Baker Creek Lake and camp with our
burro. We’d go to the head of the left‐hand fork, go hunting deer, and so on.
While camping during those summers, everybody cooked their own and yet you swapped back
and forth, or have one of the family join you, and as for the kids – it didn’t matter where they ate.
Whichever camp looked like it had the best feed – that is where the kids would go.
Of course, we were taking care of the summer sheep at this time, while camping, so we had
plenty of mutton and lamb, lots of bacon – both salt belly and the breakfast bacon, all in slabs.
Lots of potatoes and onions, sourdough bread every meal and fish at least once a day – fried fish.
Most of the trout were 6 to 10 inches.
At the spring, where we got our drinking water, I don’t think you would ever find less than 100
fish that had been caught. It was just ice water and they would keep for many days. Everybody
liked to fish.
Leaving the Summer Sheep Camps
We would stay up there for two weeks. We, the four boys, until we were well into high school,
didn’t leave the camping behind that we didn’t cry. We loved it that much. We always put our
tent over by the creek away from everybody else. And we had great fun!
After Uncle Jim died we stopped camping up Baker Creek because that is where we were when
he was so sick just before he passed away. It just wasn’t as much fun after that.

National Park Predicted in 1930
Elwin A. Robison writes in 1979:
The area in which we were privileged to run our livestock on the US Forest has been proposed as
a National Park, and I remember so well one day with my father on Lehman Creek, as we took
provisions to the sheep herders, he told me that I would see the day that it would be made into a
park, so that others would have the privilege of enjoying the beauty and scenery of the Mt.
Wheeler area.

Our Swallow Heritage – Volume III – The History of George Swallow’s Daughters

Page 193

Turning the hearts of the fathers to their children and the hearts of the children to their fathers

Figure 282 – Wheeler Peak – June 2005

Figure 283 – Wheeler Peak – June 2005
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Chapter 5 – The Swallow/Robison Families – Ranches
For the James F. & Birdie Swallow Robison and Doyle C. & Pearl Swallow Robison
Families
Chronology for Chapter 5 – 1921 to 1949


1918 to 1938 – The Birdie Swallow Robison family live at the old Gregory Ranch



1921 to 1938 – The Pearl Swallow Robison family live at the Willard Creek Ranch



1935 to 1980 – The Bertha Robison Stevens family live in Massachusetts and Connecticut



1936 to 1960 – The Alpha Robison Lambert family live in Ely, Nevada



1938 to 1945 – The Birdie Swallow Robison family live in Provo, Utah



1938 to 1945 – The Newal J. Robison family live in Ely, Nevada



1938 to 1975 – The Elwin A. Robison family live in Ely, Nevada



1938 to 1949 – The Pearl Swallow Robison family live at the old Gregory Ranch



1939 to 1946 – The Melvin A. Robison family live at the Willard Creek Ranch



1940 to 1948 – The Lenard D. Robison family live at the old George Samuel Robison Ranch



1945 to 1951 – The George Swallow Robison family live in Ely, Nevada



1946 to 1948 – The Melvin A. Robison family live at the old Ed Robison Ranch
Swallow/Robison
Children

Years
Grade School

Years
High School

Years
College

Year 1st
Married

Bertha B. Robison

1918 to 1925
Robison

1925 to 1930
Baker

1930 to 1934
Alpine/BYU

1935

Alpha J Robison

1918 to 1925
Robison

1925 to 1930
Baker

1930 to 1934
BYU

1936

Elwin A. Robison

1921 to 1930
Robison/Baker

1930 to 1934
Baker/BYU

1934 to 1937
BYU

1938

Newal J. Robison

1922 to 1930
Robison/Baker

1930 to 1934
Baker

1934 to 1938
BYU/LDS

1939

Lenard D. Robison

1924 to 1931
Robison/Shingle

1931 to 1935
Shingle/Baker

1935 to 1939
LDS

1940

Melvin A. Robison

1924 to 1931
Robison/Shingle

1931 to 1935
Shingle/Baker

1935 to 1938
LDS

1939

Beulah A. Robison

1926 to 1934
Baker

1934 to 1938
Baker

1938 to 1944
BYU/Mission

1945

George S. Robison

1927 to 1935
Baker

1935 to 1939
Baker/BYU

1939 to 1944
BYU/Chicago

1943

Lois P. Robison

1931 to 1938
Shingle/Baker

1938 to 1942
Baker

1942 to 1946
BYU

1947
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The Old Gregory Ranch
Bertha Robison Stevens writes:
Overview of Life on the Ranch
All these young years were spent so close to home. I can recall the wonderful days in the spring
when all of us would help drop the seeds for our garden. They were such wonderful gardens, fit
for a king, and cared for excellently by Father. How I remember the orchards in bloom. It was a
glorious sight to see – a little Garden of Eden. The spring, summer and fall months were
strenuous with work: it was planting time, lambing and shearing time for those herds of sheep,
haying time and then the harvests! How all of us worked. What fun we had because we were all
a part of whatever was done. Work and play were one. I can see now that Mother made things
special by cooking such wonderful food so that each meal or picnic was a high point in the day. I
can still feel the Spirit about our table. I was always serious and wanted things nice. As I grew
older I tried, as I imagine all other children do, to improve the good old ways. I am grateful that
my father was tender toward me at this age. He seemed to feel that I was right.
Figure 284 – James F. &
Birdie Swallow Robison – c1921

Figure 285 – James F. & Birdie Swallow Robison
Children – c1921

L to R: Bertha B., Alpha J, Elwin A., Newal J. & Beulah Robison

Our home, during my high school days, was the home where most of our parties were held. We
could have our friends in at any time. My folks always encouraged us to have our friends come
home. I have known Mother and Father to make ice cream, fried chicken, cakes and biscuits, etc.,
while we danced. What wonderful parents we had!
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George Swallow Robison writes:
Father and Mother
Father passed away when I was eleven and I wish to record some of my memories of him and of
Mother. Father was a bookkeeper, financial clerk and general manager of Robison Brothers. Uncle
Doyle was more of the operations manager. In the evenings, especially during fall and winter,
Father would be working at his roll‐top desk doing necessary book work and Mother would be
sitting in her special rocking chair mending or sewing. So many times I would want some special
attention and would go to Mother to get my back rubbed, my childhood contentment was at its
highest. Remember, I was the youngest, so maybe I got more attention. I hope so.
Memories
The James Robison Home Ranch holds many a good memory for the children of these two
families: The big willow tree by the old bunk house, where we children climbed and played,
where Dad used the large limbs to hang up pigs when they were slaughtered. The livestock
appreciated the willow tree (at least 7 feet in diameter) for the shade in the hot summer. This tree
was planted by Grandfather George when he was staying with his half sister after he came to
Nevada.
Figure 286 – Strawberry Creek

R to L: Bald Mountain, Strawberry Creek (bottom of canyon) & Strawberry/Willard Creek summit at the V

Strawberry Creek, became part of the ranch range – a place for the sheep to graze in the summer,
a source of water for irrigation on the ranch, and a place to go fishing, hunting, and camping. The
whole family would go up there in the summer between the first and second crop of hay and
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camp. I remember bringing snow off “Ole Baldy” (Bald Mountain) to make ice cream. It was real
good.
The Doyle Robison Family still plan a summer vacation camping on Strawberry.
Every mountain stream in Nevada was and still is a valuable source of water and a place to go
for those who like the out of doors. Robison Brothers Ranch provided a good living for two
families.

Physical Description of the Ranch
George Swallow Robison writes:
Ranch Location
The ranch is located about eight miles northwest of Baker, Nevada. Most likely that meadow spot
became a ranch at about the same time as the Baker ranch got going. The ranch was established at
the time our family moved there. It was located on a country road. It was still a narrow dirt road
when Mother, Beulah, and I moved to Provo, Utah (now it is on Routes 6 and 50 which is an oil
surfaced road and a good road). From the main road just above and east of the ranch, there is a
very narrow road about one mile long that came to the ranch. Some places were so narrow only
one car could go at a time. This same narrow road continued past the ranch for another three
miles along the edge of Weaver Creek and then finally joined the county road above Grandfather
Robison’s (George Samuel Robison) ranch. To get into our home and ranch area, you crossed a
bridge over Weaver Creek. The bridge was made of large timbers with a wooden plank surface.
Most of the time there was very little water under the bridge and you would wonder why it was
needed. Then would come a flash flood in August and you knew why. The bridge delivered you
right in front of our home.
Figure 287 – The Old Gregory Ranch – c1927
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Ranch Had Natural Meadows and Springs
The ranch was started because of some natural meadows and springs that produced water the
year around. If there was not a continuous source of water there would not have been a ranch.
For the irrigation of the crops there was water from Strawberry Creek, which came from the
northwest mountains. We had the water rights for that creek. Strawberry Creek did not have its
head waters on Wheeler Peak, but on Bald Mountain just to the east of Wheeler Peak. Weaver
Creek ran in front of our home on the east side. We never used the water out of this creek, we
never had the water rights to that water. We just played in it. In August, Strawberry Creek would
go dry and no water would reach the ranch. Weaver Creek was dry by early July. Most of the
water that we used to irrigate the gardens, the orchards, the lawn, and to fill the swimming pool
came from the springs on the ranch.
Figure 288 – Natural Meadows at Old Gregory Ranch – Wheeler Peak in Center

Newal J. Robison records:
New House Built
A new house was built in 1925 by a contractor from Ely, Nevada by the name of Burt Brown.
They started dismantling the old log house in March of 1925 and the carpenters as well as the
family lived in tents while the construction went on. The wash house was used as a kitchen
where Mother cooked and fed everyone, even the carpenters.
The house was completed in the late summer of 1925. A net fence was built around the house
and a lawn, shrubbery and trees were planted; two identical blue spruce trees were planted in
the front of the house by Dad. Water was piped into the house from a spring, and at last Mother
had cold running water in her kitchen.

George Swallow Robison writes:
This home was a box type, frame house with all of the rooms on the ground floor. There were
three bedrooms and a small room that became a bathroom. Before the plumbing was completed,
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when I was about 15 years old, it was the room I slept in as a young boy (so I could be close to
Mother and Father). The bedrooms were all on the south side of the house. Mother and Dad had
the back bedroom, the girls had the middle bedroom, and the front bedroom was for guests. The
boys slept in a sheep wagon or on the porch. On the north side, from front to back, were the
living room, dining room and kitchen. The dining room was the largest and there we spent most
of our time. In the cold days of winter it was the room that was the warmest. Around the front
(east side) and the whole north side was porch with large white supports going up to the roof.
The west part of the porch on the north side was screened in. This was where we kept our coats,
hats, boots, and a lot of things Mother used in cooking and cleaning. There was room to put a
bed and it was used by the girls for summer sleeping. It was by the kitchen end of the porch that
the firewood was piled. It was a place where the butter churn was kept. It was always the duty of
the youngest boy to keep a supply of dry wood for the cooking stove and the heating stove on
the porch. There were times when I forgot this duty, but I would soon find myself getting the
wood from the wood pile even in the dark (remember I was the youngest for a long time). The
home had a big front door, a door to the north side into the dining room and on the north out of
the kitchen. There were screen doors on the north and west.
Figure 289 – Burt Brown, the Contractor, Finishing New Home – 1925

We had a fenced in yard with a low mesh fence and wooden connector between each post (about
4 feet high). Inside the yard was a large lawn area on the north and east of the cement walkway.
There were flowers out front and along the fence on the east and north. There were some very
large cottonwood trees close to the house on the west side. In the backyard (west side) there was
located the wash house, clothes lines, the water barrel and a little stream. The water barrel was
the most important spot in the yard. The water for the home and the water barrel was piped from
a spring about a quarter mile away. The spring was on higher ground than where the house was
built, so the water had some gravity pressure. The water was piped into the kitchen sink (we
only had cold water). It was from the water barrel (water running in it all the time), that we got
water in the summer for baths, washing hands and watering the lawn and flowers. At the water
barrel was where lots of water fights got started. It was around this barrel, the screened porch,
and the kitchen that I spent most of my time as a young boy. I had some rights being the
youngest.
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Figure 290 – George Swallow Robison‘s Map of Old Gregory Ranch House in the 1930s
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Figure 291 – George Swallow Robison‘s Map of Old Gregory Ranch in 1930s
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her washed our clothes and where we took baths. There was a wood stove in the wash house to
provide hot water. There was a washing machine (Maytag) driven by a small gas engine. Mother
stored a lot of things in there that were not too important. I spent a lot of time there, because that
was where Mother was working a good part of nearly every day.
Figure 292 – Commissary, Home and Bridge at Old Gregory Ranch

To the south of the house there was a log building which we called the commissary. It was
outside the yard fence. It had two rooms and it was like a small western store of the 1930s. The
room to the east was for grain and feed storage. The room to the west had shelves and there was
a counter. On the shelves there were canned goods, flour, sugar, bacon, and many things. Father
would sell some items to other ranchers, but the commissary was there for the use of the family
and to supply the sheep herders.
Also located on the south side of our home, but outside the yard fence, was a vegetable cellar. It
had a dirt roof and had about five steps down to enter. In the cellar, Mother stored her bottled
fruit. The fruit and vegetables never froze and it was cool in the cellar in the summer. In the fall
and early winter there were apples, carrots, cabbage, and parsnips in the bins. The back part of
the cellar was for potatoes. We raised enough potatoes for ourselves, Uncle Doyle’s family, and
for the sheep herders. Most years we had enough potatoes to last until the new potatoes were
large enough in the gardens. They had very wrinkled skins by June.
Baths
It took me some time to get into the habit of having a bath or shower each morning. On the ranch
we had no shower or bath room when I was young. We took our baths in a wash tub. I am sure
when I was about 10 years old I would go two weeks in the winter without a bath – then only
when Mother forced the issue. When our new High School was built in Baker there were
showers in the rest rooms, but there was little time to enjoy them. We went to school on the bus
and school started as soon as the bus got there. When school was over the bus left, there were no
after school activities. Even after we moved to Provo, I didn’t get into the habit of having a daily
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shower – that was to much bother. It wasn’t until I spent time in the Army Air Corp that I
changed. Then and now I love a good shower every morning.
The Out House
On the ranch we had an “out door” toilet. It was not in the same place all of the time we lived on
the ranch. It got moved when Mother complained about the smell. Each place it was put was
over a little stream that ran to the lower part of the ranch. We knew enough not to drink water
from that stream or get into it. The “out house” faced west away from the house, I recall setting
there and enjoying the view of Mount Wheeler. When Owen Stevens became interested in
Bertha, he spent a lot of time at the ranch. He was a good mechanic and he helped Mother to
decide to put in a bath room in our ranch home. We all did a lot of work, but it was Owen that
knew what needed to be done. I became his “go getter” for tools and things. What a joy it was to
have a toilet in the house and a place to take a bath. Mother was the one that enjoyed it the most.

Melvin A. Robison records:
Septic Tank
Owen Stevens was going with our cousin, Bertha, at Uncle Jim’s at this time (about 1934). He
stayed there part of the time, while he was teaching school at Uncle Burt’s. He said, “I’ll put in the
bathroom fixtures and I’ll put in the sewer line if you guys will help me, but you have to dig the
septic tank.”
We went down in the field and dug a hole that was 12 feet each way (it was round) and rocked
the whole thing and then covered it with cedar posts. And that was the septic tank and I bet that
thing is still there. This was in the early 1930s and it was a lot of work, days and days of it. And
then, we covered it all with dirt. But, to my knowledge that has never given any trouble.
But, that was the first time we had an inside bath and that was great! We would have done
anything for that!

George Swallow Robison writes:
Kerosene and Gas Lamps
Because we had only kerosene and gas lamps on the ranch there were only family activities in
the living room where there was light. There was no electricity at all for us when we 1ived on the
ranch. The school bus came early in the morning and we were the first on the bus. There were
chores to do before the bus came so we did get up early. I was the youngest and I went to bed
first. I think that habit has not changed. I think I need or enjoy more sleep than most. I slept in
the same room as my brothers, Elwin and Newal, in the winter time. In the summer we slept on
the porch or in sheep wagons. That was a great change for me. One winter I slept on the open
porch all winter. It was cold and sometimes there was snow on the bed in the mornings.
I am still an early riser. After I am awake, I do not stay in bed long. The morning time is the best
part of the day. That is when I do my running, when I write in the journal and when I read the
scriptures. When business was a part of my life, I liked to make calls on customers as early as
possible. If one gets up early, then you will soon be going to bed early.
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Because of the poor lights, other interesting things to do, and maybe because I was lazy, I didn’t
do a lot of reading as a child or as a teenager.
The Saddle House
One of the buildings in the back of the chicken coop was what we called the saddle house. It was
there that we kept the saddles, pack saddles, and pack bags. We used these when we took
supplies to the sheep herders in the summer. The harnesses for the work horses were hung in the
saddle house. It seemed that there was a leather strap or the buckle that needed fixing every time
we used a saddle or harness. If the tools were not there, then it was off to the blacksmith shop to
get the right tools. We also had feed for the horses (oats) stored there. By the time I was fourteen
years old, I was allowed to take supplies to the herders. It was a lot more fun than working on
the ranch. Sometimes, two pack horses were needed to carry all of the salt for the sheep and the
food supplies for the herders. It was a full day’s activity,
Figure 294 – Owen Stevens and His
with an early start. That day was filled with lots of things
Windmill – 1932
to talk about when you got home. If the sheep herd was
near a snow bank, the snow was hauled home by the pack
horses. There would be ice cream to eat soon after you
arrived at the ranch. You were a real hero when you got
home that afternoon.
Figure 293 – The Saddle House – 1932

Notice chickens and turkeys in chicken yard just in front of Saddle House

The windmill pumped water for the house
and its new bathroom

Garage
Out by the garage (built to take two cars) was a hand operated gas pump. Father thought we
should have a large supply of fuel and he put in an underground tank. About twice a year a tank
truck from one of the oil companies in Ely would deliver us fuel. Father would sell gas to many
of the neighboring ranchers as they needed it. They did not have such a large supply. I am not
sure that Father got paid for all the gas we pumped into other’s barrels and cars. Mother and
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Father enjoyed having neighbors come; they would stay and talk for a long time. There were
special neighbors that were invited to eat with us.
Figure 295 – Wendell S. Lambert in Front of Garage
– c1933

Figure 296 – Doyle & Elwin Siphoning Gas into the
Gas Tank by the Garage – c1940

Newal J. Robison records:
Flash Floods
These were a common occurrence at the ranch. Whenever there was a cloud burst up in the Black
Horse or Sacramento Pass area almost without fail, in a couple of hours the flood water was
running over the stream banks, through our corrals and fields, knocking down everything in its
path.
I can remember once when it got high enough for my father to chain our car to a big tree and we
prepared to climb into another big tree in the back of the house with all of our most important
possessions in suit cases. We never had to do this as the volume of water started to subside. We
had sand bagged the North entrance as it was the lowest.

The Willard Creek Ranch
Melvin A. Robison records:
Sheep Outfit
In the beginning, I believe Dad and Uncle Jim ran one winter herd (2,000 head) and two summer
herds (1,000 head each). They divided the winter herd after the lambs were born. That is all they
started out with, and then that continued on until they were running 10,000 head of sheep in that
area.
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The men who worked with Dad were Miles Robison, one of Dad’s cousins, Bill Miller, and Sam
Robb. We always had old “Bruiser,” the Indian, who used to help herd, too. In the beginning they
didn’t use the Mexicans or the Basque like we did later on. It was mostly the whites and a lot of
Indians that were hired.
From the outset of moving to Willard Creek, in the summer, we went to Shingle Creek Basin
which was up towards Wheeler Mountain. Dad was operating several thousand sheep. I rode in
front of Mother, tied on with a dish towel and Lenard rode behind Dad, because he was a little
older. Mother went with Dad, really a lot, the first few years and would cook for the sheep
shearers at Jack Springs. The first couple of years they went to a place near Milford to shear. Later
they built a shearing plant down by Shoshone.
Every spring, Mother cooked for the shearing crew and went with Dad, to cook for the lambing
crew for the month of May and lived in canvas covered sheep wagons with Lenard and me
sleeping either under the wagon or in back of the old Dodge truck.
When about seven years old (1926), Mother stayed home and Lenard and I alternated going to
lambing camp and learned to cook for the help. Sourdough biscuits were a daily happening and
believe me some of them would have been great to anchor a small ship.
Figure 297 – Melvin A. , Lois P. & Lenard D. Robison
– 1927

Figure 298 – Pearl & Doyle Robison
at Sheep Camp

Lenard D. Robison writes:
The years we lived at Willard Creek were trying years, much illness, Mother ill and not well for
months. On one occasion my father developed Diphtheria. We were snowed in and had to break
the road (or plow road) with four head of horses hooked to ditchers tied together, so we could go
to Ely and bring the doctor in. Through the goodness of the Lord my father’s life was spared to
continue on.
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Newal J. Robison records
Father and Doyle had both cattle and sheep. They grazed on land where we had permits. There
was the Taylor Grazing Act and before that, there was grazing controlled by water. If a certain
spring of water controlled so many square miles of grazing land and, it belonged to the stockman
that controlled the water. That is almost what is true today, only under the Taylor Grazing Act
they allocated it out, fenced it and separated everything. Before this, there used to be problems
with boundaries; where certain livestock would go, etc. I think that this Act was in the early
1930s. Not sure. My father was part of the Taylor Grazing and Doyle had been and was involved
in it during all of its history. I don’t know whether my father participated in it or not because of
the dates.
In the fall they would sell off all the “weather” lambs. “Weathered” lambs were the ones that
were neutered. This was done in the spring when we had the “docking.” They did 4 things: they
castrated them, cut their tails off, ear marked them and branded them. They could tell them by
these markings.
Most of the ewe lambs were kept for breeding purposes, but they graded them. The poor ones
they sold off and the good ones they kept for breeding and also sold all the older ewes off. They
would grade the ewes every year, too.
Figure 299 – 1,000 Lambs with one Ewe at Willard Creek after Lambs Were Docked in One Day – c1936

A heard of 1,100 lambs with one ewe at Willard Creek after the lambs were all docked in one day
The round tin granary on the right is where all the corn was stored to help feed the sheep over the winter
The photo is looking west across Spring Valley, Nevada

There was no difference between the black and the white ones; they were the same strain and
everything. Just a few blacks would come (born) and that is how you kept tract of your sheep. If
you had 1,000 grown sheep in a herd, you might have 60 blacks. So, if you counted every
morning as they went off the “bed ground,” and you had 60 blacks, that meant you most likely
had 1000 sheep altogether. If there were some gone, you could tell, so you would go looking,
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There were bells on so many so that when you did look, you would hear the bells. And as I
remember towards the last, they “belled” all the black ones. It wasn’t just any sheep that got a
bell, just the blacks. When one of the blacks was missing, it could mean that 50 to 100 were gone
with him. Anyway, you could tell that sheep were missing by that one black sheep missing. And
quite often, in the next few days, if they didn’t find the black one, they would have to make a
new count of the entire herd. The blacks were not “leaders,” they were just there and the percen‐
tages of their numbers worked well.
In the early days they counted by rocks. You had rocks in your pocket and every 100 you would
take a rock out of your pocket. You would know by the number of rocks (for instance 10 rocks)
that you had 1,000 sheep in the herd. Some used a piece of buckskin and tied a knot every 100
sheep as they went by. Cattle were counted much like that, but sheep ran so fast past you that
you had to count them usually in 5s so it would be 5, 10, and so on, and every 100 would bring a
mark of some kind – rock, buckskin knots, etc.
The latter part of the time that we were in business, they had those little counters where you
would hit them (press the counter) every 100 and this kept track. It wasn’t uncommon to round
up the herd (because they thought that something might be wrong) and run them past two
people, or past a bank (ditch) so that the person that was counting could count 5s. If you couldn’t
count by 5s, 10s, and so forth, then you couldn’t count sheep! (Laugh)
Figure 300 – Lois Comes Home to Willard
Creek – Spring 1925

Figure 301 – The Old House at Willard Creek

Lenard D., Melvin A., Lois P. & Doyle Robison

Looking at the back portch

Lois Robison Rowley writes in her Life History:
The winter of 1924 was a very cold winter and Mother and Dad stayed in Ely for five weeks
before I was born. Mother said it took seven tons of coal for those five weeks and two after to
keep the house warm. (This was the winter The Doyle & Pearl Robison family stayed at the Deering
Place in Snake Valley.)
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As they had so much snow they had to wait for some of it to melt before they could take me
home to Willard Creek.
I had two older brothers waiting for me, Mel and Lenard. I being the youngest and six and a
half and eight years difference in our ages, I was treated royally by both of my brothers and
they always have. In fact they were very protective of me and we were always very close.
For the first twelve years of my life we lived at Willard Creek in a two story frame home. We
lived some distance from anyone on a small ranch up in the mountains. Our nearest neighbor
was four miles at the Black Mule Mine.
Winters were very cold and snowy and we often got snowed in and could not get out by car, so
Dad and the hired help would have to haul feed to the sheep by bobsled.
Whenever we got snowed in we would go by bobsled to the valley and stay with Aunt May,
Mother’s sister, and Uncle Dave so we could attend school till the road got cleared.

Physical Description of the Ranch
Willard Creek Ranch
Melvin A. Robison records:

Figure 302 – Newal J. Robison Behind Willard
Creek Home – c1936

I could almost draw a picture of the Willard
Creek house. It was right in the bottom of a
canyon. And instead of spreading it out,
because they had lots of room, the people built
it straight up. The house was 30 feet one way
and 40 feet the other, if it was that much. There
were two stories out of old lumber they took
from a mill someplace. And the kitchen floors
were made out of the same lumber and they
were just “wavy” and we scrubbed them with
lye water to keep them clean.
It had an upstairs to it with a ceiling of wood
with a lot of holes and then they put a cheese
cloth to drop the ceiling down a ways. They
kept papering over that so that all the fly
specks were covered every time. And the
mice
night and day could be heard running all over the attic, walls, everywhere. And we wondered
why there were so many rattlesnakes! Well, they were after the mice!
Later, they brought in a room they called the downstairs bedroom and pushed it up against the
old two story house and that’s where Mother and Dad slept for awhile, but it was sooo cold!
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The downstairs only had the kitchen and the living room. The upstairs had two bedrooms. Then
this added bedroom downstairs, which was tar paper over lapboard. Then, they pushed the “old
back room” up against the house and that had the wash house as you went in, first, then a big
old cook stove and a place for a wash tub.
The back end was used for the hired help to sleep in. It was a regular dungeon. We always had
the Government coyote trapper there. The first was Dick Kirkland and when he died in 1929, we
had Elbert Coates come. Dick was in that back room until 1928 when Uncle Jim and Dad bought
a new sheep wagon for him to stay in. This was placed out at the end of the yard.
But, all the new help that came in stayed in that little bunkhouse. It was tough living then for
them.
Figure 303 – Dick Kirkland on Horse behind the Back Room or Bunkhouse of the Old House
at Willard Creek – c1927

The Willard Creek Ranch, though 4 miles from valley neighbors and 2½ miles from “Black
Mule” mine, leaves me with some of the fondest memories in my 1ife.
I remember, once, as a little guy I was just big enough to build the fire out in the wash house and
put on the boiler. I was busy doing that before we left for school one morning. Dick Kirkland
came by and said, “I want you to go down and turn those horses out of the corral.” I called him
all the names I could think of and told him if he wanted them out he could go turn them out
himself. Well, he went and told Mother and all she did was to say to me, “I am going to tell your
dad when he comes home.” I suffered terribly that day. I thought I was going to have a real
talking to, but he never did say anything. To this day, I still think about why Dick wasn’t able to
go down and turn them out as well as I was. (Laughter) I guess I was about seven or eight.
The wash house I speak of was called the “old back room.” By this time, Mother had an old
gasoline engined Maytag. Oh, it was “big stuff.” She washed on a board for a good many years
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before that. We didn’t have hot water into the house. We never did at Willard Creek. We never
had running water into the house for four years after we moved there.
I remember when we would stay with Uncle Lester’s family or Aunt May’s, they all had one of
those washing mechanisms that you pulled an arm back and forth and it would rotate the
agitator in the center. And oh, how the kids used to hate having to do that chore. Of course, we
never had that kind, so we didn’t have to do it, just our cousins.
Mother made all the bread on the ranch. Just a dry old Star yeast cake and some potato water,
mixing it every week, pulling the prettiest bread out of an oven that anyone ever saw. It was
tremendous. We used all white flour. We never saw any whole wheat flour.
We might have raised a little patch of wheat, way back in time, but we didn’t have a threshing
machine, so you couldn’t do anything but just stack it up and let the chickens have it. Later on,
we had the old ranch that Grandfather (George Samuel) Robison had (now known as the lower
Strawberry Ranch) – we raised lots of grain – wheat, barley and oats – about seven hundred ton as
I remember. This was used to feed a lot of lambs out in the winter time. Oats was for the horses
at the sheep camps. We had big log granaries on the old Ranch where Grandfather Robison had
lived. He had had a big red shed that we converted into a granary, too.
Jim Dearden would come with an old threshing machine and tractor and thresh it once a year for
us. They did that, years before we bought out all those ranches in there from Uncle Jim and
Grandfather (George Samuel Robison).
Clothing
Mother probably had one good dress and it was dark, not black, but dark. She always looked
neat. She also marcelled her hair with a pair of curling irons she put in the top of a kerosene
lamp up in the chimney and heat it. All the women, at that time, did a marvelous job of having
lots of curls. I don’t say that it looked good, but it didn’t really matter, because they put a great
big hat on their head, wherever they went, anyway! (Laughter) They always wore a hat and
gloves.
In the beginning, when Mother rode up to the camps to cook, she would wear a flared skirt that
was split and sown in the middle. Her shoes were buttoned shoes, black or brown.
In our closet at Willard, Lenard and I would play in there a lot and I guess there must have been
15 pairs of buttoned shoes in there and we thought that was great. I wished we had them now.
They were about 10 inches high. Mother’s dress would come down to the top of the shoe.
The dresses, that the women wore, were always long, mid‐length. Mother always wore a dress,
from morning until night. She never wore slacks or pants like they do today, until the last 15
years of her life.
Everything we purchased, clothes included, we ordered through Sears Roebuck or Montgomery
Ward catalogs. However, Mother had an old treadle sewing machine and she did make clothes,
mainly for herself and for Lois. If she made some for us, I can’t remember.
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Dad always wore a black pongee shirt, with armbands that would pull the shirt sleeves up about
4 inches, with bib overalls. And he always had a Stetson hat that was like a Boy Scout hat. He
always cut his hair fairly short. He and Uncle Jim probably, when they got together, cut each
other’s hair, for they had been in the barbering business at the mercantile store.
Dad had always had a good suit of clothes for dress, but ordinarily he would have a good pair of
wool twill pants and some kind of a jacket he would wear with them. And always a J.B. Stetson
hat – a new one for best. It was perfectly round, with a stiff brim, a 6 inch crown with 4
indentations on top. It was rounded and kind of peaked at the top.
In later years, he got so he would wear a Stetson that had a soft brim that would bend down in
front. Everyone wore a Stetson – that is anybody who could afford one. And every “bet” that
was made, was made with a Stetson hat. You could almost judge the kind of an outfit a man had
by the Stetson he wore.
My Un‐fondest Memory of Clothes
As kids, Lenard and I had to wear these knee pants – knickers. Oh, we hated those something
terrible. And for many years Mom and Dad made us wear the bib overalls, either the blue or the
striped. And yet, Elwin and Newal were allowed to wear Levis. Oh, and when we would get
together with them, Lenard and I were embarrassed. Finally, when we were near ten years old,
we did get some Levis. Up until then, we wore Scout type shoes, not boots. I don’t think that we
could afford boots, to be honest.
My dad used to wear cowboy boots and lace‐up boots, but as for us kids we may have had one
pair of boots, but not many. Mostly, it was the Scout type shoe. But, Mom and Dad kept us
warm, they kept us fed, and they kept us loved! And that was the main thing, “love.”
Feelings of Loneliness
Mother was not well in her life at Willard Creek. She had kidney stones and at that time nobody
knew what to do or how to help. And until my mom, in 1937 or 1938, went to Salt Lake and had
a complete hysterectomy, it became the first time in her life that I ever knew her to be well. From
there on, her whole life changed. But, she lived all that time, suffering, after the children were
born.
I can remember how sad it was when Dad would have to take her to Salt Lake or Ely for
treatment and we would be left on the ranch with either Tony Archeletta or by ourselves,
sometimes.
When I was about ten years old I remember being left several days at Willard Creek and how
lonesome it got. I would go to bed upstairs and there were 13 stairs and I could hear “someone”
stepping on each one of them coming to the top, in the middle of the night.
Water at the House
1921, when we moved there for the first time, water had to be carried from a pipe some 40 feet
from the back door. Cold water was piped into the house four years later, through a big old
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galvanized pipe that had to run steady in the winter time, so it wouldn’t freeze up. And the ice
formed at least an inch thick all around the sink every night – it was that cold.
Lights
The lights were kerosene and later gasoline 2‐mantle lamps, which one had to pump air into
every hour with a little 10 inch pump made especially for this purpose. They put out a great
light.
Heat
The place was heated by a wood cook stove and a tin wood heater that we used the Pinon pine
logs in. The wood cook stove was in the kitchen and the tin wood heater in the living room. That
was the total amount of heat and it was fine. There was a chimney that went up through the
ceiling which heated the upstairs bedrooms, and, as kids, we always huddled around the
chimney to get warm.
Dad would build that fire in the morning and get the chimney red all the way to the ceiling. You
would be amazed how much heat it put out.
I don’t know, at Willard Creek, that it got 10 below zero, but that was cold when you didn’t have
a good house. It was just a slab, lumber house. No insulation whatsoever and when the wind
blew, you had to hold your hat down tight, or you might lose it – that’s how windy it was!
(Laughter) With the windows down, it would blow the curtains right sideways. You could see
out through the chinks of the wood. (Laughter)
The most redeeming thing to be said of the old house was that it had a great view and plenty of
fresh air. (Laughter)
Dad had a big leather chair that Mother gave him a year after we moved there, and that chair is
still in use at Russell’s (my son) house in the Bay Area right to this day. It was at Monitor and
they had thrown it up into a junk room and I picked it up a few years back and had it repaired.
Then there was a leather and oak couch that made down into a bed which was used many, many
times; a straight backed chair with an uncomfortable leather‐seat in it; and then Mother had a
little old Oak rocker that matched the couch, also, with a leather seat in it. She had probably half
a dozen assorted dining room chairs where we ate.
The beds were mostly cots. Mother and Dad had a brass bedstead. Lenard and I had some kind
of an old bedstead, and the one that was to the side, that we all loved the best, was a little old
spring cot that folded up from the sides and on this they used a big down feather mattress and in
the winter time everybody wanted to sleep there. You were always cold during the winter. You
planned on it.
As bad as the house was at times, it was loaded with love!
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Bedding
We had wool blankets that Mother and Dad had when they came from Garrison. Also, they had
quilts that had been made. I still have two of those wool blankets. They were Army blankets,
heavy and small—not large at all, but very warm.
Floors of House
Mother worked very, very hard. The type of wood floors she had to work with at Willard Creek
were scrubbed so much and been used so much, that the knots of the wood were at least 1/4 inch
higher than the planks. Some of that wood was quite warped. But, I can remember my mom on
her knees many, many days scrubbing. And when we got old enough we were on our knees
using lye water, because you couldn’t possibly scrub with anything else. Those floors really got
so they just shone.
It was several years, after we moved there, that we got any kind of linoleum. And when they did
get it, it was of such a bad grade that it just had a surface layer of shine, and in six months or so
with cleaning it would be 1/3 of the way down into the base of the linoleum. And it remained
that way until Mother and Dad moved out.
When Clyda (Seegmiller) and I were married and moved into that home, I finally put a
hardwood floor in the kitchen and the living room and also laid linoleum. It was the first time
that that home had had anything like it.
At the back porch, where the rattlesnakes always came up, and the only door we ever used to go
out or come into the house, we had a 2 X 12 foot board floor. It was a good sized place and Mom
used to scrub that with lye water, too.
Cellars
We had two cellars. We had what we called a “Milk Cellar” with burlap over the screen door.
What I first remember, before we had a cream separator, they used to pour milk in a big stainless
steel pan and every night and every morning you skimmed that heavy cream off from it and that
is what they used to make the butter. And when they wanted to draw for a drink of milk, they
did.
Finally, we got a cream separator that you worked by hand which would take the cream off and
then you would use the milk for whatever you wanted and what was left you gave to the pigs.
We never drank milk at the table, at least, I never did. We never had “bread and milk” at the end
of the day, either.
But, Grandfather (George Samuel) Robison had bread and milk and sugar in it everyday that I can
remember. He ended his early morning meal after having eaten as much as most people eat in
two meals, with a big bowl of oatmeal just soaked with sugar – maybe five teaspoons or more
with good heavy cream. That was his dessert for breakfast.
Going back to milk at the table – when people would come to visit you would put milk on the
table, otherwise it was mainly used for just cooking. When we had hotcakes for breakfast, and
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the milk had ice on it in the winter time, then we would drink a glass of milk—the kids that
didn’t drink coffee. And I loved coffee, so I cleaned the coffee cups of everybody that was at the
table, after they had got up and left. I never missed once doing this. If Mother would turn her
head, I would get it all.
Figure 304 – Lois, Melvin & Lenard Robison Standing in Front of the Cellar – 1935

Figure 305 – Willard Creek Ranch Corrals – c1936

I, Russell M. Robison age 4, almost met my end just inside the gate to these corrals in 1944 – A mean cow I
did not know was in the barn came for me when the gate hinges squeaked – The hired man, Cliff Oryall,
was closer to me than the cow, so he saved me from an early departure from this earth
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Corrals and Outhouse
The corrals were right due west and below the house, the cellars were straight north, and the
outhouse was about 150 yards to the southwest—the most important part of the operation.
(Laughter)
Mother and Dad had a “pot” to be used during the night, when needed. I had the honor, many a
time, of taking care of that. I thought it was a great misfortune that they picked on me, but since I
have learned, it should have been an honor to do it for them for all they did for us.
The boys just made a “run for it” to urinate wherever we got to, as long as Dad didn’t find out,
otherwise we went all the way to the outhouse. In a foot and a half of snow, it didn’t make any
difference, you had to go outside.
Figure 306 – Willow Trees Planted at Willard Creek Ranch in 1923 – photo 1983

Willow Trees
I recall in 1923 the planting of the 10 willow trees, which “starts” came from the Gregory Ranch.
These “starts” looked like a 6 foot fence post without roots to begin with – but they all grew and
are huge trees now.
Lightning Storms
A special memory as a small child at Willard Creek, was how frightened we children were of the
lightning storms. It would strike so near, the top of the cook stove would shoot sparks and the
thunder was deafening.
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I always took this long barreled shot gun that Dad had, and one night I could hear a car coming.
I got to that window of my bedroom, propped the window open and pointed that long barreled
shot gun and if anybody had come down into our yard, they would have had some shot gun.
But, they stopped on top of the hill and never came down. But, I was that frightened, terribly
frightened. Lenard was with a bunch of sheep at Willard Springs some 4 or 5 miles away. It was
lonesome! You would hear those old doves coo in the daytime and oh, the tears would come.
But, you grow up fast!
Whirlwinds
We had whirlwinds, but nothing that was severe. Now, down in Shoshone they had a couple of
little tornadoes that blew the chicken coop roof off and killed one person there. Oh, at our place a
whirlwind would tip a hay wagon over or something, but nothing severe.
Baths
Baths were taken in the kitchen in the old tin wash tub. That is the way all of them were taken. At
Willard Creek it was the same thing. Willard Creek was that way forever, until we built the new
house there (in 1944), after Clyda and I were married quite a few years.
Generally the parents got the first shot at the water. (Laughter)

Melvin A. Robison records:
Hair Cuts
Dad cut all our hair. He was cutting my hair even after I was married. I never went to a real
barber, outside of when I was going to school in Salt Lake, for many years after I was married.
And I cut the sheepherders hair and cut all of our kid’s hair. We had a pair of hand clippers,
scissors and a comb and that was it. It got rid of the hair. (Laughter)
Figure 307 – Getting a Haircut – c1945

Figure 308 – Good for a month – c1945

L to R: Doyle C., Norman L. & Lenard D. Robison

L to R: Doyle C. & Melvin A. Robison
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Mice
Dad offered 25 cents for each mouse I could catch but that contract soon ended or I would have
owned the whole livestock outfit. (Laughter)
Figure 309 – A Prairie Rattlesnake

Rattlesnakes
The house was really built on a hill of rocks. You moved one rock and there was another one to
replace it. It just had a pure rock foundation to it.
The house had a big old front porch on it and under that porch, some of my first memories of
being at Willard Creek come back. There was a lot of big rocks and a lot of broken glass under
there. Lenard and I would go under the porch with big rocks and beat that glass and use it for
face powder. We never cut ourselves and we would crawl under that house many and many a
time, without lights and never saw a snake under there. But, I would guess a hundred of them
were around the house‐– on the steps, under the steps. They were everyplace. We were never
bitten. Oh, we had them strike and hit our pants and catch in them, but never, ever was anybody
bitten. My Dad was never bitten and out at the lambing camp, we tied up 20 to 30 sheep a day
and the snakes would be in the brush and they would strike at you, but not one of us was ever
bitten. That is unusual.
Wildflowers
Oh, in the summer, on Strawberry, the whole mountain can be covered in wildflowers. There is
the Indian pink, the purple bean, yellow daisy, the lupine, and probably twenty or more varieties
of all different flowers. Cow cabbage in bloom, with their yellow flowers and the sego lily was
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everyplace. Normally, sego lilies are a rarity, but not on a wet year on those mountains. You can
see them all over.
Down in the valley, in just a rare year, you would get the orange geranium plant, until it looked
like just a sea of orange. You turn a herd of sheep into that and they will just mow it, just mow it.
I have seen whole valleys looking like they were on fire, with the light just right.
Then another year you would get the wild mustard; and it would cover the same area. This
would not happen, but once in ten years. When you have this happen, you don’t need any other
feed for the sheep or any water for them either, because the moisture is all in those plants.
There were the good years and the bad years, and you could never be prepared enough for what
was coming next. But, it was a good life, a good life!
Aspens Turned Golden
Looking out our window to see color at autumn – there wasn’t enough trees to have any color
around us. Not enough foliage around our place. But, now, if you got outside and looked to the
mountains and Wheeler Peak, when the Aspens turned, we thought it was beautiful. But, the
thing that made it beautiful to me was that I could always see a buck deer in there somewhere!
(Laughter)
Many years it was so dry during this time, our spring dried up, and we had to haul water in big
tanks from way up on Willard Creek, to use for the house. Some years, there was no water that
came down at all.
Nevada
A lot of people don’t think that Nevada is beautiful, but I can just drive from one end of it to the
other and back and enjoy every minute of it.

Robison Brothers is Now Running Two Ranches
In this section I have tried to assemble what was written about the different aspects of living on
these two ranches in Nevada.
George Swallow Robison writes:
Food on the Ranch
Food has been such a big part of my life. I have always had more food than I needed and nearly
always what I wanted. When our grandchildren come to stay with us, I am always amazed at
what they do not like to eat. They don’t have the same feeling about meals as I did and as I do
now. The joy of eating everything on my plate is still a part of me.
Our ranch meals were the best part of any day and still are. Mother had meals on time and she
had more things too than needed. We did not waste food; we just had leftovers the next meal.
Since we had no refrigeration, leftovers in the summer had to be eaten the next meal.
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Having enough meat was not a problem for us on the ranch, as it might be for some today. There
were always sheep, cattle, pigs and chicken for us to kill and have meat on the dinner table. The
only time we didn’t have fresh meat to eat was when everyone got so busy the butchering didn’t
get done. There were hams and side pork in the commissary. Mother would complain and some
how a mutton or steer would be butchered and then there was plenty of meat. Mother did most
of the work in preparing chickens when they were to be part of our meal. She would pluck the
feathers off, clean them, cut them up if necessary and cook them, but she would not cut off their
heads to get started. As I got older that became my duty.
In the winter time on the ranch was when we had the usual diet of meat and potatoes. I must
admit those meals became somewhat “samey.” Today I think I would be happy with more meat
and potato meals. Mother could not come up with many changes in our diet in the winter time.
We had potatoes for nearly every meal: either fried, boiled or baked. We had canned vegetables,
but they were expensive so we had cabbage, carrots and squash that we grew in the garden
during the summer and were stored in the cellar. I remember eating rough cabbage just like it
was fresh fruit. In mid‐winter and when there had been no fresh fruit for about two months, you
would enjoy a carrot or some cabbage.

Melvin A Robison records:
Milking a Cow
Figure 310 – Dolly the Milk Cow

I began milking cows when I was four and we did the milking at the old Deering Place, when I
was five and six and Lenard and I were going to school over there. We did the milking there and
all the chores because Dad was gone so much of the time with the sheep.
Milking came natural because you were raised with it. I sat on a T– stool and you broke up 2 or 3
of those beating the cow. (Laughter) This was all during one year. You had to replace it by
making several of them.
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There is nobody who can tell you how to pull her teats. You just learn by doing. And you don’t
have to pull, you just learn how to hold your hands. And this is just through practice. You really
develop a grip, because of milking three or four cows morning and night. Some of those cows
were tough. There are lots of difference in cows and their milking – as to how easy or how hard
they are to milk. They are not all the same. Some cow’s teats are pliable and others are just like a
rock. Then you get one that always kicks and so you have to put the hobbles on and then she
kicks you with both feet and then you tie her to a pole, with one leg back and you expect her to
give a lot of milk and she doesn’t. Then you hit her a couple of times with the stool. (Laughter)
I remember one time we were over to Uncle Jim’s. Dick Kirkland was there and they had an old
cow name “Ole Brocalas.” She kicked Uncle Jim and so he hit her with a stool and Dick said,
“Jim, you can’t treat a cow that way.” So, Jim said, “Alright, you can milk her then.” So, Dick
started in. He had a pair of bib overalls on and the cow not only kicked him, she got a leg caught
in Dick’s bib overalls, messed all over him, spilled the milk and he took that stool and just about
beat her to death. (Laughter) But, your patience wears out.

George Swallow Robison writes:
Milk
We never drank fresh milk because the cows ate some weeds that affected the taste of the milk.
When we did drink the milk it had to be cold. It wasn’t until we moved to Provo that I learned to
love the taste of milk. We milked at least four cows and Mother used the heavy cream in cooking
and to make butter. The skimmed milk went to feed the pigs or lambs. Mother had to learn how
to cook without heavy cream when we moved from the ranch to Provo.
Fresh Cream and Butter
The milk then went to the milk house where we had a cream separator. This was a hand
powered machine. We poured the milk into a three gallon bowl that had a hand operated valve
at the bottom. The valve with its connection went into a rotating head that was about five inches
in diameter and about seven inches tall. When you got the head rotation at the high speed you
turned the valve open and then milk went into the head to be separated. Inside of the diameter of
the disc, the cream, being lighter, stayed closer to the center. The cream would come out one
spout and the milk another. There was much more milk than cream. It would take about twenty
minutes to separate all of the whole milk. We would get as much as a gallon of rich cream each
milking. Some milk was saved for cooking and drinking, but most of the skim milk went to the
pigs. The cream cooled off in the milk house and then Mother cooked with it each day. When the
cream went sour, it was churned into butter. We used cream and butter on everything. The sheep
herders thought it was great to have fresh butter in camp.

Newal J. Robison records:
Homemade Root Beer and Ginger Ale
My mother and dad made “root beer” and “ginger ale” made with yeast. We had a lot of that.
We used to put it in a water barrel and would go out and get some “ginger ale” and “root beer”
out of the barrel where the water was always running and it was cold.
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George Swallow Robison writes:
Raised Our Own Meat
The meat we ate was all raised on the ranch or from our sheep herds. We ate a lot of meat and
there were some skills that needed to be learned before you killed a sheep and butchered it, so it
was ready for cooking. There were times in mid summer, when the weather was hot, that it was
not wise to keep meat too long. It would spoil or the flies would get to it. Many summers we had
fresh meat all of the time, because of the dry conditions and the cool nights, (we were at about
4,500 feet altitude at the ranch) and meat would not spoil too fast. Each evening we would hang
the meat where the fresh cool air could get to it and no animals would get the free meat off of it.
In the morning while the meat was still cool, it was put into stacks and stored in the cool milk
house. We ate the sheep (lamb) in the summer months. At that time of year the deer were fat and
in perfect condition. We knew it was illegal, but there was no one around to check up on us.
There were a few chicken dinners, but they were for special occasions. In winter, beef and pork
were eaten. The meat could be kept for long periods of time. Sometimes we let the meat freeze
and that kept it good for a very long time.
Butchering a Pig
Figure 311 – Butchering a Hog under the Big Willow Tree – 1933

L to R: Wesley Jordon, Lenard D. Robison, Newal J. Robison, Melvin A. Robison, the hog, Doyle C. Robison,
?, Elwin A. Robison and George Swallow Robison

The killing of a big pig was a big job and it took some planning. You don’t skin a pig, you
remove the hair and what you have left is just smooth skin. To get the hair off required very hot
water and a lot of it. Father had a big black barrel and it must have held at least eighty gallons of
water. It was big enough around so that the whole pig could be submerged (head first). Of
course this was done after the pig had been killed. Now, the skills: you left the pig in the hot
water just the right length of time; I never learned that. Then the pig was brought out of the
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water by block and tackle and laid on the table. With the proper use of a knife the hair comes off
easy. If you got more skin than needed, you left the pig in the water too long. After all the hair
was off, you dressed out the pig (removed the insides). We ate the liver and heart of a pig, we
thought it was great meat.
After the pig was butchered, there was a day to render the pig fat. This was Mother’s job with
help from all of the children. The parts of the pig with fat were cut off the meat and put in big
pans to be heated. The fat (lard) would come out leaving the pig rind. Mother used a lot of lard
in making biscuits and pies. We enjoyed a change of meat in the winter time. We killed about
four big pigs a winter. This was all out under the big willow tree. There were limbs on this tree
that were big enough to hold up a pig. The fire to get the water boiling was far away from the
barns and hay area; we didn’t want to start a bigger fire. There were always at least three men
that knew what they were doing to kill and butcher a pig.
When the weather in the fall was cool enough, it was time to kill a beef. This was all planned and
the special animal was all fattened for that day. The beef was shot in the head, and then its throat
was cut. For the meat to be at its best, the animal had to bleed a much as possible. The block and
tackle was needed again, this time on a different set up. There was no need for a fire and we did
this killing and butchering in the feed yard area. When the block and tackle were attached, the
beef went up in the air hind feet first. There was an art to skinning the beef so that you did not
put holes in the hide. We sold all the pelts and hides; they brought in good money. Again, at
least three men were needed. We ate the liver, heart, tender loin, and brains. They were special
meals the way Mother fixed them.
The sheep were easy to butcher and one man could do that job with ease. We did not kill the
sheep before we cut its throat. Again, the bleeding was important. When you skinned a sheep
there were to be no holes in the pelt. The insides were taken out and the liver and heart were
eaten. We all got good at butchering a sheep.

Melvin A. Robison records:
Sausage
Dad always made sausage, every year. It was good lean, pork sausage. He loved it and so did the
rest of us in the family. Many a breakfast was a couple of pork sausage patties with milk gravy
and buttermilk biscuits.
And if it wasn’t that, a lot of time we would have cream stew, as mentioned before. You would
take boiled beef, put it in a pan, put a cube of butter in, take some of the broth off the meat, boil it
down until it was thick, add cream—the more cream you had in it the smoother it was—then
make the biscuits and potatoes and that was a great meal!
The sausage was always made in a big pan – 40 lbs. of sausage at a time. And to keep it, you
would take it down in the milk cellar and sometimes it would freeze, just like a rock. Then you
would have to chip it out, a big chunk, put it in the other cellar and it would thaw out, but just
barely thaw.
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Lamb and Mutton Meat
The reason that there is a difference is because you ate what was available. In the winter time you
ate mutton. You would take the ewes that had a problem with her lamb and her bag (milk)
would spoil and so she couldn’t nurse another lamb, so you took her, marked her and another 50
head or so, fed them, get them fat and then we fed the sheep camps and ourselves during the
winter (with these adult sheep called mutton).
The mutton (meat) on those ewes might start out very poor, but after you fed them and fattened
them, then that flesh was excellent to eat.
In the summertime, of course, we ate lamb, always. Then after many years, where we got so we
could afford to feed the lambs too, for eating, we would eat mostly lamb.
To start with, you didn’t waste the lamb, you ate the old mutton. And it was good! There is very
little difference in the taste or the tenderness, if you cook it right. The mutton is more dense a
meat and a little stronger in flavor.
You take a leg of mutton and there is not a better roast anywhere. It is also true with the mutton
chops, if you do them right.
Preparation of Meat
All lamb and mutton have to be killed with very great care that none of the gut contents or wool
gets on the flesh, to make it bitter. That has taken more people from the lamb market than
anything else.
We had a special place on the ranch where we did our own slaughtering. Clear until we were
grown there was no refrigeration. So, you took that meat and wrapped it in a big canvas bag to
keep it cool, then hung it up at night. It would last 10‐12 days if you wrapped it properly.
The sheepherders all rolled their meat in their bedding. They had a canvas over their blankets, in
the sheep wagon, then placed the meat in a seamless bag, rolled that in their canvas covered
bedding and it kept the same temperature as the night air.
When you hung the meat at night, you thought you hung it high enough, but it didn’t always
work that way. Coyotes or our own dogs would get to it sometimes.
With a lamb, you open up the front end and case it with your arm (using your hand and arm as a
punch you separate the hide from the body being careful not to get any wool on the flesh), with the hide
over the stomach and the hind quarters – all in one piece. You did this clear up to the end of the
legs and all around and when you were through you hung it up. All you did was to open the
hide up while hanging and it drops right down and it stays so nice and clean.
All of the sheep pelts, that were taken off from those that died or were killed, were always
stacked and dried. Then there were hide buyers who came around and would pick those up.
They would pay you right on the spot. It wasn’t much, but it was better than nothing. It didn’t
matter how hot it was, you could spread that hide out all the way and it could dry overnight so
that nothing would make it spoil.
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When deer hunting, we would dress it out right where we it was killed. A deer would dress out
completely different than a lamb. You would hang it up in a tree as soon as you could. Then split
the hide clear down and try to take it clear off of the carcass (by cutting and pulling it). They were
easy to skin. We used to tan the hides and make gloves from them, but it got so that you could go
buy the gloves cheaper than you could have them made.

George Swallow Robison wrote:
Chickens
We always had a pen full of laying hens, about thirty, and the care of the chickens was next on
the list of the chores. We would feed the chickens and bring water to them. We would collect the
eggs and they went to the milk house, a cool place. I was the youngest and the chickens were my
first responsibility at the time chores were done. We always had all of the eggs we could eat or
cook with. The sheep herders liked the fresh eggs and always had them on the list of foods
needed in camp. In the evening on cold nights and after the chickens went to roost, the trap door
in the chicken coop had to be closed. It was dark when I remembered to do it – it was very
“scary” to go out there in the feed yard.
My Chicken Project
I wrote before of a high school teacher, Mr. Wheatley, that did so much for me. He, as part of our
class work arrangement, demanded that we have a farm project. Some of the boys chose a cow to
raise, care for, and sell. Some raised gardens, some pigs. Mine was a flock of chickens.
Like all projects for school, they started early in mid‐winter with plans, goals and arrangements.
Where will the chickens be housed? Where will the chicken pen be? What about money to buy
them and feed them? Mother was my big help. When I needed a small chicken coop, I had it.
When I needed chicken wire for the pen, someone got it the next time in Ely. She gave me
encouragement and assistance all the way.
Mr. Wheatley was so good also. He came and gave advice, helped with the planning and kept me
on schedule. During the project time, I studied about chickens of all kinds and I felt real smart,
chicken‐wise.
An order, with money in advance, went to Petaluma Chicken Company, Petaluma California.
They were well known for the Leghorn chickens, the breed I was going to raise. It is hard to
believe that little chickens could come by parcel post from California, by train to Reno, Nevada,
then by bus from Reno to Ely, Nevada and then by pickup truck to the ranch from Ely, three full
days. They did arrive safely, on schedule, 209 little chicks. They sent 10 extra, just to be sure, but
one died on the way.
That first night was sleepless, first getting the kerosene brooder going, to keep them warm,
making sure all went well thru the night and caring for the little yellow chicks. The first few days
brought experience in keeping the chickens out of square corners. They would all try and get in
the corner, so some would smother. Some don’t eat and as they get older, some pecked their
brothers. All of this required separate pens until they recovered.
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All went real well through the April and May growing time. When June ended, I had 201
chickens, out of 200 ordered, ready to sell or keep as laying hens. Mother’s influence came at the
right time again. She invited Uncle Doyle and family over for fried chicken (from the 201 I
raised). Uncle Doyle wanted 25 young hen layers and 50 for fryers. It was a financial success.
Mother kept some young hens for layers and we had some special meals from the fryers.
Figure 312 – Chickens Having a Good Time eating in the Ranch Yard

When I reported my success financially, along with complete records of the project in school that
fall, I got praise from Mr. Wheatley.
There have been many fried chickens in my life and nearly every one brings back memories.

Melvin A. Robison records:
Chickens at Willard Creek
The rooster always woke us up in the morning. We always had 50 to 100 chickens. We raised our
own frying chickens for that great Dutch oven fried chicken meal, or fried chicken in the house.
We either hatched them out ourselves or brought 50 to 100 chickens in and brooded them with a
kerosene brooder.
We would take all the fryers and eat them during the summer and used them for boiling chicken
in the winter.
We had eggs for nearly every breakfast and Mother used the others to make cakes, especially
angel cakes, which she made a lot of.
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Figure 313 – A Nap after Fried Chicken & Angel Food Cake up Willard Creek – c1937

L to R – Standing: Lois P. Robison – Seated: Eliza (Auntie) Deering and Pearl Swallow Robison
– Laying down unknown

Newal J. Robison records:
Garden and Orchards
Dad always planted a big garden and kept two big orchards; so as a result, much of the
vegetables and fruits were bottled or dried. In the orchard, east of the yards, Dad had a
swimming pool dug with fresh spring water running into it all the time during the summer.
Every evening before supper, all the hired men and the family – even Dad and Mother at times –
would run through the orchard and jump into the cold water. Those were good times we had
together. During the summer, hardly a day went by that there was not a water fight, and Mother
never objected unless it was brought into the house or the boys got a bit too rough with the girls.
But, the gardens on the ranch were something. They were tremendously large gardens. There
were great big long rows upon rows of all the things we talk about: the peas, the beans, etc. We
had enough land that we didn’t have to run anything up sticks. The beans – there was enough
room for them to lay – you just picked them as they were. Peas and tomatoes were the same way.
Lots of corn! I wouldn’t doubt that we had almost a full acre of corn. Most people planted two
plantings. Some people would plant so many rows and then wait a couple of weeks and plant
the other rows. Others would plant every other space in the row, etc. This would be so that all of
it didn’t become ripe at the same time. We had lots of corn and we ate lots of corn – sometimes,
twice a day in the season. Nobody seemed to get enough of it when in season.

George Swallow Robison writes:
We had two gardens; the biggest was about ¼ mile southwest of the home. It was in one of the
large orchards. The orchards and garden were where they were because of the streams of the
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water coming from the springs in the meadows. These streams run all year long. Father planted
some new fruit trees, but most of the fruit trees were there when Mother and Dad moved from
Garrison and became full time ranchers. The smaller gardens were either in the second orchard
which was near the garage and blacksmith shop or in back of the commissary. Those little
streams of water were so important to the family and the stock on the ranch.
When the radishes came on in the late spring we all ate our fill of them. We did not have any
fresh vegetables during the late fall and winter. There would have been large bowls of radishes
on the table at every meal. We would put butter and salt on them. We always had more butter
than we needed. The small onions and peas were next out of the garden. The gardens furnished
much of what we ate from mid June until late October, and then we ate what was in the cellar.
Remember that we had all the meat we wanted, even in the summer.
Our gardens were large on the ranch. We needed to grow enough to help us with food in the
winter time. There was always a big plot for potatoes. They would be put in the cellar as they
were harvested in the fall. They would feed the family and the sheep herders until July of the
next summer. Cabbage and carrots were stored in the cellar with the fruit that was harvested in
September. Squash and fruit did not store well in the cellar, so by early spring there were only
potatoes in the cellar. Those potatoes presented a problem for me, because when spring came
they would sprout. I got the dirty job of rubbing the sprouts off the potatoes that were left. This
was inside work in a dark cellar, I preferred the outdoor work.
The Potato Patch
One spring, Newal was the oldest at home, and when the sheep were ready for shearing and
lambing, he spent most of his time with the sheep herds, a lot of duties became mine, such as
feeding the stock, caring for the ranch irrigation and just plain keeping very busy. Uncle Doyle
was the one that kept everything going on the two ranches and with the sheep. He suggested
strongly that a patch of potatoes be put in, organized when they were to be planted, got seed
potatoes and then took Newal off to work with the sheep.
This left me, George, to do the job and get it done soon. I recall going through the process of
plowing, hauling manure for fertilizer, and getting the ditches ready to water the newly planted
potatoes. It was hard work and it took four full days for me to complete this project. I had to cut
the seed potatoes and each day it was getting the team of horses harnessed and getting the
equipment at the patch. Many times it would have been great to have some advice from someone
who had done it before.
Newal and Uncle Doyle came by not too often because it was lambing time. I had to go to work
with sheep on docking days, so I was able to report that the potatoes were in and some were just
coming up. I had watered them and by the time they were all up, some weeding was necessary.
The sheep had been cared for, the lambs had come and the herds were now on the summer range.
The hard work with the sheep was over; so everyone now had come home and got the first crop
of hay in for the stock. I was able to show off the potato patch to Uncle Doyle. They looked so
good to me and I expected great praise for the condition of the potato patch. They saw small
knotty potatoes in the fall and they would have to buy potatoes before Christmas. The problem
was that I had planted the potato rows too close together. Mother was the only one who seemed
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to understand how disappointed I was. I was too old to cry. I couldn’t get mad at anyone, and it
didn’t make sense to go plow the patch of potatoes under. I am sure Uncle Doyle forgot about the
potatoes as soon as he left the ranch. Newal was busy organizing the hay crew, so the potato
patch was mine again. July and August went by. I weeded the patch and saw that it was watered.
Just after school started in September, came a great day in my life. It was time to harvest the
potatoes. To everyone’s surprise, they were large, they had few or no knots, the largest harvest
ever and I was the happiest young man in Nevada.
Now they still plant potato rows far apart and I know I was just lucky. Uncle Doyle had some
good things to say and I got compliments all through the winter as the supply of potatoes was
there.

Melvin A. Robison records:
Garden at Willard Creek
Always, we had a big, big garden on every place. And it is amazing to me that it didn’t take the
amount of time that you would think it would to take care of it. Dick Kirkland, the trapper, loved
to garden and he planted and took care of our garden during the time we were at the lambing
herd. By the time we got back it was all planted, except the potatoes. He would weed it a lot of
the days. He was on a salary with the government, but we fed him and took care of him. And if
he didn’t have someplace to go, he would spend the day weeding the garden.
We planted an orchard at Willard Creek probably four years after we moved there. By the time
that my dad moved from there, it was barely starting to bear fruit, after thirteen years. We had all
kinds of apples; we had apricot, pear, and many others.
We had all kinds of berry bushes. Berries at Willard Creek did not do great, because of the
elevation. Over at the Gregory Place it would raise any kind of berry, and the fruit of every
description. They had 20 varieties of apples, if they had one. There is not a one of those varieties
that is on the market today.
They had about 15 peach trees there, one a small, white peach – very perishable, but oh, were
they good! Lenard, Elwin, Newal and I would climb up one of those trees at night, before we got
to the chores, coming home hungry and throw away everything but the dry ones, if you can
believe it. Now, I would pick all the juicy ones. We threw away everything. We would open one
tip to check to see if it was dry and if not, we threw it away. It had to be dry! (Laughter)
Our garden was 2 acres – at least that.
Canning Fruits and Vegetables
The women would put up jams and preserves, but as far back as I can remember they would buy
little cans of Del Monte jams, 2 inches high, of the finest preserves that you ever ate. And I don’t
know why Del Monte quit making them. You would have loganberry, blackberry, apricot,
pineapple, peach, strawberry and raspberry. We used to take these to the herders and camps and
used them at home, but Mother always put up, oh, sometimes 500 quarts of vegetables and fruits
in one summer, along with the rest of her work. And this was using a little boiler to cook them in.
It was a lot of work.
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Newal J. Robison records:
Cellar – Food Storage
We used to take the carrots, potatoes and squash and put them down into the “dirt cellar” along
with the apples, too. We would put them in straw where some of the apples would last until
spring. It was the dampness and cool ground that kept them.
Sometimes they would put them into a “ground pit” which was better than a cellar. This was
because you sealed it off and it kept a constant cold temperature. It didn’t freeze. The potatoes
and apples and carrots and everything stayed crisp, but they wouldn’t freeze. You would have to
take the top off and dig to get a sack of potatoes or whatever you wanted and then you had to
cover it again with dirt. Actually, all you were doing was digging a hole in the ground. If you
put it in the side of a bank it was the same thing.
The “dirt cellars” were big trenches dug out of the ground, then made with ridge poles layered
over the trench, hay or straw laid over that, and dirt over all. The straw was put there to keep the
dirt from going through. And they put a lot of dirt on the top, because that is what made them
really insulated.
To get to the cellar – the first doors were at ground level and they would be 10 feet long and 6
feet wide and would open like a book. They would be hinged and you would lift them up and
open. Then go down a flight of stairs and open the smaller door at the bottom and enter the
cellar. This is where we kept all the bottled fruits and bottled vegetables. Not the dried.
The Commissary – Food Storage
Then our “commissary” had all our canned goods in it. This “commissary” was very much like a
little country store all by itself. It had horse shoes, sugar, flour, “sow belly”(salted down) all
enough for a year. It had all of the canned vegetables, fruits, milk and meats that you would ever
need – all in this “sawed log” building. It was thick and would never freeze, unless we should
have had zero weather for a long period of time. If they did, they would put a lantern out in its
center or something like that, and what little heat it gave off would keep the frost from coming in
through those logs.
We had hard candies, all the dried fruits in packages and some of them in bulk – they would
come in about 25 lb. containers. At first we used to dry our apples and peaches and we always
dried our beans and corn. I always thought that the beans and corn dried were the greatest!
Most of our peaches and apricots were bought in cases (dried) in single packages. In the earlier
days these were bought in cases that were about a foot and a half wide, a foot deep, and
probably 2 or 3 feet long. These containers would be just hard pressed with dried fruit.
Most of these fruits were used when fruit was out of season and they were used for pies. I liked
them better! Our sheepherders had all the dried fruit that they wanted – prunes, peaches, apples,
apricots and raisins. They would have all kinds of jams that we furnished them with, too.
Cheese – there was enough cheese brought into the “commissary” to last all winter and through
the summer. In most cases cheese and any of the “basics” were purchased only once a year.
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All our groceries were hauled into our ranch in a truck that looked much like the “Federal” only
a little more modern – but they were still some of the first trucks.
ZCMI (Zion Cooperative Mercantile Institution) would deliver clear out of Salt Lake – all of our
groceries. They would come across our bridge and back up to our “commissary” and unload a
whole truck load. That was how it was done. We bought it all at once.
Figure 314 – The Commissary on the Old Gregory Ranch

Figure 315 – Round Granary to Store Corn for Sheep

The commissary was a log building that was just
like a small country store inside
We used to buy a carload of corn for the sheep in sacks out of Omaha, Nebraska. The railroad
would bring the carload into Ely and then we would have it “trucked” out to bins at Willard
Creek. Some would come to our place, but the sheep were mostly there, in the wintertime, over
on the Willard Creek side. There we had “granaries,” round metal with those tapered tops. We
would fill those with sack grain.
That was the “concentrate” that we fed our sheep when they were snowed in, in the early days.
Whenever this happened we would start to haul the corn to them. When they couldn’t get
anything else to eat, they would eat that corn well, they liked to eat it. It was concentrated and
because they didn’t get much else to eat they could eat the corn and then go out and eat and
chew up most any kind of a “brush” to live and exist.
Every fall we had a carload of corn come from the Summit Grain Company in Omaha. That was
the only place that we ever bought it. It didn’t seem like anyone ever shopped. My dad either
sent them a “wire” or called them on the phone and then they would send it out and when the
“car” (train) arrived there would be a “sight” draft at the bank and the bank would pay it off on
our behalf and notify us. Then the hauling from train to truck to our bins would start.
We supplied Doyle’s family and our family’s needs through our “commissary,” and also all of
our “camps.” When things were “rough” or when anyone needed anything (of course they could
have any of it) – people got things out of there, because they were in need.
Yes, we were a “center” because we had the only telephone and because of the “commissary”
and I guess that we had sufficient funds to do some of the things that were called upon for us to
do. For instance, we had an underground tank of gasoline and whenever it was low we would
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call Standard Oil (Ely) and they would bring a tanker out. And in those days a tanker was a
Model T Ford with a little tank on the back of it. First we had barrels then we put in an
underground tank and had a hand pump on it. I guess it was the first one in the valley because
everyone used to have just the 55 gallon drums (barrels).
Our family was always prepared for winter. Everything was filled and if it got “tough” – it just
got “tough” – that was all. We had hay and we had grain and we had all the food that we
needed.

Melvin A. Robison recorded:
Pinion Pine Nutting (Pine‐nuts)
As youngsters, in the late
summer, we would go pine
nutting with the little red
wagon. Elwin and Newal
would come over and we
would go get the pine‐nuts off
the Pinon pine before the birds
got them. Then dig a big hole,
put hot coals in with the pine
nuts, take them out and sell
them. One day when we were
about a mile and a half from
the house, Elwin, the oldest,
was in the top of a pinon tree
bringing down the branches.
He slipped and fell and hit a
big limb with his back, so we
loaded him on the little red
wagon and hauled him home.
He was alright but sore for a
few days.

Figure 316 – Large Sack of Pine Nuts in Pickup – 1936

L to R : Melvin A., Lenard D. and Newal J. Robison

Around Willard Creek, you could bet that every other year would be great for pine‐nuts. We
would sell them for 10 or 12 cents a pound after you shelled them out.
Another way that Lenard and I made a few dollars was when the Chokecherries were ripe, we
would go gather them and try to catch the stage and send those cherries into Ely to sell those for
practically nothing, but you got a few dollars out of it. Picking Chokecherries by the pound is a
big job, because they are so very small, like the smallest Ruby grape you see in stores today. We
would pick all day long and get 10‐15 pounds.
Mother would make lots of Chokecherry jelly and Elderberry jelly. Elderberry is still my favorite
jelly, but you don’t find it anymore.
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Ranch Work Described
Elwin A. Robison writes:
Overview of Work
We were so grateful for having had the opportunity to live those years on the ranch. However,
much responsibility was given to each member of the family.
I always looked forward to those occasions when I could be with my father, riding in the
mountains and taking supplies to the men that tended our sheep. At the age of twelve, I was
allowed to help on the ranch, mowing and raking hay. This was all done with horse‐drawn
equipment at that period in history.
Figure 317 – Elwin A. Robison Leading Workhorses – c1926

The children of James F. and Birdie Swallow Robison learned to work alongside their parents. I
liked to work with my father wherever he was – the garden, the fields, the sheep, the cattle, etc. It
made me feel good to just be with him and to work with him.
From about the age of 12 years, both Newal and I were companions to my father in the fields,
working sheep or cattle, or working on machinery. We were with him on almost every occasion
when he delivered supplies to our camps in the mountains, and whenever possible, we were
allowed to fish in the streams.
The responsibilities of managing the home ranch and the livestock on the Snake Valley side took
much of Father’s time, but he felt the need to be involved in community affairs. I can remember
how frequently people in the valley would come to my father for advice. He had some
knowledge of commercial law, and in his roll top desk, he had many books that he would refer to

Our Swallow Heritage – Volume III – The History of George Swallow’s Daughters

Page 234

Turning the hearts of the fathers to their children and the hearts of the children to their fathers

on range, water and mineral rights. He often taught people how to measure land and, to stake
claims, or how to measure a stack of hay. As we were the only ranch in Snake Valley with a
telephone, it was often necessary for my father or someone in the family to travel long distances,
to notify people, especially of a death, or to deliver messages. There was never any thought given
to being reimbursed for this service.
Figure 318 – James F. Robison – c1927

Figure 319 – Birdie Swallow Robison – c1927

My father, James F. Robison, did not cut the 3rd crop of hay. Instead he would put that year’s
lambs in the field and let them eat it. This allowed him to sell 6 to 8 prime lambs a week to the
Horlacker Meat market in Ely.

Newal J. Robison Records:
Father’s Routine
Dawn to dusk
He was the first one up in the morning to build the fires in the huge rock fireplace in the front
room of the old house (1918‐1925) and the kitchen stove. Then he helped prepare breakfast. This
was something that all the Robison men did in their homes – helped with the breakfasts.
Breakfast
•

Hot cakes or biscuits (buttermilk biscuits)

•

Eggs (generally fried), cooked cereal (oats or whole wheat), fried meat of some kind (ham,
bacon, chops (lamb or pork) or steaks.) I was not particularly fond of bacon. I thought it was
junk meat.

•

Boiled potatoes with milk gravy over them and the biscuits.

•

Breakfast stew: boiled beef done the night before, in the morning, diced, put into pan of
water and butter and simmered until water gone. Then cream added to thicken. This poured
over the small potatoes, biscuits or pancakes. (Breakfast stew now called “graveyard stew”)
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Figure 320 – The James F. and Birdie Swallow Robison Family After A Hard Days Work – Early Spring 1932

This is the last known photo of James F. Robison prior to his death
L to R: Elwin A. Robison, James F. Robison, Birdie Swallow Robison, Beulah A. Robison, George Swallow
Robison and Newal J. Robison

Melvin A. Robison records:
Summer and Hard Work
Summer was always just plain hard work. You didn’t have the implements you have today. You
had a horse drawn mower that had a 4 or 5 foot cut. There was no motorized power on the ranch,
just horses pulling everything. And you had an old horse drawn rake, that you dumped the
alfalfa with your arm.
Over at the Gregory Place, Uncle Jim finally got one that you could hit with your foot and it
would catch up the alfalfa instead of using your arms, and that was great!
Everyone would go from one place to the other to help with the hay. We pitched hay onto a
wagon, then into the stack yard and took a Jackson Fork on a derrick and it would place all that
onto a stack just right, for balance and weight.
Hot! It was so hot in those corrals where all the manure had been and had gotten hard just like a
rock—and the sun would beat on that manure and oh, it was hot!
We had fun, too, in the summertime, but mainly it was just plain hard work.
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Newal J. Robison records:
The first chore that was given to the children was getting the “chips” to start the morning fires in
the stoves in the house. Then as I got older I had to get the wood in to keep the fires going and
then progressed into doing more with the livestock and such.
We would get up early in the winter and by lantern light we would milk the cows (by hand). We
had about 4‐5 cows. We would separate the milk through the “separator” and feed all the
livestock. Then we would come in and eat breakfast, change our clothes, and go to school on the
school bus. When we returned home we would do the reverse – take our school clothes off, put
on our work clothes, milk the cows, and feed all the animals again; the cattle, the horses, and
usually feeding quite a number of sheep that were on the ranch all of the time.
Mostly we fed all the animals hay, but would feed grain to the lambs that we were going to
butcher and grain to the hogs and to any cattle that were also going to be butchered. The rest of
the livestock ate basically hay in the winter.
When we slaughtered any animal it was for our own use. We never sold any (butchered) meat.
We usually butchered it and gave it away or used it ourselves.
The chores, I guess, were kind of distasteful to me because as a person growing up – milking
cows, etc. was beneath that of the hired help, but we did them because that was part of growing
up. We would get the teams of horses ready and that was done before breakfast. We had our
share to do even before breakfast and ended up after what we call supper. Yes, we milked the
cows and fed the livestock again before supper and it kind of irritated me, because it always
seemed like everybody else wasn’t doing their share.
We prepared the teams of horses for the men to work with. There was always some kind of
work, for them, or we used the saddle horses. In the early days there were no tractors so wagons
with a team of horses was used and whenever we had to go someplace we would saddle the
horses before breakfast.
In my early days on the ranch we never had a tractor. We had plows, harrows, discs, and all of
the machinery that they have now, just smaller. These were pulled by horses. We had rakes and
then we would cut the hay with a horse drawn mower and rake into “wind‐rows” with a dump
rake. In other words you would start down the field and dump every 20 feet and make a straight
line of hay. Then you would come along with the “dump rake” and dump the hay in piles. After
the hay had dried we would come down the center with the “hay wagon” and we would pitch
with the “pitch forks” from both sides onto the “hay wagon.” The man on the wagon would
place the hay in its proper place and stomp it until the wagon had all it could haul. Then we
would go down to the “stack yard” with the wagon (the hayrack, later on, was used to ride on
for pleasure) and that is when the “Jackson Fork” came into use.
In those days you had a derrick built out of wood with cables, and pulleys up through the center
and attached to the boom of the derrick. The cables were attached to the boom and also attached
to a Jackson Fork. The hay was brought to the stack yard was loaded onto the Jackson Fork and
then pulled up by the cables and pulleys and put on top of a stack that would look like a big
round barn in shape. The fork would swivel from the hayrack to the stack. There would be two

Our Swallow Heritage – Volume III – The History of George Swallow’s Daughters

Page 237

Turning the hearts of the fathers to their children and the hearts of the children to their fathers

“stackers” (men) up there on top of the stack and they would shape the stack as the hay would
come from the hayrack. The stacks were as high as the “Jackson Fork” would allow. To operate
the pulley, a team of horses with the cart that the pulley was hooked to, would pull the pulley to
operate the “Jackson Fork.” The horses would go out till the “boom” had swung from the
hayrack to the stack and then someone would back the horses back so the “boom” would return
to the hayrack. Some stacks were about 50 feet high. So that if you fell off one of them, you
would be damn sore – or break your neck! (Laugh)
Figure 321 – The Jackson Fork Was Suspended From the High End of the Derrick Boom

Figure 322 – Doyle with Pair of Work Horses at the Old Gregory Ranch – c1940

We mostly had big work horses. Also we had some saddle horses. I don’t know what breed the
saddle horses were. A work horse would weigh about 1/3 to twice what a saddle horse would
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weigh. A work horse stood “16 hands” (One hand equals the extended breadth of a grown man’s
hand from finger tip to thumb tip).
During the wintertime we probably got up quite early. As far as darkness is concerned, in the
summertime, long before the sun was up we were out and working. As a youngster I can only
remember that it was always too early! Maybe all of my life, it was always too early! (Laugh)
When I was young, everybody worked 7 days a week. This was until my father changed that and
Sundays became different. Sunday became a day of rest. I guess that others patterned after that
as time went on. But, as I grew up and was in the truck business we were back on the 7 days.
As I look back I guess that those who worked for us on the ranch and then later on in the truck
business – who worked hard and usually 6 or more days a week – were better off financially and
otherwise. They didn’t have time to get into trouble, as those who have so much free time now
do. Our people didn’t have financial problems because they didn’t have time to spend a lot of
money, as they were working. Our pleasures and recreations were created on the ranch.

George Swallow Robison wrote:
Chores
All of the chores had to be completed before the bus came to take us to school and they were
done again in the evening before supper or after supper, depending on how much daylight there
was at that time of the year. It was when Elwin and Newal went with Father to work with the
sheep that more of the chores became mine to do.
The Haying Seasons
Back of the garage was a small building which we called the blacksmith shop. It had a forge,
anvil, two vises, a grinding wheel and an assortment of special tools. Just before the haying
season, the blacksmith shop was a very busy place. All of the harnesses needed to be checked
over and repaired. There were some special leather punches, cutters, rivets and assortment of
tools. Many times I was asked where I left those tools; I was not to use those important tools any
time, but I did. The next to be fixed and repaired were the mowing machines. There were
“pitman rods” to be repaired, sickles to be fixed and new cutter guides to put in. The guides
nearly all needed new base plates. These were held in by special long soft rivets. There was some
learning in how best to get the old plate out and do it fast. After a while you got good at putting
the new rivets in and making sure the plate was tight and set right. There were sections in the
cutter bar and they were held in by two short rivets. There were also some missing and many
were loose. After those jobs were completed, the sections in the cutter bar had to be ground
sharp. This was when the grinding wheel came into use. The grinder was man‐powered with
peddles like a bicycle. The cutter bar sections were kept cool by a small stream of water; you got
your legs all wet doing this job. The cutter bar was about six feet long and there were about 24
sections on each bar. Each section had two angles to be sharpened, so it took a long time to
complete the grinding. There were some skills in running the grinding machine, getting the legs
and hands doing what needed to be done in the proper sequence. You had to put the grinder in
the shade of the tree; there was no better place to do it. There were plenty of grease fittings and
places to put oil on the mowing machine.
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When
the
mowing
machines went out into the
field, each morning, they
had to have two cutter bars.
Rocks and large sticks cause
the sections to come out, so
you had to change the
cutter bar out in the field,
the horses liked the rest.
There was a small tool box
on every machine and in it
there were extra guides, the
proper wrenches, and a
grease gun. The only ones
happy when you had a
breakdown were the horses
and if you were thoughtful
you would see that they got
some fresh cut hay.

Figure 323 – Several Horse Drawn Mowing Machines in the
Foreground – Photo Taken in Cedar City

Figure 324 – Family Photo on the Hay Wagon on the Swallow Ranch

James F. Robison fourth from right and Birdie Swallow Robison far right

Another duty before the haying got going in full speed was to get the hay wagon wheels greased.
This was a two man job; it took time and some skills. The nuts holding the wheels on, turned
different than the wheels did when the wagon was going forward and had to be remembered.
There were always repairs to the beds of the wagons. These wagons hauled hay from the stacks
to many places on the ranch where the stocks were in the winter. The back and front ends, which

Our Swallow Heritage – Volume III – The History of George Swallow’s Daughters

Page 240

Turning the hearts of the fathers to their children and the hearts of the children to their fathers

kept the hay on the wagon, needed new boards. We never painted the wood on the wagons.
They would look better, but it never got done. There were steel straps that held the ends firm;
they were made of 2 inch wide and 3/8 inch stock. When they needed to be repaired or replaced,
we were off to the blacksmith shop using the forge and anvil. It took a long time to drill the holes
with the man powered drill we had.
Getting the hay derrick ready was a hard job,
the pulleys needed greasing and the beam
pole needed to be greased where it turned in
the four angle supports. By the time June
came, the tall hay stacks were gone or they
were nearly used up. The derrick had to be
moved to a tree that was tall enough so a man
could climb high enough to get to the pulleys.
It took two teams of horses to move the
derrick. There were some men we hired who
were brave enough to climb the poles on the
derrick. I don’t remember Father, Elwin, or
Newal ever climbing the derrick; I know I
never did it.

Figure 325 – Derrick Being Moved with Two
Teams of Horses

The haying seasons were good times for me.
There were always good things to eat; Mother
and the girls cooked lots of good things for the
hay hands. There were cakes, pies and
puddings nearly every meal. The first crop of
alfalfa hay was cut in mid June and the second
crop was cut in mid August. There was not as
much hay in the second crop. The meadow
grass, we had one large area of that, we cut
about July 20. This was a different operation.
We bailed this hay for use at the sheep camps
in the winter time. The bailer was horse
powered. At one end of the bailer there was a large arm and the team of horses was hitched to
this arm. The team had to walk in a circle and sometimes they got dizzy. The older teams learned
to adjust for the different radius each had to walk, and they also were not afraid to step over the
rods that move the plunger of the hay bailer. My job when I was young was to lead the team of
horses around and around until they learned how it was done; this might take half a day. I never
got dizzy. When the team got use to the circle they just went on their own until they got lazy. It
was my job to see that they kept going. I also kept a supply of wire for the man that inserted the
wire into the blocks that held the bail together. On the other side of the bail press was a man
feeding the ends of the wire through the proper side of the block. Sometimes the blocks were
wired to the bail, a mistake had been made. The blocks were put in when the bails were the right
length in the press. It was one of my jobs to get the blocks to the man feeding the hay into the
bailer. It took about four such blocks when we were bailing at full speed. When I got older there
was the job of removing each bail from the discharge area and loading it onto a wagon. That was
hard work. If the bail was long it weighed much more and it was hard to get it onto the wagon. If
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I remember correctly, it took about five men to keep the bailer going at full speed. I was not
classed as a man. It took about a week to get all the bailing done.
On the way to the fields to the north there was
a spring close by the ranch road. Going out to
work or on the way back with a load of hay, we
stopped to get a drink of that cool water. There
was an empty tin can for those that like to
stand and drink. I always liked to lie down and
drink from the pool around the spring. When
we were hauling hay from the south fields, we
stopped by the water barrel at the corner of our
home. The same amount of water was needed
and the head would go under again.

Figure 326 – Load of Bailed Hay Headed for the
Stack Yard – c1946

The bailed hay was stored in an open sided
shed that was in the middle of a line of
buildings on the west side of the feed yard.
There the hay would stay dry until it was
needed in the winter for feed for the horses at
the sheep camps. The rest of the hay was
stacked in one long stack. The big stack was put
up in sections and they were all connected. In
the late summer and fall, when all of the hay
had been cut and hauled, it was fun to run to the top of the long hay stack. If the last section was
not completed, there would be a jumping off place and the section not completed would be a
good place to land. We did have some fun on the ranch.
The hay in the long stack was used to feed the milk cows, some other cattle that we kept, the
horses and about 60 buck sheep we kept the year round for breeding in the winter. In the late
spring, the summer and early fall, the animals got their good eats from the meadows, but when
winter came the hay stack began to get smaller. The animals were brought to the feed yard and
there was a fence that kept them from the hay stack. The fence was built so that the sheep could
eat through the fence. When the horses were fed, it required a fence that was much stronger and
they ate over a large pole type fence. The cattle did the same. There was water in the feed yard
from the springs to the east and north of the feed yard (the same spring where we got the cool
drinks in the summer).
Getting Wood
What we called the back porch became the area where the results of my responsibility as a young
boy were measured each day. I remember Father did not like it much when Mother ran out of
wood for the kitchen stove and the heating stove. Sometimes Mother did have to go out to the
wood pile and get enough wood to get the cooking done. I still remember being punished for
those mistakes. Just north of the house was a wood pile and there was always plenty of dead
pinon pine and mahogany there. The pile was the biggest in the fall of the year. Most of the wood
came from up toward where the Black Horse Mine once was. When the haying was over, one of
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the hired hands would go in that area and camp. He would take a team of horses, enough hay
and water for about three days and then drag this dry wood to one spot where it could be loaded
without problems. The last day there
Figure 327 – Lenard D. Robison Sitting On Top of the Wood
camping, he would load up the logs of
Pile for the Winter – 1936/1937
wood and head home. There were
some special skills in getting the big
logs onto the wagon. This was done by
using one of the horses. I never got
good at that skill, but the last year we
lived on the ranch, I had to get the
wood. They were much smaller loads
and logs. If there were no other
demanding duties on the ranch, the
hired hand would go back the next day
and get another load. It took a full day
with a very early start to make a trip.
Sometimes one of us boys would go
with the hired hand to help him load.
That was a fun day. I got to go a few
times with Alf Vesaraga, our best ever
hired hand. Father always went by the
saddle horse or truck to pick out the
area where the best wood could be
found. When there was enough wood
in the pile for the winter months and
the next summer, a day was set to saw
the big logs into about fourteen inch
lengths.
We had a “home made” sawing machine. It was built on an old truck frame and it had its own
engine. Dad purchased it from a good mechanic in Baker. The engine, when it ran, turned a
circular saw at a high speed. The log of wood was lifted onto a slide. Then the slide was moved
forward by man power and the log was forced into the rotating saw. Off would come a piece of
pine or mahogany ready to be split. The motor on the sawing machine was started about twice a
year and that took some doing. I remember that it took about five men to keep the wood going
through the saw. When the engine over heated, we all got a rest.
After the wood was sawed and split, it was my job to haul enough each day onto the back porch.
I used a small four wheel play wagon. There was a chip box that also needed to be filled. We
always had a hired hand, like Alf, until the last year we lived on the ranch. Business was not
good and Uncle Doyle felt that I would be able to do the chores and I did. I did not do them as
fast as others, but they got done. There were fewer cows to milk, less cattle to feed and fewer
horses to look after, but all the sheep and other animals needed attention twice a day. Newal was
home part of the time and Elwin had already started to work full time.
I was thinking of all the duties and skills that Father must have had as a rancher and of some of
the things he did each day that came from years of experience. We do not know how and when
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he learned to be a mechanic, a blacksmith, a cowboy, a farmer, a fence builder, a butcher, a
plumber, and a barn builder.

Melvin A. Robison records:
We had to get wood out, in the fall of the year. Even as little kids we drug wood off the hill, and
then men would come and load it. We used cedar and dry pinon pine. Good wood! You always
got about 50/50 or else the women hated it. Too much pinon pine in the cook stove made it so
black and made so much smoke, but the cedar would burn all of that off and it was nice and
clean.

Newal J. Robison recorded:
Hauling Wood
In the early part of my life, it was necessary to haul wood for fuel to heat and have to cook with.
We did not have oil at that time and had not started to use coal.
Usually two men did the hauling and would leave the ranch very early in the morning. They
would have one team of horses and a flat bed wagon. They usually went into the Black Horse
country for the kind of wood we wanted and used. They would load the wagon with wood,
consisting of pine, cedar and mahogany. The wood consisted of dead fallen trees, most of the
time found laying on the ground. They would haul approximately 5 cords to a load, depending
on what kind of wood was being hauled. They would return to the ranch late each day.
This wood was then brought to the ranch and sawed by a circular saw powered by an old
Maxwell Truck converted to just do this function. Prior to the power saw – they used only wood
wedges and axes.

George Swallow Robison writes:
Fixing Fences
Fixing the fences was another skill that had to be learned by all of us. Every fence needed
attention some time during the year. A horse or cow would break down the fences or they just
fell down from age. The stock needed to be kept in the proper fields and meadows so fences were
fixed. You needed a fence wire puller, it was somewhat like the “come along” we have today. For
the net fences, you had to use a special clamp that held all of the wires of a four or five foot high
fence. Then you could pull the whole fence tight. I got good at putting in staples, digging post
holes and using the puller. Digging post holes was the hardest part. If the post had to be replaced
in the meadow area, the post hole digging was easy.
The Ditcher
In the spring all of the irrigation ditches needed to be cleaned and deepened. In the spring was
when there was the most water and when the irrigation should be done properly. We had a
horse powered side delivery ditcher. It was pulled by a team of horses. One of the horses had to
be in the ditch and the other up on the bank. They had to learn how to do this and still pull. It
was a two man job. One man was real busy with the horses and the other man helped keep the
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ditcher at the right angle and in line with the irrigation ditch. Both men rode the ditcher
sometimes when there was extra weight needed to get the ditch deep enough; when it got too
deep we had to hop off. For me, it was fun work. One ditch was about five miles long and it took
us two full days to complete the job.
Plowing
Plowing was a demanding work for both horses and man. The horses had to work together
perfectly and had to learn to walk straight. The plow had two wheels and a seat for the driver.
We called it a “sulky plow.” Most of the plowing was done by Father or the experienced farm
workers. I plowed the potato patch, I was not proud of the way it looked. The gardens were
plowed by a hand plow pulled by one horse – that, I did the last few years on the ranch. It wasn’t
such a big job that you couldn’t go back over the area once more and see that the whole area was
ready for the harrow.

Melvin A. Robison records:
Corn – Winter Feed for the Sheep
The corn was “railed” out of Nebraska. It was shipped in from there in 100 lb. bags and stored in
bins at Willard Creek. We would have 20‐40 ton of corn come into replenish that which had been
used the winter before. The corn was mainly for the sheep. We brought barley from the other
ranch to feed the pigs.
The corn was big kernelled. It was clean and it didn’t get mixed up in the snow, so when the
sheep would trod it down, they could pick it up like it was in a trough. The sheep ate it all. There
was no waste.
Each man would take a 100 lb. bag of corn on a horse and scatter it as lightly as he could and
rode as far as he could, so that every sheep got some, because if a ewe got too much feed, she
would “slunk” (miscarry) her lamb; so, you had to be very careful. Some had used cotton seed
cake, but it wasn’t as high in protein as corn, and when the sheep had eaten this corn protein they
would eat all the brush that was out of the ground – right down to a stump, to get the roughage
they needed.
Snow and the Sheep
When I was young, it used to snow in November at Willard Creek and we would have snow all
winter. In the last thirty years, that has not been true. We could sleigh ride all winter long.
Thanksgiving was a big sleigh riding day. Some years, winter would stay until April. Willard
Creek was 7,200 feet elevation and it would snow there three feet on the level many times when it
would not snow further down in the valley.
The only way we could take care of the sheep when it snowed so heavy was to use a bob sled or
the horses. These were the only ways to take care of those sheep and make sure they were fed.
When winter was coming, they used to move all the sheep into “Hogum” north of Willard Creek
about 4 miles where the ridges would have the wind blow the snow off and then there would be
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good black sage for eating. The sun would hit there and with the sage, the sun, and a little bit of
corn the sheep could always survive.
Many, many years when we had a big snow, that is where they survived. I can remember Uncle
Burt bringing two big winter herds into that area to save them.
It was a lot of fun going out with the old bob sled with a load of corn and Dad standing up with
the reins in his hands. We would go out with him, check the sheep, and have a great big hot
dinner and then come back in, just at dark. I have seen it snow 18 inches from the time we left in
the morning until we got back to Willard Creek that night. That is a lot of snow!
So, we shoveled snow when we didn’t have anything else to do. (Laughter)
Winter was beautiful to me. I used to sit in the living room at the window and watch the snow
fly. Of course, I am sure my mother and dad had a different feeling about it.
Figure 328 – Snow at Willard Creek in December 1936

Lois P. Robison on the horse “old Kid,” Pearl Swallow Robison holding a very large snow shovel, Doyle C.
Robison in conversation with Pearl, and Newal J. Robison leaning on his snow shovel at Willard Creek

But, when the wind would come, it hurt the worst because of the drifts. We could clear the road
with two, what we called Martin Ditchers, putting them together forming a “V” and put four
horses on it and you could clean a span that was plenty big enough for a car. We could do that
coming out, but if it blew just a little, it would fill that path right in and it would become hard,
just like a rock. Sometimes we had two or three roads side by side trying to get into Willard
Creek. And all over, for that matter, to get the sheep out of Lake Valley we did the same thing.
There was a lot of worry and constant work.
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Winter of 1923
In 1923, on January the 28th, it started to snow. They (Robison Brothers) had their sheep right west
of Willard Creek, down towards the valley. At that time I am sure they only had one (winter)
herd (2,000 head), for they were just getting started. It didn’t quit snowing until they had 3 feet on
the “level.” and, of course, you couldn’t get out in it.
Well, they took out from Willard
Creek, three of them, including
my Dad. I can remember them
getting the horses ready. They
drove those horses through that
deep snow and by the time they
got to those sheep, the sheep
were covered with snow,
corralled in by it, and had begun
to eat the wool off each other.
And at the time the men rode in
with the horses, the sheep
started to eat the saddle strings
and chaps.

Figure 329 – Doyle C. Robison Shoveling to Clear Road Out of Willard
Creek – c1932

The men broke a trail to some
Pinon pines and Junipers,
cutting those for food for a day
or two and then they moved
them off to Uncle Lester’s, in
the bottom of the valley, and bought hay and fed the sheep. They may have had some loss, but
not much, because they got to the hay in time.
At that time you didn’t have transportation, like you do now, or a Caterpillar to break trail, or
anything. The snow was so deep for those horses. I remember when they left at daylight there
was always one horse that bucked. Bill Miller and Miles Robison were working for us and if a
horse didn’t buck they weren’t happy anyway. I’ve seen them get thrown off and get right back
up and go. They were young “bucks” themselves.
That winter, up until the spring of 1923, was a very rough time. But, I was only five years old, so I
don’t remember too much other than what I have said about the sheep incident.

George Swallow Robison writes:
Shearing Sheep
On my right hand middle finger, is a long scare that reminds me of a cut I got shearing ewes
during the winter of 1942. In that day the duty we had was to go to Lake Valley where the sheep
herds were on winter range.
It was in February and the sheep wool was getting long, some had wool so long that they were
blind and could not find the right brush to eat. We built a quick temporary corral with a chute
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and a dodge‐gate. As each sheep went by and needed to have the wool sheared from its eyes, it
was put in a pen; then we used blade shears to cut away the wool, giving them sight so they
could eat. One sheep got to acting up and I lost control of the shear, so the scar.
Shearing 5,000 sheep is no small task each spring for sheep ranchers. Since there were too many
for a few people, Dad and Uncle Doyle hired contract shearers. The shearers generally came
from Utah, a special group of hard working men. They were paid by the number of sheep
sheared, so they worked very fast. Dad’s only concern was that they got too much skin with the
wool.
Shearing machines changed while I was growing up. The shearers would bring a large gas
engine, wooden frames and a lot of pulleys and shafts. Each shearer had a hand shearing
machine with a 4” wide reciprocating blade. Power to this hand machine came from a shaft with
a lot of universal joints. The shaft rotated and got its power from the main shaft and pulley
arrangement. All the power came from the big engine. There would be ten to twelve shearers so
there was a lot of action going on. A man could shear 100 or more sheep a day.
Every able hand was used to keep this operation going. Each shearer had a small pen with about
8 sheep to start. We had to keep each pen with plenty of sheep in it. Each fleece had to be tied
and carried to a central sacking area. Someone had to be the sacker, which meant getting into the
big sack, or wool bag, and stamp the sack full. It was best to have a tall man do this job.
Figure 330 – Lenard D. Robison Tromping Wool Into a
Wool Bag – c1963

Figure 331 – George N. Swallow, a Cousin, Painting
Brand on Full Wool Sack

My first job at shearing time was to help in the wrangling of sheep into the pens. Then as I grew
older, the tying of fleeces was next. Then I got to be the bag stamper once. Of course we were
always interested in learning to shear a sheep so during rest periods we would give it a try. You
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put the sheep on its tail end. This kept her so that she couldn’t use her feet to get away or kick.
You start on the belly area first, then down the hind legs and last is the back. You kick the fleece
aside and start on another.
Shearing is a dirty job, no matter which job is yours. Sheep are dirty and greasy, so is the wool,
and each sheep has its share of ticks. At the end of each day was cleanup and inspection for
ticks.
Wool was so important to Dad and Uncle Doyle, as the majority of their income came from the
sale of wool. It was so important to get the shearing over with and take the wool to Ely. It was
then put on railroad box cars and shipped to the east. The wool was weighed when it was put on
the train but weighed again when it got to the wool mill. I recall we always got more money than
expected because the wool would take up moisture on the way east.
Because of experience at the shearing pens, we then used our skills in shearing the buck sheep
that were not in the big herds at this time. We would use blade shears and some of the buck
sheep didn’t look too sharp when we finished, but the job got done.

Melvin A. Robison records:
Bags of Wool
The bags of wool, that weighed up to 400 lbs., were usually really greasy wool. If it is good clean
wool, it will reach 250 to 300 lbs.
After the man who has been tromping the wool into those bags is finished you take those bags,
roll them, tie them and then sew them. We used to have another man who used a big log, put a
pry on it, raised it up so he could pull the ring out of the top of the bag and the fleece would fall
down. Then you took that bag, rolled it out, branded the bag, then stacked them on our flat bed
trucks and hauled those to Ely. In the beginning, those trucks would haul about 6 or 7 of those
bags. You can imagine how many trips that would be. But, finally, as years went by, the trucks
got bigger. We hauled our own for many years. Orvis Robison, my uncle, hauled a lot of years for
us with his truck.
As I said, the truck was flat bottomed and the bales were 8 feet across and you would stack one
on top of the other and put binders over it all to secure the load. Many a truck tipped over going
to market with the wool. In the beginning we went to Milford, then later years to Ely and put
them on railroad cars. We would be paid right at the railroad.
There were years there was no market for wool and it would be shipped to Boston and stored
there, and every time that happened, we lost money on it. But, if you don’t have a market, you
can’t do anything about it. During the Depression, it was terrible!
Sheep Dip
One or two of the times, when I was very young, they stopped by Murray Sheep Company,
where Uncle Alf was up at Big Springs. He had a sheep dipping vat and I think they ran the
sheep through there. But in later years there was no need for the dip, because there was not a
problem and I don’t know why. The sheep stayed in good flesh, so it wasn’t needed. The sheep
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dip was just to kill the ticks. It would be nothing to find 500 ticks on a sheep when a shearer was
shearing. They stay down just next to the body and I have seen them just layered in there.
Tick Fever
I don’t recall any of the shearers getting tick fever. Lenard had it once. But up in Elko County
they had a good deal of it, because they had the Rocky Mountain Spotted Tick more prevalent in
the north then in the south. But, the fever was something you always worried about until they
got the antibiotics. Without that, you were in the hospital for a couple of weeks with the fever. Of
course, we would always check ourselves for ticks on our bodies. It was just routine.
The real Wood Tick, the one that would do the most damage, was on the deer and I would get
more ticks off of a deer than I did off the sheep. The sheep tick never did any damage to you and
wouldn’t burrow into your skin like a wood tick. They really are about the same size, but when
you get a wood tick on a horse, he can burrow in and gather blood and get as big as the end of a
man’s thumb.
Spring and Work
When spring came there was “mud” – just plain mud. You would be stuck every day. When you
could finally get out from a big winter, you would be stuck every single day, trying to move
those sheep camps and get to the herders and take care of them.
But, then the grass and the white sage would all turn green and you always hoped that by April
the 20th (that was when we generally tried to hit the shearing corral) that there would be some
green feed for those sheep because they had had a tough winter. When you take the wool off
their backs, unless you have something for them to eat when they go out of the shearing corral,
you are in deep trouble.
If you can get past 24 hours, after the shearing and if they have something to eat, on the outside ‐‐
you will save them. Your biggest worry then is that the ewe is heavy with lamb. She is just a
week away from
Figure 332 – Ewes and Lambs about a Month after Sheering – c1936
the
lambing
grounds and she
has about 25 miles
to go before she
gets there. You
worry
or
not
whether she didn’t
get enough to eat
or
got
cold,
because then she
could lose that
lamb. They would
be born dead and
many times the
ewe would die
afterward.
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Lois Rowley Robison writes:
Tending the Sheep Camp
Remembering back when I was a child, one of the things that is so vivid in my mind is Mother
and I going with Dad, to what he called “tending the sheep camp.” This meant checking on the
herds, taking supplies for the herder’s horse, and food for the sheep herder. Also periodically he
would move the sheep camp.
Spending that time with Mother and Dad in the pickup as we traveled and then always having
dinner at one of the camps. Often it was “mulligan stew,” a pot of beans with salt side pork, or
stewed meat and fried potatoes and sourdough bread. How I enjoyed eating in the sheep wagon.
I thought that was a real treat.
Figure 333 – Winter sheep camp on Shingle Creek in Spring Valley, Nevada – 1937

L to R: Flor Barella & Tom Barella, then Doyle, Pearl, Newal & Lois Robison

Sometimes in the summer, as I go older, I would go with Dad on horse‐back and with pack
mules to take supplies to the herders up on the mountain. We would go over to Shingle creek,
Willard creek, Strawberry creek or wherever the sheep would be at that time. Dad would usually
cook us a meal there, he was a terrific Dutch oven cook.
My father and Mother both loved the mountains and I grew up loving them and still do.
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Figure 334 – Noon Break to Eat the Noon Meal on Cleave Creek – 1937

L to R: ?, Pearl Swallow Robison, Doyle C. Robison with Dutch‐oven and Lois P. Robison playing in the meadow
Figure 335 – Doyle C. and Lois P. Robison Visiting sheepherder – c1936

Wild Animals That Killed the Sheep
Melvin A. Robison records:
Coyotes, Bobcats and Mountain Lions
I can remember one summer with Coyotes and Bobcats, that from the time we marked our lambs
until we shipped them in the fall, we lost 1,200 head. That comes pretty near taking your profit.
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Figure 336 – Coyote

Figure 337 – Bobcat in a Trap

Actually, there were many, many years that were like that. They were one of the greatest things
we had to fight. They were hard to get rid of. That is why you had a government trapper, who
lived right with you. He trapped and poisoned with strychnine. We did everything we could
think of and until they came along with the 10‐80 poison, we never were able to control either the
coyote or the bobcat. When 10‐80 came into existence and until the environmentalists stopped it,
we were doing great.
But now the livestock men have less of a problem than they have ever had, because the hides of
the predators are worth something; so all the motorcyclists go get them, and trappers who do this
for a living. We didn’t have that luxury, I’ll tell you.
We would shoot a coyote or a bobcat so quick, you wouldn’t know what happened. They were
our enemy.
Grandfather Swallow had a real
incident with a bobcat there at
Shoshone when he was quite a
young man still. He and his
brother, James, went up to the
chicken coop and found a big
bobcat there. So, Grandfather
goes in with a stick and he told
James, “Now, if anything
happens and I yell, you open
that door.” Well, James forgot to
open the door and that cat all
but killed Grandfather.

Figure 338 – A Bobcat Right in Your Face

A bobcat can weigh about 25
lbs., but that is all dynamite.
You corner a bobcat, he can
jump 25 feet easily. Oh, they are
wild to be around.
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Bobcat Incidents
I remember Dick Kirkland and his new Dodge screened truck with curtains that came down the
side of it. He was going around to all his traps and picking the coyotes or bobcats up. He carried
a big hardwood stick and all he would do was hit the animal in the head. Well, he did this with a
bobcat and threw it in the back of his truck. There was no partition between the seats and the
back of the truck, just a canvas that covered the back. He was going along the highway and all at
once that cat came to. Dick had his old dog with him, and I tell you, he all but tipped over trying
to get stopped quick enough and out of that truck, to not be attacked. (Laughter)
Figure 339 – Dick Kirkland, the Government Trapper, with Mountain Lion He Shot – c1925

Mountain Lions
A Mountain Lion, as the general rule, is a coward. If you have a dog that weighs 3 lbs. and it barks
and takes off after a mountain lion, that cat will go right up a tree or anything else that is handy. You,
as a person, can stand and throw rocks at him and he will just stay there. I have heard of the
sheepherders, taking a pole and poking at one, because they didn’t have a gun at the time.
One time Lenard and I wounded one and got him between our horses and roped him and our
horses were wilder than the mountain lion.
There were a number of mountain lions in our area. We had great losses at times. At Cleve Creek,
where we ran one herd in the summer time – I can remember when the lions killed 100 head
there in two nights, just for the killing.
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A mountain lion walks into a herd of ewes and lambs, in the night when there is a moon – those
lambs will walk right up to that lion in curiosity and all that lion has to do is slap them and it rips
them apart. And he will continue to do that to as many lambs that will come to him. And he will
never eat a one of them.
If they are going to eat something, they ordinarily bury it under a tree.
We have lost a lot of sheep to lions.

Modern Conveniences
Melvin A. Robison records:
Cars
The first car Dad had, before I knew him, was a Model‐T Ford with a brass radiator, then a
Hudson, probably when he married Mother. When they went into the livestock business, they
were so short of money, all they had was an old Dodge truck, screened with no curtains. They
bought this from Lyman Richards and they took that to Willard Creek. That was the only
automobile we had for a few years.
In 1924, he bought a Dodge touring car with curtains on the sides. He kept that for two years and
then he and Uncle Jim each bought the same kind of car—a disk wheel, Dodge sedan with roll
up windows in it. It looked like a square barn! They drove that for two years and then really
splurged in 1929, before the CRASH and again Uncle Jim and Dad bought each a Hudson
Brougham‐– a beautiful automobile. It was fast and at 10,000 miles they blew the motor out.

Newal J. Robison Records:
Phone in the Valley
I don’t remember when the phone first came to us. I suppose that someone has a record, but it
was the only one that was in Snake Valley. Therefore, whenever a call came of any importance, it
made no difference who it was to and what it was about, the telephone call in those days was
important or else they would have written a letter. Most of the calls were related to sickness or
death. So, when the phone would ring in the middle of the night, it was a signal to us that
something was wrong. It didn’t necessarily mean that our family was personally involved, but
we would receive the message. And away we would go in the car, no matter what time of day or
night, to as far as Garrison, Baker, Lehman’s Caves, Silver Creek – the total valley. It was the
only phone, so that was the way it was done.
To get a doctor out there, people would come to us and use the phone to get the doctor on his
way. Sometimes they would go half way to meet the doctor and give him a good fast ride back.
It was really the only connection in the entire valley to the outside world.
As time went on, more telephones were added to one single line and it would put such a “draw”
on the line, so that people started to yelling, and pretty soon you could hear them better
“yelling” than you could through the phone (Laugh). We were all on a certain ring and used the
“cranking” system. So, you would “crank” 1 long and 2 shorts – it meant somebody, and 2 shorts

Our Swallow Heritage – Volume III – The History of George Swallow’s Daughters

Page 255

Turning the hearts of the fathers to their children and the hearts of the children to their fathers

and 2 longs was somebody else. You were supposed to answer your own and leave everybody
else alone; but, you know “party lines.” Everybody knew everybody’s business.
At first there was only the one phone at our home and that was the way it was up until the time
that we sold the Robison Ranch to Doyle.

Melvin A. Robison records:
Uncle Jim was the first to get a telephone in Snake Valley. They all came there to use the
telephone. There was no telephone at Willard Creek until 1933. George Kerr cut the Aspen poles,
in Willard Creek, and put them up on a contract of $100 for about 2 ½ miles of poles.
It was a great thing that happened when we got that telephone. It was very difficult up until
then. There were no radios, the roads were difficult. My mom suffered terribly not knowing
where Dad was when he would be gone for days south with the sheep in the winter time.
I even remember one time, he had been gone one bitter cold winter and had taken the sheep
down into Coyote and Cave Valley, way south of Ely, just north of Pioche and a little bit to the
west. He had been gone for twelve days, with a hired man, in 1928. We had heard nothing from
him and we couldn’t get there because the roads were all snowed in.
Finally, Uncle Jim and Aunt Birdie came over and they all decided that Dad and the hired man
had frozen to death. They had to make that determination, which was very hard. We thought we
were just going to have to go and get them out in the spring. But, then as soon as Uncle Jim and
Aunt Birdie got home, Dad called to their telephone.
They had taken an old Reo, what they called a “speed wagon.” It would go fast, but it had no
power. That was all they had. There were no paved roads out of Ely in that direction. They had
gone to Ely, then Lund, and then another 100 miles south of that and there was just snow every
place. They got to the sheep wagon and it snowed them in. They couldn’t move any direction.
They had sense enough to stay and just wait it out.
There are a lot of stories like this. It was a rough life, very rough.
My dad had great faith. He never believed that things would not turn out all right.
First Radio
The first radio that I can remember is one that Uncle Jim had. It had the big Victor speakers on it.
Everybody in the valley came to listen to it. I am not sure they had purchased it or were just
demonstrating it.
The next radio I recall was an RCA that Dad and Mother bought and also Uncle Jim and Aunt
Birdie bought one just like it. It was nearly 4 to 5 feet long and 2 to 3 feet deep. It had knobs that
you had to coordinate and it never was clear – it was terrible. But, they used that for a few years
and then finally around the early 1930s they bought an Atwater‐Kent. And that was a good radio.
At night you could hear it and understand it. But, the RCA you could get “Amos ‘n Andy,” but
you almost had to translate. (Laughter)
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My favorite program to listen to, when we were growing up, was “The Little Theatre on Times
Square.” That was always a good program. It was a play and it came on Friday night and
everybody listened to it. We always listened to “Amos ‘n Andy” every night and there was some
music that we never missed either. I don’t recall the name of it.
But, the one thing I will always remember about the Atwater‐Kent radio was when the Prince of
Wales abdicated the throne for Wally Simpson. Why, I can remember that program just like it
was yesterday. I thought that was a great thing. It took a lot of courage.
The radio pulled people from the valley together, because we were the only family that had a
radio. And every prize fight – they all came to the house. Jack Dempsey and Tunney fights – all of
those fights. And I know, even after, when Lenard and LaVon had a radio over at their house
(Grandfather’s old place) that everyone used to come there for the prize fights. There was always,
always a Stetson hat in the betting! (Laughter)

Hired Help
Newal J. Robison Records:
Basques, Indians, Mexicans
We had Basque sheepherders, but most of our herders were Mexican. From time to time, some of
them were Basque and many of the sheep “outfits” did have all Basque sheepherders. But, ours
were mostly Mexican. I think that they came out of Taos, New Mexico. We had quite a number of
the same family work for us. Their name was Barella. There were two brothers and a nephew
that I remember. There were two men that were very close to the family and they were on the
ranch part time and with the livestock part time. They worked year around for us, except the
trips that they made home. They were Flor Barella and Tony Archeletta.
Both these men were very “high type” people and were not the “run of the mill.” Lots of loyalty!
I suppose in many ways they helped our family adjust after the death of my father. We were
very close to both of these men and spent a lot of time with them. They were good examples for
young kids growing up. This was not always the case with livestock handling people. Flor and
Tony were very loyal, very dependable, and very honest.
In my father and mother’s time there were lots of Indians to help in the work, but during my
time we didn’t have any Indians working for us. There was an Indian Camp still in existence
when our family moved to the Gregory Ranch in 1918. It was over to the west of the meadows
over on the Strawberry. If the camp was still there it would be inside the present fences that are
there today. But, in those days the fences were not out as far as they are now covering the land.
In other words, not all the ranch was fenced in the early days. And at that time, their camp was
outside the fences. Today the camp would go up almost to the highway west of the ranch.
They lived in “tee pee” tents made out of skins and canvas covering lodge poles. They lived there
as families and worked for the different ranches. The women worked in the houses and did
housework and the men worked with the livestock. I think that they were Shoshone Indians.
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Figure 340 – Tony Archeletta – c1930

Figure 341 – Cliff Oryall and Tony Archeletta – c1945

The Basques and the Mexicans were totally different in the way that they did things. The way
they ate was just one point. All of the Basque people that worked for us had to have their wine
and that was part of the “fare” that was furnished. The Mexicans were never given wine, because
they didn’t know how to handle it. They would have drunk it all the first day and we wouldn’t
have had any “herders.” But, the Basque people had learned that it was part of a meal and was a
custom and handled it so.
Most Mexicans (except those names I have mentioned) were not as clean as the Basques. Flor and
Tony were both very, very clean people. I guess that most of the meals fixed by sheepherders
were pretty common for noon‐day and evening meals. They made “Mulligan stews” and pots of
beans. They roasted and fried meat and all those sort of things.
The breakfast for the Basque was to take a large bowl and break sourdough bread into it – pieces
the size that you get ready for bread and milk – then break cheese over that – then break two or
three raw eggs over that – then they would take a pot of coffee with cream and sugar in it (the
coffee being scalding hot) and pour over all of it. That would be breakfast! These people were
always up early, because the sheep left their “bed” grounds very early in the morning. The sheep
in the winter as well as in the summer would move into the shade and “shade up” then the
herders would take time off for dinner. This was about the most contact we had with the
Basques.
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Melvin A. Robison records:
Later on most of our herders were Mexican and Basque. The Basques were the best – nothing like
the Basques. But, we did have two or three outstanding Mexicans – one was Flor Barella and the
other Tony Archeletta. And then there was Flor’s son, Margarito who was a good man.
Tony Archeletta, to me, was like a second Dad. I spent all my time with him in camp, all my
vacations, and everything. He kind of pampered me and made me feel good and when you are
growing up you need that. He was really good to me.
Sheep Wagons
When we went up to stay with the sheepherders during winter time, it would be 10 below zero
where those sheep camps were and you would climb in bed with those sheepherders, the
bedding having not been washed in ten years – that bedding was so heavy with six blankets on
top of you, you almost smothered under there. You would pull those blankets down tight around
your neck, with just your nose out, and go to sleep.
Those quilts were heavy!
The inside of the sheep wagons were either canvas or linoleum under that, with canvas over it. I
have seen it when there was 1/2 inch of frost on that canvas when you woke up and when you
built the fire inside. You had to cover yourself with the canvas that covered the blankets or you
would get wet when all the frost melted.
And in a real bad snow storm or blizzard, you could get 1/4 of an inch of snow on the bed that
would blow in during the night. We thought those sheep wagons were tight, but apparently not.
Figure 342 – Sheep Wagons on Shingle Creek – 1937

L to R: Tom Barella, Doyle C. Robison, Lois P. Robison and Pearl Swallow Robison
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Work Animals on the Ranch
Melvin A. Robison records:
Dogs
Sheep dogs, we had lots of them. Good dogs! They were just mongrels and they did fine, once
we had them. Every herder had his own favorite dog. Most of our herders stayed so long that
they wore out a lot of dogs.

George Swallow Robison writes in 1993:
Bowser
I cannot say that Bowser came up in my mind very often in the past ten to twenty years.
Sometimes when I was telling stories about our ranch life in Nevada, I must have talked about
Bowser. When Elwin and family were home last August, I promised I would write a complete
story of Bowser. To our great surprise, when we were at the gathering of my brothers and sisters
in American Fork on October 1, the subject of Bowser was the cause of telling many stories of
him on the ranch.
Elwin and Marge had brought with them a
ceramic statue of a dog that looked a lot like
Bowser. The statue also has its history and it
was very interesting to have the full story
told of it. I will now tell that part of the
Bowser connection.

Figure 343 ‐ The Bowser Statue

When Mother passed away, we, her
children, gathered in a room and decided
what, of the small personal items Mother
had, each of us wanted. I am sure the
Bowser statue was part of those important
items. Maybe it was because we were flying
home that the statue wasn’t given to us.
Maybe we felt it not wise for us to have that
delicate item on the plane with us. Anyway,
it ended up in Reno in Elwin and Marge’s
garage. They brought it to American Fork
just as it was on the shelf in the old garage.
It was wrapped in old newspaper, Deseret
News, dated February 1968 and was in an old boot card board box. The box had not been opened for
these many years. Before all of the family got to the Lamberts that day, they all wanted to unwrap
the statue of Bowser. To be honest, I had forgotten that the statue existed. Elwin and Marge
presented Bowser to me and then, as the wrapping came off, my memory began to come back. Tears
came to Beulah’s eyes as she remembered Mother and the last days we were on the ranch.
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Another surprise came out. Beulah was the one that purchased the statue for Mother. I wondered
then if she would want it back some time. I will keep it and maybe find a good reason to take it out
to her. Who knows what the future will be for that statue.
The Bowser statue is now displayed in our living room. He had a safe ride home in our hand
carried luggage. We put him back in the same box and wrapping and in a safe place in the trunk
of our rented car. Bowser went back to Snake Valley with us, but he never got out of the trunk. I
repacked him in the same box; the box was made smaller to fit in one of our hand carried
luggage bags. Bowser went through customs in Canada and arrived safe, without broken parts.
We showed him off to Elwin and family and to Beth and family in the motel in Canada, along
with some of the stories told of him in American Fork.
Bowser came to us on the ranch as a pup and I wish I could remember just how and why we got
him. We had just lost Tippy, he died, and we wanted another dog. Every ranch needs a good
dog. Tippy was not a smart dog and he forgot, one day, what damage the hind hoof of a horse
can do. With Tippy gone, we were in a position to accept and have a new dog on the ranch. We
will not be able to fill out a “family group sheet” for Bowser; no one in the family remembers
how we got him.
Figure 344 – Beulah A. Robison & Dog Fanny
– 1932

Figure 345 – Birdie Swallow Robison & Dogs, Fanny and Bowser
– c1935

Beulah with dog Fanny and her pups – see pen
full of turkeys and chickens in background

Fanny is sitting and Bowser is standing

We also had another dog on the ranch, her name was Fanny. She would give us a litter of pups
about once a year. Fanny died soon after Bowser arrived, she died of old age.
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Bowser was a short haired and smooth haired dog. He was large compared with the usual sheep
dogs the herders used. Bowser was a fun dog, not lazy, was smart and very loyal. Bowser never
got over being like a young pup; he always wanted to play and many times he was the one that
started the fun.
If memories are some what right, Bowser came to us about 1933 and was a part of my life on the
ranch from then on. I think everyone in the family thought he was my dog; I know that I felt that
way. In reality, he was our dog. As the older ones in the family left home to work and spend
more time away from the ranch, Bowser became more important to my mother, Beulah, and I.
In the morning when chores needed to be done in a hurry so we could catch the school bus,
Bowser was at his playful best. If you had a sack, a rope, or a glove that you were not holding on
to real tight, he would dash up and take it from you. Then you had to try and get it back. He
would growl if you got too close, but he never meant it. He would sun away with the item in his
teeth, but he would always bring it back just close enough so you would chase him. He would
play with you all day, but when you really needed the glove, a stern word would bring him back
with it.
If he couldn’t steal your glove, he would want you to use your hand strength to test his jaw
strength. He would never close his jaw hard enough to hurt your hand, but he would get his
incisor teeth so they would hang on to your closed hand. If you pulled back, he would pull back.
He would hold on so tight that you could swing him around by those long teeth, off the ground.
He loved it and had a special growl to let you know he was having fun.
Bowser was smart and if we had been good dog handlers, he would have been a wonder dog.
There were chickens and turkeys in the same area of the yard he called his own, but he never
killed any of them. The chickens and turkeys knew he would not hurt them, but he did like to
play with them.
Good sheep dogs do not bite, but they nip at the heels of sheep or their noses. When Bowser was
young, he had to be taught not to bite a sheep. He learned, but Uncle Doyle only remembered
that he did it once.
We could send Bowser after the milk cows across the meadow area. He learned to go about a
quarter of a mile and bring about three to five cows into the corral area. He would continue to go
out further as long as he could hear my whistle. Sometimes he brought the milk cows in a bit too
fast and they didn’t give much milk. He got better at it in his older age.
Horses were his most fun, and he knew how to handle them. I think he got kicked a few times by
a horse as a pup, but never as a grown dog. He was just too smart and too fast. It was not long
before the horses knew that they needed to come into the corrals from the meadow area when he
came after them. They would test him and they would get a good run and they were happy to be
in the corral after a good, fast run. When horses’ heels got bitten they learned what to do. He
saved us a lot of walking and running after horses, cows, pigs and sheep. He saved us a lot of
valuable time each day.
For me, he was a companion. He slept on my bed on the open air porch each night. I slept on the
porch all winter, so a little body heat from Bowser was welcomed. When there were no chores to
do and the weather was good, I would go hunting rabbits, exploring, or just walking. Bowser
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was always like me. If we rode horses, he was out front exploring whatever direction we rode.
He liked riding in a truck, but we did not have a truck at that time, so that experience did not
happen often for him. He was always up on the hay wagons when they were in use.
Bowser was not a house dog. If he came inside, he was soon put outside. As a pup he wanted to
come in the house, but as a grown dog, he knew where he should be. He, of course, got the
scraps from our meals and I am sure it was a high cholesterol diet for him. On the ranch there
were many things to eat, if a dog was not too fussy. He was always hunting for gophers. They
were in holes underground in the alfalfa fields. He would smell them and then start digging with
his front paws. A lot of gophers made a good meal for Bowser. When we irrigated the alfalfa
fields the gophers would come to the surface for air and then Bowser could catch them without
much effort. Those days Bowser would have a big meal. When he got full of gophers, he could
play with one of them before he killed it. Gophers were not good for the alfalfa roots, so Bowser
was of value.
Figure 346 – Beulah A. Robison and George Swallow Robison – Spring 1938

Mother had a nervous breakdown after Father passed away. She had much too much to worry
about and there was very little she could do about those problems. The older children, Bertha,
Alpha, and Elwin, were working and away from home. The ranch, our ranch, was not being
taken care of as well as when Dad was alive. The sheep business was not good. There was a
severe drought and that made extra worries for Mother. She also knew that she would have to
leave the ranch some day, but she still didn’t want to leave. Because of Dad’s death there were
those in the Baker area that were not real honest and they would come to the ranch and take
things. When Bowser was home, those who had bad intentions never were able to get out of their
cars or trucks. Bowser could be real fierce. This made Mother more secure and it also let
everyone know that there would be problems for them if they got out of their cars. That is why
Mother had some real good feelings about Bowser and why she was concerned about what we
should do with him when we left the ranch. He knew when someone came who was not wanted.
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He made noise, he barked, he showed his teeth, he growled and he would bite. It was my feeling
that some of our dishonest “friends” found that out the hard way.
It was the last few months we were on the ranch, Mother, Beulah and I, that Bowser became an
important part of our conversation. What would happen to Bowser when we left? Bowser would
not have been able to adjust to living in Provo after so many years of freedom.
I need to explain how our move to Provo came about and why it happened when it did. Father
had been dead for six years, our older brothers and sisters were not at home, and Beulah and I
would be finishing school in late May. We need to remember that Lenard and Melvin were now
through with high school and they had been going to LDS Business College. They both would
soon be married and needed to be part of the Robison Bros. sheep operation. I am sure that over
the six years since Father passed away that there were discussions between Mother and Uncle
Doyle about the future and when Mother needed to move from the ranch. For Beulah and me it
was the best thing that could have happened.
Now back to Bowser. Some time in late winter we knew we were going to be moving when
school was over. Somehow in early spring (1938), Bowser began to lose some of his fun spirit. He
did not want to play as much and we felt he knew we were concerned about him. Mother, Beulah
and I talked a lot about what we would do with Bowser. Uncle Doyle and family would move
into our ranch home soon after we left. Bowser and Uncle Doyle’s dog didn’t get along. In fact
they got into a fierce dog fight one day at our ranch and if someone hadn’t stopped the fight,
Uncle Doyle would have had a dead dog.
About a week before we were to move, I took my 22 rifle and Bowser and I went for a short walk
for the last time together. By then we had all agreed that Bowser was not feeling as well as usual
and we decided to say goodbye to him so that we would have nothing but good memories of
him. I shot him and buried him up where we put the limbs when we pruned the orchards.
Bowser had a good grave, but no marker.
I had so many memories of Bowser the first few years we were away from the ranch and I would
get home sick for the ranch life. I spent the nine months back there doing ranch work. This was
during the World War II period and I lost most of the home sick feelings. The war came along for
me, I got married, I taught school and we moved to New England. Our trip to Utah and Nevada
this fall has brought back so many good memories. Just this morning I had reason to look at that
ceramic statue and back came so many good memories of Bowser.

Melvin A. Robison records:
Burros
In our spare time, Lenard and I rode burros. This was when we were young – “Tidily Winks”
and “Jacky.” These animals kicked, bit, bucked, etc., but many happy days were spent with
them. The first named was mine and the last named was Lenard’s.
When Newal and Elwin would come to visit we would all four ride with the one on the back,
faced opposite the one guiding, and he would slap the burro on the rump each time all four of its
feet hit the ground, to keep it in “high gear.” (Laughter) Many a fall came from these, somewhat,
faithful animals.
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One day, the dogs chased a black burro Lenard and I were riding by the house, where the burro
took off at high speed, then stopped suddenly, throwing us to the ground. Lenard, on the bottom
of our pile, remained unconscious for several hours.
We went camping all over the mountain in the summertime and our first deer hunts, with one
gun, we were camped up at the head of Baker Creek and we got our deer. We were just little
guys, but we got our deer and loaded it on the burro.
I remember once coming out of the left fork of Baker Creek with Elwin, Newal, Lenard and I
leading the burros while we walked, and we had them loaded so heavy with our camp outfit
and this deer all cut up and loaded on, too, that when we started out of this steep embankment
of the creek, she fell over backwards into the creek. Then we finally got her all loaded up again
and went into camp and there was the Game Warden. Well, we had to hide, again. (Laughter) I
was probably nine years old at this time and Elwin, the oldest, would have been twelve or so.
The burro was a great animal for us. That is the way Lenard and I started out.
When we were just old enough to ride by ourselves, Dad would put us on the two burros and
we would ride to lambing camp. We would follow him around with the different bunches of
sheep and then we would get clear to the other end in the evening when it was just about to get
dark, and we would turn towards camp. Then Dad would touch those burros right by the tails
with a sheep hook and they were just like an antelope headed right for the camp. You didn’t
dare fall off, or you were gone, let me tell you! And Dad would be right behind at a dead lope.
Figure 347 – The Robison Boys with Camp Outfit and burro – 1930

L to R: Elwin A. Robison, Newal J. Robison, Melvin A. Robison and Lenard D. Robison with “Tidily Winks”
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Figure 348 – The Three Burros at Willard Creek – c1937

L to R: George Swallow Robison, Newal J. Robison and Melvin A. Robison

Those experiences were something you never forget.
The burros were for children. Wow, especially “Jacky” burro. When a grown up would get on
him, he would buck and throw them off. But, with us as kids, he never bucked, unless we
provoked him to. Kids might fall off, which was rare, but the burros never bucked them off.
They sensed that we were just kids.
Horses were that way, too. They never bucked with a kid on them. Dad had horses that would
buck if a grown up just touched them a little bit, but he could put the two of us, Lenard and me,
and send us from Willard Creek over the mountain clear to the Gregory Place (about 20 miles)
and never worry a bit.
I would think that a horse is more intelligent, but a faithful burro is hard to beat. We had lots of
mules for packing. Every herder, if he was any distance from the ranch, would have a pack mule
and a horse in the summertime. Then we would have two or three on each ranch to pack up the
groceries and salt that needed to go to the camps.
We even had a few mules that were fine riding animals. A good mule is so sure footed in the
mountains. They are difficult to find. They are a “hard neck” and don’t rein like a horse does.
They probably are more intelligent than any of the other two.
Saddles
Every saddle that we ever owned was a Hanley saddle, a form fitting saddle, that came from up
in Pendleton, Oregon. Even our first saddle was a new saddle and then when we got a little
older, we each had one.
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We may have had a few little saddles that came from the Marriott outfit (the first owners), that
some of the herders may have used, but the people who could afford one, had a Hanley saddle.
That was a sign of being in the right “spot.”
Horses
During the time we were at Willard Creek and the entire time we were in the livestock business,
a horse was your best friend. We relied on horses for everything we did. This was all of our
lives; when Dad was running the outfit and then when Lenard and I entered it, we were on a
horse every day of the week, practically.
If there was a good horse or a bad horse, I didn’t know the difference. I loved them all, just so
they didn’t buck. It didn’t matter to me a bit, I learned to love them all as long as they carried me
and would stand up – and I had some of the ugliest horses that anybody ever saw. (Laughter)
Everyone that has looked at my pictures, where I am on a horse or standing near one, get a
“bang” out of my horses that I thought were beautiful. And I know now that they were terrible
looking. (Laughter)
Most of our horses were sheep horses, because we were in the sheep business, in livestock, in a
big way, up until 1948. We only had 300‐400 head of cattle at that time. But, we ran a lot of sheep
and a good horse with the sheep was worth a lot of money. Even those old “crow baits” that I
thought were good – could catch a sheep, let me tell you. All you had to do was sit on them.
Figure 349 – Melvin A. Robison and His Horse at Lambing Camp – 1937
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George Swallow Robison writes:
When I was a young boy living on the ranch in Nevada, there was a real need for horses in
running the sheep, cattle, and hay operations. When it was time to plow, to cut hay, to pull a
wagon load of hay or move a heavy load, we needed horses. We had two teams of work horses
that were always there when the ranch job required them. We did not have motor driven tractors
in those days. Some days those horses really did work, some jobs got them all wet with sweat and
they breathed real hard. The “work horses” were large and strong. They were also slow in
running and somewhat awkward, but they, the team, learned to work together and were able to
move heavy loads.
There was another group of horses that were needed on the ranch. They were used to tend the
sheep. Every sheep herder had a horse to help him with his job of watching and caring for the
sheep. In the summer they did not use a horse and did a lot more walking. The herds of sheep
were smaller in the summer. That meant that there were more horses at each ranch during the
summer months and that gave us more horses to ride. We also had more time to ride in the
summer months. All during the year there were extra horses on each ranch, just in case they were
needed for sheep or cattle. We had a few cattle and they required a good horse whenever they
were moved to different pastures or feed lots.
Let’s not forget, horses were fun to ride and we boys took advantage of having plenty of horses to
ride. There were a few horses on each ranch that were tame and gentle enough for the younger
boys and girls to ride. When Father was alive and a few years after his death, there were more
horses on each ranch. By the time of my High School years the number of horses had become
much less. There were changes coming for those living on each ranch. Uncle Doyle and family
were living on the ranch at Willard Creek and our family was on the ranch in Snake Valley.
Figure 350 – Horse and Pack Mule about Ready to Visit a Sheep Camp
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There were changes in what horses we had from season to season and from year to year on each
ranch because of the needs. All the ranchers were looking for a better horse and there was always
someone wanting to sell a good horse. Father was a good horseman. He knew what to look for in
a horse and knew how to handle them. When he was a young man he was the one the ranchers
wanted to ride their horses when they raced their fast horses. It was a usual part of the 4th of July
celebration to go to the horse races held just out of Garrison over the Nevada line. I think horse
races were illegal in Utah. One story I remember being told about Father has always been
interesting to me. Two ranchers had what they thought were fast horses and they arranged for a
race on the 4th. Dad was asked to ride one of the horses and that horse won. There was betting on
that race, and after the money had changed hands and all the bets were paid off, the owner of the
horse that lost asked Dad to ride his horse in another race with the same two horses. The betting
began again and the second race brought on more excitement. As usual there was a lot of talk
about the best horse and the best rider. I am sure there was some bragging. The horses had time
for a rest and the race was ready to run again. With Dad on the losing horse and a new jockey for
the winner, the excitement built up again. Dad’s horse won the second race. It was a great story to
hear and retell. There were good amounts wagered that made it interesting for all who had
money to bet.
My Horse Nancy
One of the deals that was made for us to have horses was made for a young yearling horse and
we named her Nancy. She was small, gentle and a roan color – just right for a young boy and the
girls in the family. I called her my horse, but she was everyone’s horse also. I just rode her more
often than anyone else in the family.
Figure 351 – Nancy with Two Saddles – c1935
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All horses have to be “broken” to make them a good riding horse. Elwin and Newal liked Nancy,
and while she was still young they took the time to get her use to a saddle, something on her back
and the wearing of a bridle. Nancy acted up a few times when she first was ridden, but she soon
accepted the duty of giving the younger ones in the family a good ride. It wasn’t long before
Elwin and Newal were not interested in riding Nancy. She was too slow for them, she wasn’t a
large horse and with their weight she was even slower. They liked the large, fast and strong
horses. With the interest for other horses by the big boys, she was my horse.
Most of my rides on her were bare‐back. I would use her to go after the cows and horses in the
meadow area and the fields. Places where we could not send Bowser after them. All I had to do
was to put a bridle or just a rope around her neck and nose, and then find a place, a fence or a
stump, high enough so I could climb upon her back. She would always stand still so the bridle or
rope could be put on her. The most fun was to go riding on her around the ranch, outside the
fences. I was more on my own when I rode Nancy. No one worried about me. Elwin and Newal
had their own duties on the ranch and they were not able to go riding when I did. Being the
youngest did have its advantages. A young boy on a horse can have a great imagination. When I
went riding by myself and I let my mind wonder, I could accomplish many dangerous and
interesting things, just like the cowboys of the old west. Nancy would allow me to shoot my 22
rifle from her back. The rabbits were at a disadvantage when I aimed the rifle correctly. I even set
traps for coyotes and badgers and I would tend those traps on Nancy. This would take time and
traps were placed all around the ranch. Nancy and I were away from the ranch for some hours. I
never missed a meal though. I did trap some coyotes and one mad badger. I made some money
from their hides and the ranchers paid a bounty for every coyote trapped. I was operation “big
time” those days.
Figure 352 – The Robison Boys with Coyote Pups – c1936

Elwin A. Robison, Melvin A. Robison, George Swallow Robison and Lenard D. Robison
on the mountain holding coyote pups they had dug out of a den
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Those times I got to go with Elwin, Newal, Lenard, and Melvin for a horse back ride, I got Nancy
to ride. She and I had a hard time keeping up with those older riders, but those rides were fun for
me. I was one of the “big boys.”
There were never enough good saddles for all to use at the same time when we all went for a
horse back ride. I got the hard Army saddle those days. Nancy didn’t care; she was just as happy
with a light Army saddle as with a fancy cowboy saddle.
The last two years we were on the ranch, Nancy was no longer there. She had been sold in one of
those horse deals. But then she was not as important to me, I was one of the “big boys” by then.
Breaking a Horse
We had a few more experiences with horses that come back into my memory. I guess it is in every
young boy’s mind that lives on a ranch, to ride a bucking horse and stay on the “beast.” When
Melvin and Lenard were living with us a good looking wild horse had been purchased and he
needed to be broken to ride. He had been wild and had never had a saddle on him. With the “big
boys” doing all the dangerous work and I was the observer from the top of a high pole fence, they
began the process of breaking this horse to ride. They did get the saddle on him and he bucked a
little. There was some kicking of the hind hoofs and the front hoofs striking out at the one holding
the rope around his neck and nose. He was not going to be tamed easily. After the horse was
somewhat used to the saddle, it was time to have someone get into that saddle. What happened
next is not how they ride the bucking horses in the rodeo. They tied the rope that was around the
neck and nose of the horses to the horn of another saddled horse. This made it nearly impossible
for the wild horse to get any force into the bucking. Again they got him used to that part of the
process. Then they led the tame horse and the wild horse out into the meadow area where the
grass sod would sink somewhat with the weight of the horse. Elwin was the one that got into the
saddle and the horse bucked a little. Before the day was over, the wild horse was learning who
was boss and he turned into a good saddle horse.
Working with Horses
My last experience with horses on the ranch came during nine months I worked for Uncle Doyle
during the early months of World War II. For over a month I worked at a cattle camp in Spring
Valley. I had two horses to ride, having a fresh one each day to ride. We covered a lot of miles
each day and I found out what a true cowboy had to do. The next experience came when we
trailed about 200 young sheep to Ely. That took three days and I was the herder for this bunch of
sheep. We put the sheep on railroad cars and they were off to California. The next day I rode 60
miles on those two horses. I left Ely in the dark of the morning and didn’t get to the ranch until
after dark that night. There were two tired horses and one very tired young man. Melvin had me
help him get logs for corals out of Strawberry Creek. We worked eight days to bring logs to
where they could be put on a wagon and then hauled to the ranch. We used a team of horses to
drag and transport the logs from some difficult places and where there were steep slopes. We
learned a lot and had fun. The horses did most of the work.
Nancy was a good horse and it would he great to go through those days on the ranch when I
could ride her every day. That will never be, but I will smile when I think of those days.
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Everyone Welcome on the Ranch
Newal J. Robison Records:
Hospitality
I remember my mother and dad’s hospitality. (All of the Robison’s had quite a lot of it). It seemed
that everyone came by at meal time and we always had people at our table that didn’t work for or
belong to our family. It didn’t seem that noon or night there wasn’t somebody visiting. It could be
strangers that
Figure 353 – The James F. Robison Family with Visitors – 1930

L to R: Back Row: James F. Robison, Jay Tilby, Kem ?, John & S. Reeves and Byron Tilby ‐ Middle Row: Birdie
Swallow Robison, Bertha B. Robison, Elwin A. Robison, Alpha Robison and Mabel Robison (George W.
Robison‘s daughter) – Front Row: Newal J. Robison, Beulah A. Robison, George Swallow Robison, ?

were going through on business or Church or it could be friends that just conveniently stopped by
because the meals were always good. My mother fed them all, including a sheriff’s posse at one
time.
They had someone escape out of the jails at Ely and they had tracked them down to the old Potter
Place (the old cabin at the end of Strawberry), where they left and headed South. The posse was
on horses and in cars. The deputies had to be fed so Mother fed them.
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Figure 354 – Visitors at the Old Gregory Ranch – c1938

Graham Taylor and his sons with Doyle C. Robison – Doyle has his arm on the car door

Mother’s Cooking
Mother really knew how to put big meals together. I don’t think that anyone was ever turned
away from meals. We always had a commissary that was well stocked and a cellar. A meal could
be put together in short order and it seemed that always a meal was being put together, just like
“that” too. The girls helped Mother in this area and even more so after Dad’s death.
It is doubtful if Mother ever baked just two loaves of bread at a time; it was probably more like
six loaves because there were so many people to feed and six and sometimes more lunches to
prepare each school morning. We would return home from school on a bus and would smell that
warm bread just out of the oven. She would allow a loaf to be broken in pieces, each child getting
his share of the light brown crust; then home churned butter would be spread on and a choice of
several jams or honey made the treat a delight never to be forgotten. Those who have eaten
Mother’s cooking will not forget her fruit cake, angel cake, potato cake, mocha balls, chili,
Robison stew, bread, cinnamon rolls, hot rolls, biscuits; then there were the apple, gooseberry,
mince meat and pumpkin pies along with homemade ice cream and fried chicken. Many enjoyed
her cooking.
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Melvin A. Robison records:
Dad’s Cooking
Dad would fix sourdough biscuits every day and he would even bake in the ground a loaf of
bread. He would have a pot of beans or Mulligan stew cooking most all the time.
The Mulligan stew had cubes of boiling meat with bone (mutton), a can of tomato sauce or a can
of tomatoes, salt, a couple of onions, and when that had cooked for awhile you put in potatoes
and a carrot, if you had one, and then the last 20 minutes you put your macaroni in. It would be
very soupy. With a biscuit and this, you had your whole meal.
Mother’s Desserts
All the seasons, we would enjoy Mother’s desserts. Dad loved banana cream and pineapple
cream pies, but everybody’s favorite was angel cake.
She made a mahogany cake, that I have never been able to find the recipe for. There are a lot of
recipes for this named cake, but her’s was a moist cake and it was real dark. Oh, it was a good
cake.
Mother made a lot of chocolate layered cakes. Yes, cakes were the favorite of our family.
I remember a coconut custard cake that she made every time that Uncle Alf would come to visit.
It was layered cake with coconut cream custard in‐between and all over the top. And she always
had the little peaches from the old Gregory Ranch that she put up with the skins on, as preserves,
the heaviest preserves that you ever saw, and Uncle Alf, before he would eat his piece of cake,
would have a big dish of that with heavy cream every time he came.
We always had the angel cake plain, but if company came, she would put whipped cream on it,
or if she was taking it out somewhere she would put pink icing on it, because it would dry so fast
without.
She didn’t use a pan with a center hollow, she used a big aluminum pan that was solid – bigger
than any ordinary one, and she would use 18 eggs in the recipe instead of 12. It was 4 inches
deep. When that came out of the oven, I never saw anyone turn a piece down.
Mother made lots of mince pies. She boiled the beef thick. And then two pies that we all loved
were raisin and prune. She would boil and then stew the prunes and take the pits out, then add
cinnamon and sugar and lots of walnuts, fill a pie crust and then put another crust over the top
and it was delicious! And, of course, the heavy cream didn’t hurt it. (Laughter) I still love those
pies.
Desserts were not just for company. Dad liked a dessert and Mother made them. There was
always fresh fruit on the table, too. No meal went by, except breakfast, that there wasn’t fresh
fruit –actually, bottled fresh fruit – peaches, pears, apricots, whatever. That tradition came down
from Grandmother Robison because she always had two kinds of fruit on the table. And she
always had four to five vegetables with a meal, too.
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Feeding the Help and the Miners at Willard Creek
One of the scenes I remember was the hearty meals they would eat. Dad and Mother would cook
buttermilk hotcakes and those guys would eat 9 the size of a large plate—and the amount of
butter they would put on those, was too much to believe! But, that was probably the last thing
they would eat hot before they got back that night, so they needed it. And they “burned” it off
quickly.

Lois Rowley Robison writes:
Good Food
When Mel and Lenard were dating, they would bring their girl friends and we’d go up one of
the creeks for cook outs and picnics. There we had such good times and there was usually some
water fights. Of course there was always good food. Most often we had fried chicken and
everything to go with it.
Dad liked to cook in the Dutch oven and Mother always provided lots of potato salad, grape and
orange and marshmallow salad; and when the green peas were on, she’d make creamed peas
and potato salad.
There were usually mocha balls or cake and when snow was available up by Mt. Wheeler, we
had homemade ice cream. Mother made a custard base for that and you can guess – lots of
cream. The men always cranked the ice cream freezer.
I guess the Robison’s are known to be lovers of good food.
I also remember when I was the only one at home as a high school student; Mom and Dad
would take me to the dances and stay to the bitter end because I loved to dance. I’m sure they
were glad when I was old enough to date and they didn’t always have to go.
I’m sure it was because Mom and Dad felt the importance of family doing things together that
Lenard, Mel and I were so close and loved each other so much.

Serving Others
Newal J. Robison Records:
Funerals
I remember having to help arrange funerals – in the light that someone had to be advised to dig
graves and such. Other things would have to be done and flowers would have to be ordered. In
the first days that I remember, Grandfather Robison and I would get in the car and go to
Garrison. That was where the cemetery was and there we would make arrangements for whom
ever had died.
Before my father passed away, quite frequently it would be that my dad, Doyle and Burt would
be caught with their heads together and when they came out of it they were paying for
somebody’s funeral, someone who didn’t have the funds to do so.
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Melvin A. Robison records:
Sharing
There was never a shortage of food – it might not have been the kind that everybody wanted, but
we always had meat, flour and potatoes. And as I recall, there was never a winter that all the
miners that lived in the area, whenever they wanted a mutton, and the sheep were near, that they
didn’t get one (at no cost). And that was a lot of sheep that they got. But, they always got meat
and if they didn’t have flour they came to our house and got it. Dad and Uncle Jim were both this
way. They were very generous people but never made a fuss about it. They were very good, good
people.

Lois Rowley Robison writes:
As a young child I remember how Mother and Dad prepared Christmas for other families.
Mother raised sometimes as many as fifteen turkeys each summer. As Christmas time
approached they would kill, clean and prepare the turkeys to be given to families in Ely and
Spring Valley. They made up food boxes and took to families who didn’t have a great deal.
Later when we lived in Snake Valley Mother would spend many days making fruit cakes,
steamed puddings, mocha balls and homemade candy. Then on Christmas Eve they would let
me help make up Christmas boxes with turkey, fresh fruit, yams, cranberries, potatoes,
vegetables and lots of goodies to take to the families in Baker and surrounding area. How I
enjoyed going along to each of the families we took them too.
My parents knew the true meaning of Christmas – giving of themselves. They did not have a lot
themselves, but were always willing to share with others and they got so much joy and
happiness from giving.

Cliff Oryall recorded
Cliff remembers well during holidays like Christmas and Thanksgiving how Pearl would roast at
least 2 chickens and cook many of the usual trimmings and take the meals out to the various
sheepherders.
Some holidays were spent up at Strawberry Canyon picnicking. Doyle and Melvin would cook in
Dutch ovens either mutton, fish, pork, or beef and would bake bread in the ground. Lenard,
Melvin and Doyle were noted good cooks.
One special experience Cliff remembers and it touched his life was . . . There was a widow with
small children living near Baker. The woman didn’t have any money or food. They were hungry.
She was a non‐member (not LDS) (like Cliff at the time) and asked the local leaders for assistance.
When they declined, Doyle couldn’t believe it and because of the goodness in his heart he
quickly gave a slaughtered mutton and groceries from the commissary to the small family. The
Robison’s were always generous and caring and willing to share. When they harvested from
their garden they shared pinto beans, carrots, potatoes, lettuce, etc. to those in need.
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Holidays on the Ranch
George Swallow Robison writes:
Thanksgiving and Christmas
We did have wonderful holidays on the ranch and they are somewhat different than those we
enjoy today. When school was out in the spring, the summer time was not called a holiday time.
Yes, we were very happy to be out of school, but it was not a time for us to do the same things
that were a part of the winter holidays. Thanksgiving was the best for me, then Christmas came
and some thought went into the New Year’s Eve activities. My memories mostly are about when
I was in the first few grades of school.
The talk about the coming holidays first came in late September when the Sears‐Roebuck and
Montgomery‐Ward catalogs arrived. They were full of the pictures of the toys and clothes we
wanted. I remember spending hours looking at those catalogs and dreaming of having all of the
toys shown. We would talk about what we wanted and then because of our beliefs in Santa
Claus, we would keep most of our thoughts to ourselves. Remember, I was the youngest in the
family and everyone else in the family had changed their own feelings about Santa Claus and
Christmas.
You could find the toy section in the catalogs easily‐‐they had the most used and dirty pages. The
order for most of the Christmas things had to be sent by early November, so that they would be
delivered in time for Christmas.
Then came the preparations for Thanksgiving. This started in school with drawings and stories
about the Pilgrims and Indians. There were silhouettes in the windows and scenes in the sand
table. What I enjoyed most were the stories the teachers would read to us on Friday afternoon
about Thanksgiving. When I first saw what is at Plymouth, Massachusetts, I was somewhat
disappointed, my thoughts were much better than reality. On Thanksgiving Day we would go to
Uncle Doyle’s ranch or they would come to ours. Either way, I would eat as much as I wanted
and more. The younger children ate at a table by themselves—I liked that. We could just eat and
not worry about what our parents might say to correct our table manners.
On Thanksgiving Day we would know where we would eat Christmas dinner – it would be at
the other ranch. The next important day in waiting for Christmas to come was the delivery of the
packages from the mail order catalogs. We always hoped they would come on Saturday so we
could see them. Mother wanted them to come while we were at school and then she could hide
what needed to be kept secret. We kept on asking if the packages came until Mother had to tell
us, to keep us quiet. I cannot believe that we had a Christmas tree with burning candles on it, but
we did. It is a wonder that we did not burn down our home. Christmas Eve was spent at home. It
was our custom to open any presents on Christmas Eve.
We never gave presents to our brothers and sisters. I did get some presents from Alpha and
Bertha when they were able to work and earn money. I don’t recall giving presents to Father and
Mother, either. Santa Claus would come after dark on Christmas Eve and how he did it was a
wonder. One time he came and we knew he had, because we heard a cow bell ringing as he
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circled the house. We did not get many presents, but we were happy with what we got. The
wishes we had made back in early October were all forgotten.
School was out and there was much to do on the ranch. If I was lucky I could go with Elwin and
Newal as they planned things to do. One winter there was deep snow and we went hunting
rabbits. Even I could outrun a rabbit when the snow was deep.
If it was real cold we could go ice skating. We had only clamp‐on skates. Our shoes accepted
those skates well, because the shoes had very thick soles.
Many times the whole family went to the New Year’s Eve dance. It was held in Baker. I thought
it was fun until I got so tired. Mother would just lay me out on a bench, and I would go off to
sleep and she could dance and talk. There were always those that drank too much at those
dances. All ages came to them. Grandfather and Grandmother Robison were always there.
I am now getting to the age that I remember my Grandfather when I was young. I can’t believe
so many years have gone by. Family is still the most important part of Christmas, even if they
cannot be home. My thoughts of the holidays bring back good memories. There will be many
more great Christmases for me to enjoy along with the events of the past.

Newal J. Robison Records:
Yes, we had a Christmas tree.
I can only remember those Christmas’ that I still believed in Santa Claus and then of course I
learned that there was no such thing. But, it was those times that were very memorable to me
more so than those afterwards. I still think that people would be fortunate to go through life
always believing that there is a Santa Claus. (Laugh) And I really believe that, too! But it can’t be!
We would get up early in the morning to see what Santa had brought and then we got to peeking
in on Mother and Father doing the Santa Claus bit. We did all the things that kids do to find out
what Santa brought – looking under something to see if the “B‐B” gun had arrived.
Our meals were something at Thanksgiving and Christmas. It usually was a whole day affair. We
ate well for really 2 or 3 days!
The meal would include:
• Turkey
• Stewed chicken & gravy – a Robison tradition
• Dressing
• Mashed potatoes
• Raised rolls
• Minced meat pie
• Pumpkin pie
• Carrot pudding – a Robison tradition
• Mocha balls – a Robison tradition
There always seemed to be about three times as much food as was needed, but we sure ate it.
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When I was little and even when I was growing up, we would always get together with Uncle
Doyle and his family for these special occasions. We didn’t see the rest of the family that much.
But, I do remember spending one Christmas over at Uncle Rich’s (Richard Swallow – brother to
my mother) at Shoshone. We went over and spent about 2 or 3 days. In those days he was
financially the best off of all the brothers, brothers‐in‐law, on the Robison side and the Swallow
side. He represented more than all the others.

Melvin A. Robison records:
A turkey was traditional. We raised our own and had lots to give away. I remember one year we
sold 40‐50 birds.
Mother always had turkey, sage dressing, mashed potatoes and creamed boiled chicken for the
gravy. She never made gravy from the turkey. Then she candied sweet potatoes, had one or two
vegetables besides all this and then “suet” (like carrot pudding) pudding. Oh it was good!
She used to make a suet pudding putting it in a flour sack that would be about the size of the
heart of a big animal, and then put that in a kettle of water. I liked it done this way, because it
formed a crust clear around on the outside of the pudding and oh, was it delicious! In later years
they used these little aluminum kettles inside another aluminum kettle of water to cook it. This,
of course, was a lot easier and wasn’t as messy, but it wasn’t as good.
They would get the suet, when we would kill a beef, off of the animal’s kidney. They really
cherished this fat, because it was the white fat, just as white as snow. And it was a little different
texture fat than any place else on the animal.
Santa Claus
In December 1924 Lenard and I were staying with Uncle Jim and Aunt Birdie in the old log house
at the Gregory Place, while Mother and Dad were in Ely and Lois was being born.
When we, Elwin (9), Newal (7), Lenard (7) and I (6), went to bed that night, we slept cross ways
in one bed and made a “deal” that we would listen and we were going to see who Santa Claus
was.
Uncle Jim had kept the fire going all night in the fireplace of the home, for that was all the heat
you had in the house, except for the cook stove. That was a very “airy” house.
We heard a noise. And we all got out of bed and slipped out and there he was, Uncle Jim, putting
everybody’s things out in that big living room. We were so surprised, that we never let on that we
knew. It was a sad day! I really hated to give up the idea there wasn’t any Santa Claus. You see I
had only just turned six. Too young to have this revealed. I even tried to kid myself for two or
three years after, but it didn’t work.
The Air Rifle
I can even remember what I got that year. I got a little pair of red rubber boots and a nickel plated
barrel air rifle. Lenard got the same gifts, too. We always did.
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Newal was over to Willard Creek later on and we were coming up from the corrals and about
halfway down from the corrals, Dick Kirkland comes by. Dick was a tall, boney man. He always
cautioned, especially me, and when he went walking by he said, “Now, don’t you ever point that
gun at me.” I gave him 10 steps and I gave him 2 shots from my air rifle, right in his rear. Well, he
took that gun, put it over his knee and broke it in two pieces and then threw it over the cellar.
That was the end of that. But, I always figured he should never have said that to me. (Laughter) I
would not have shot him, if he hadn’t told me not to point it at him. Before the first shot really
took hold of him, I had the second one off.
Treats at Christmas
To have an apple, an orange and some peanuts was a big treat in our stockings at Christmas. The
first thing you ever did, before you looked at your gift, was to dump your sock out on your
bedspread, if you had a bedspread, otherwise it was the blanket and I bet Mother could have
killed us for doing that on our blankets.
There was always hard candy which we loved, shelled nuts, the apple, the orange, and that was
about it, but it was wonderful.
To get one gift was a big deal. One year Lenard and I got our 22 rifles together. Another year we
would get a game or two together or some ice skates. It was great! But the one thing they always
saw that was in good repair was our little red wagon, with wood sides, so that we could haul the
wood chips in it. They never let that go by the way. You always had that tool around. We would
haul the garbage to the pigs, the grain to the chickens – it was a very useful article.
Christmas Parties
We would gather with Uncle Jim and Aunt Birdie, Uncle Alf and Aunt Nell and sometimes the
Kerrs and sometimes the Swallows, but a lot of the time it was just those first two families with
ours.
During the holiday season, of Christmas and New Year’s, there was always a party that everyone
went to. We always had a party at one place or the other. The kids would fight and the parents
would play cards (a game of “500”) and dance. I can remember, even at Willard Creek, they
would clear everything out of that little living room, 20 feet one way and no more than 9 feet the
other – and just dance away to a Victrola. They would do the Charleston, some of them. I
remember Bertha and Elbert Coates used to really strut. It was interesting, very interesting to
watch.
At Shoshone, they used to have get togethers at the holiday season. We and Uncle Jim’s family
used to spend time up at Big Springs. They didn’t have much at Uncle Jim’s place, because their
home was too small at that time, so they couldn’t take care of too many.
Christmas Hunting
Probably, Christmas Day was my favorite, especially when we were older. It wasn’t just because
of the good food and the get together. But, the men all took their guns and went hunting. We
hunted owls, rabbits, cottontails, pheasant – anything that moved was not safe. And you had
such a hearty appetite after you finished, that the food was made even better tasting for it. And
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after we were finished eating, we even went hunting again. Most of these big gatherings were
held at Mother and Dad’s.
Christmas took in Alpha and Wendell, Newal and Elwin, Lenard and I, and Lois. That was the
good time we had for Christmas. Of course, Aunt Birdie, Beulah and George were there, too, but
when they sold and moved away to Provo in 1938, that changed a lot of things for us.
Figure 355 – Elwin A. Robison and Cliff Oryall after a Day of Winter Hunting – c1938

Birthdays
Birthdays were not that important. We always got a gift and with Lenard and me, whosever
birthday it was, we both got the same gift. And we generally celebrated Lenard’s birthday more
than mine, for a very good reason – not because they loved him more, but because it was the
spring of the year and we were at the lambing camp and Mother always brought a big dinner on
Lenard’s birthday. We were always around what we called Layton Springs (close to the Swamp
Cedars where Mamie Swallow‘s birth parents were killed in about 1896). There was not a party or any
of that, but there was always a gift. I always thought that was a cute idea, where there were two
boys – to give them the same gift, so no one thought they got the best of the other.
The 4th of July
The 4th of July was a big day! And we kids, at Willard Creek, even though there was not much
money, always had a new cap gun, a whole block of caps and firecrackers that would make a
miner feel ashamed of himself, that Mother and Dad bought for us. The firecrackers were so large
that I wouldn’t, now, let one of my kids touch one without a fuse on it. Elwin, Newal, Lenard and
I used to take those and we had more fun and nobody ever got hurt. We used to do what we
called “tunneling” with these big ones, or we would blow a can into the air a hundred feet or
more. It was amazing the fun we would have and never get hurt.
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“Tunneling” was when we went out on the hill, got down on the ground and blew a hole and
cleaned it out, like the miners did. You can’t believe how big the holes were that we blew. The
dirt would just fly, just fly!
Oh, everybody was patriotic! On the old square‐topped cars there was a place on each side where
they would place flags. Some cars had places for four flags. Everybody you passed had their flags
on. At the houses we would fly a flag, too.
But, everybody brought a different kind of thing – some, fried chicken, or whatever. Watermelons
were always plentiful and potato chips. And we all sat together. There might be 50 of us for the
4th of July.
It was a great time! I never remember a fight or anything of that nature. Oh, there was plenty of
kidding going on. If Uncle Burt was there, there always was a water fight. Wherever he was
there, there was a water fight.
Two families of Swallows, the Kerrs, our family, the Jim Robison family, and Uncle Burt were all
there.
The fun would come to an end when the sun was about to go down, because everyone had chores
to do back at their ranches – milk those cows and feed everything.

Fun
Newal J. Robison Records:
Community Dances
At our home and many of the ranches that had big homes – there was Alf Bellander’s home –
with a big enough living room to accommodate a party. They would dance or play cards. There
would be a phonograph that they would play to dance to. When they got to dancing, they might
dance until daylight! And at midnight they would have a “midnight supper.” That is what the
kids (myself included) thought was the greatest thing ever, because they did bring some real fine
food. The one I always remember more than anything else was Aunt Pearl’s walnut sandwiches.
I don’t know what all she put in it, but walnuts and some kind of dressing. This was when I was
quite young.
I remember the community dances when we went to Baker and danced in the dance hall. They
brought all their children and laid them all out like “cord wood” with the little babies, too. Those
that were old enough tried to dance. If you were 5 or 6 years old, you got out – even if you didn’t
know what you were doing – you did! This way you learned to dance. And it just went from
there on up and everyone danced. There wasn’t a human being that didn’t dance in those days.
Your mother and I danced until we were married and after for a while and then ballroom
dancing went out of style and it didn’t have the same meaning for me anymore. I think that most
people of my generation felt the same way.
We felt a great need for dancing, because it was a way for the community to get together. At
Baker the dance hall was downstairs and upstairs they had a cafe (and perhaps some rooms
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above that – I don’t remember). Auntie Deering at one time ran the cafe, and at midnight they
would serve a supper and everyone would pay. It was usually pretty well put on. After they
would eat, back they would go to the dancing and it was a daylight affair before people gave up
and went home.
Drinking was not allowed in the homes when they had parties. At the first dances at Baker, I
don’t remember that much drinking, but as I got older I remember there were so many fights
and misunderstandings, all caused by liquor. Burt and more particularly Doyle, was one of the
first ones, if someone was to cross his path, to take him on. There was a good many of them that
got a mouthful of knuckles and they got it quick! Burt thought about things further, but when he
started he was determined! What they had coming, they got, I’ll tell you!
My father never seemed to believe in that sort of thing; he thought there was a better way out –
except for once! He was what you call “shaking mad” when he got up on the stage to announce
his strong feelings about the fighting, etc. He said that all those in favor of no more drinking at
the dances step to one side of the hall and all others stay the other side. Well, the only officer we
had was a Forest Ranger and if no other authority was around he was the only one who could
make an arrest.
Someone let out a “war hoop” for the drinking and Burt almost knocked the door down trying to
get him outside. I guess that it would have been a real “good” one, only that they finally stepped
in and separated them. That boy’s father‐in‐law, George Baker, took the young fellow and
walked him off. I don’t know what would have happened with Burt there. (Laugh)

George Swallow Robison writes:
Tending Camp and Ice Cream
Life on a ranch in Nevada had some draw‐backs, and some real opportunities for fun and
experience.
One experience I really enjoyed was to “tend camp” during the summer months. At about the
age of 14 you might get to go on a camp‐tending trip up Strawberry Creek to Bald Mountain,
then over to Windy Creek and home. Two days with two pack horses and on your own.
Depending on where the last sheep camp was located and the time of year, the end of such a
camp‐tending trip had its reward (ice cream).
Some pre‐planning was necessary. First a time for return had to be established, and the girls at
home with Mother supervising had to have the ice cream custard all ready and cool. Also lots of
cream had to be ready. The only cooler we had that worked was the ‘barrel’, a place where cool
spring water continuously ran. The custard and cream were stored at the bottom of the barrel.
The camp‐tender stopped at the last snow bank on Bald Mount, filled all the pack bags with
snow, and headed home. If it was hot the faster he had to go to make sure there was enough
snow to freeze a gallon of cream and custard.
The duties upon arrival at the ranch were definite and assigned.
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Figure 356 – Bald Mountain on the Right & Strawberry Creek in the Bottom – c1983

It was about a 15 mile ride to get the snow from Bald Mountain to the old Gregory Ranch

The snow was most important. One person got the pack bags off the horses. The rider took care
of the steamy, sweating horses. One of the girls would mix the cream and custard. One of the
boys would start turning the freezer.
All work on the ranch would stop. As soon as this ice cream was frozen we would start eating.
No matter how few or how many there were, all the ice cream would be eaten. There was no way
to keep it frozen for long.
Those rewards of ice cream will never be forgotten.

George Swallow Robison writes:
Hunting and Using a Gun
There were rules to be followed by a young boy with a rifle and I did not break those rules. It was
to be completely unloaded before it came into the yard and this meant all the shells were out of
the magazine. No shooting in the corral or barn areas and no shooting where there were farm
animals. We could only target practice across Weaver Creek up on the hill.
Hunting rabbits was the most fun for me as this I could do by myself and in places where no one
would get hurt. Rabbits were of no use to us. They had diseases, so their meat was no good; they
ate our hay crop, so each rabbit killed was to our benefit. I never got real good in shooting
accurately but I got my share of rabbits.
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With that 22 rifle I shot coyotes, badgers, owls and porcupines. I would carry this rifle to make
the rounds to my traps. I didn’t catch much but I dreamed of big animals.
When I was 14, I began to hunt deer. I hunted duck at Big Springs where Uncle Alfred lived.
Figure 357 – A Badger

Figure 358 – A Jack Rabbit

Melvin A. Robison records:
The Little Bunkhouse
Out under a great big Willow tree, at the old Gregory Place, they had a little bunkhouse. It was a
small bunkhouse! It had one bed and a little camp stove and dirty clothes would be about the rest
of what was in there. It might have had a little window at the back, but it wasn’t very tight.
But, the four of us, during the week of Christmas vacation we spent there (we generally spent a
week at Willard Creek, too), would sleep over in this little bunkhouse and to keep from freezing
to death, we would keep a fire going all night. We would shove the stove full of wood, jump back
into bed – all four of us sideways on the bed – and many times we nearly burned ourselves to
death. It was very close. We would wake up and the smoke was everywhere and we would jump
out of bed, put the fire out and go back to bed. (Laughter)
Uncle Frank’s Hat
I am sure everybody, by this time
knows that Newal, Elwin, Lenard and I
were “angels,” (Laughter) but, we did
slip once in a while and do things that
shouldn’t have been done.
One weekend, during one winter
(1936/1937) when we lived over at the
Gregory Place, Elwin and Newal came
out and we always had rabbit hunts and
owl hunts and what‐have‐you, so Dad
loaded all of us in the back of the truck
(I don’t think Lenard was present – he
was up at Salt Lake at school or work)

Figure 359 –Uncle Frank J. Parker – age 91 – July 1969

L to R: Elizabeth Robison Parker & Frank J. Parker
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and we went rabbit hunting down toward the old Grandfather Robison Place, where Uncle Frank
and Aunt Lizzie were leasing it. It was a Sunday morning, and we were just having a great time
shooting rabbits out of the back of the truck. We all had shotguns and, as we drove into
Grandfather’s old place, Uncle Frank came out (he was always a good host), happy and glad to
see us. Being Sunday, he was kind of dressed up. He had cleaned up and he had a new Stetson
hat on and as he came out and greeted us, he threw his hat in the air and said, “Shoot it,”
knowing that we wouldn’t do that. We all shot. I don’t know how many of us hit it, but when it
hit the ground we all shot it and blew the hat all to pieces. And, oh, what a sad look was on his
face.. I can’t remember that my Dad every said a word, but I am sure that after we went home, he
bought Uncle Frank a new Stetson. (Laughter)
After visiting Uncle Frank, we went above the Old Gregory Place, and as Dad went past the old
Eldridge mail box. He had to give it a few shots too, just to give it a little bit of character.
Winter Fun
No boy in his right mind would say he liked summer the best, because he had to work so hard!
But, as a child, the winter was Lenard’s and my best time. We sleighed on those steep hills at
Willard Creek almost every day. Our sled had metal runners, but all the rest was wood. We had a
great sled and only because our heads were harder then the corral gate, are we here to tell it.
(Laughter)
If it wasn’t just right for sleigh riding, we rode the little red wagon off the hill instead. We would
do the same thing when we went to school over in Snake Valley, with Newal and Elwin. We
would get on those hills there and just cruise. We had a lot of fun. Ice skating was another great
thing. We would go to Willard Springs, we’d skate on Willard Creek or we’d go on the meadow
when it was frozen at the old Gregory Place.
Autumn – A Fun Time
Autumn was a fun time. It used to be that nobody cared who got the other person’s deer. And it
wasn’t unusual to kill 10 or 12 big bucks and just call someone on the phone and say come and
get them.
And, as little kids, Lenard and I hunted the year round and made jerky in the summertime out of
it. And Newal and Elwin would come over to Willard and we would hunt.
Jerky
As soon as you skinned out the deer and the meat was still warm, you stripped it out, as big a
strips as you could, about 1/2 inch thick, roll it in pure salt and pepper and hung it over a
galvanized wire, right where you were and the flies would not touch it with that salt and pepper
on it. The sun would dry all the moisture right out of the meat in two days. We made several
seamless bags of jerky every year. We ate a lot of that during the winter and it was great. As a
matter of fact, I long for it yet.
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Figure 360 – Now Let’s Make Some Jerky! – 1943

Figure 361 – Skinning a Deer at Willard Creek – c1936

Russell M. Robison

L to R: Melvin A. Robison and Doyle C. Robison

Lehman Caves
We played in those caves and went in a lot of the area they don’t go into now. We had to crawl a
lot. However, we went with candles or a carbide lantern. But, even then we didn’t go where my
dad went years before that. It was off limits to us. I was two‐thirds grown before I ever went into
Lehman Caves. You had to climb down ladders to get into them.
Dad went into them right soon after they discovered it, near the turn of the century. A horse fell
through and that is how they discovered the caves.
There was no monument or whatever when I first was there. We used to run sheep all over that
area.
And where the Great Basin National Park (1987) is now, is where we used to run all our sheep to
graze and was all part of our sheep ranch. It was home and was always impressive to me.
We found another cave, the Snake Creek Cave that was more impressive to me than Lehman’s
Cave, because it was a lot tougher to get through. Just the four of us, the boys, would go through
there with just candles. I was always worried about getting lost in that one and there was a real
great chance of it, too. It is quite a cave and now they have it all fenced off, they tell me. Not a lot
of people know about it.

Newal J. Robison recorded:
Highline
As you come down through a valley you go through “brushy” (sagebrush) country and then it
will finally fall off into an alkali flat. This is the bottom of the valley. If enough water ran into it,
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it would create a lake and that would leave a mark on the land after the water goes – thus a
highline is a high water line.
Figure 362 – Great Basin National Park from the Old Gregory Ranch in Snake Valley – c1980

Figure 363 – Great Basin National Park from Majors Place in Spring Valley – c1983

In Spring Valley, in the lower end, there is one that goes across by where the Kerrs, Uncle Ed and
Uncle Lester used to live. One went east to west in that north‐south valley. Another “highline”
was south of Shoshone. That is where we chased the horses. Of course, chasing the horses went
on and on and we used to even chase them with saddle horses. Actually, I am surprised that
those cars we used to chase with, stayed together, because we sure abused them!
Melvin, more so than anyone I remember, chased antelope. I’ve never seen anyone like him!
Every time that we would go out of Ely (after we were married) to stay with him on a weekend
we would go to the sheep camp with the pickup truck. We would go down Spring Valley toward
Lake Valley where they “wintered” the sheep – and we would look down toward the flats and
there would be an antelope and away we would go! We had no idea of killing it, we just would
chase it!
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Well, the antelope is
going to go somewhere,
either up or down, and
usually down into the
flat. So we would run it
down into the flat and we
would come along side of
him and he would be
almost at the side of the
fender, then he would
turn around and back we
would go north and we’re
really running all we’re
worth and the truck is just
getting beat to pieces!

Figure 364 – Poor Quality Copy of Photo of Antelope Running about 45 mph –
1947

Finally, the tongue of the
antelope
comes
out
around the back of his
I, Russell M. Robison, was age 7 and riding with my father, Melvin A. Robison,
head. I don’t know how and Ted Ross (our MD) in a pickup going about 45 mph chasing this antelope
long a tongue an antelope in Spring Valley – Ted Ross, a large man, took the photo and shortly after
has but it looked at least 8 reached out the window of the pickup, grabbed the antelope’s tail and began
inches or more of black pulling the antelope into the cab of the pickup – Had the tail not come off who
knows if I would even be here to tell this tale
tongue that came out and
just laid along the side of his head. And he would really be “puffing” and doing his best! They would
never change course, they would just try to beat you – horse or vehicle.
Melvin even gave Aunt Pearl a few rides, too. (Laugh) She’ll never forget them, I’ll bet!
Uncle Burt was the same way, he would chase anything. He was fierce about that!
In those days it wasn’t against the law to “thin” out the wild horses. I think that the antelope was
protected by law to a certain degree. We also chased every coyote that we saw, too. We weren’t
chasing him for the fun of it. It was for real, because of the sheep. Every time that we found one –
the chase was on! That ruined a lot of good cars, too, or caused a lot of repairs. Once you got after
a coyote it seemed that you just had to finish him! I don’t know what he was worth in the world
as far as a predator, but it didn’t seem to make any difference what the cost was to the car, we
still had to get the coyote. Some of it was sport, but some of it was of necessity.

The Great Depression
Newal J. Robison Records:
Uncle Rich
Richard T. Swallow was quite a “plunger.” When the stock market crashed and the banks closed
he was one of the owners of the Nevada Hotel, which was almost new then. It wasn’t that he was
badly in debt, but the banks that were supporting him in his deals, went under, and so he went
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with them. He went bankrupt and lost everything. And of course, from then on he never was a
well person. He was a fine man and a very generous man. After that, some of his family did not
treat him all that well. It was sad.
I can remember that my Dad even made a donation to the Nevada Hotel, because he thought Ely
needed a new hotel. He gifted the money. He didn’t want any stock or any part of it. He knew
that Ely needed a hotel, but he didn’t know if it could support the hotel. And as it turned out, the
bank failed and everything started going wrong. And it started changing “hands” (ownership)
and just kept changing hands. It was a first class hotel. It was one of the finest hotels in Nevada at
one time.
I think that James F., Doyle C. and Burton H. Robison were pretty “dead serious” about life and
endured the Depression with forethought and perseverance. They were all in debt but perhaps
they used better judgment than others.

Melvin A. Robison records:
It was soon after Dad and Uncle Jim had started their livestock business and had really spread
out and done well, when the Depression hit. Then I remember them sitting and talking at the
table at Uncle Jim’s place, “Should we even breed the ewes this year? It might be a mistake to
breed them.” But, that is false thinking now, because you are better off to raise a crop, even if you
don’t get much out of it. And they determined they should go ahead and breed anyway.

During the Depression Jim and Doyle’s father, George Samuel Robison, and three of their
brothers, George W. Robison, Brian S. Robison and Orvis C. Robison, lost their livestock
operations when the banks foreclosed on them.

The Shock of James F. Robison Passing Away in 1932
Melvin A. Robison records:
Grandfather Swallow died May 20, 1932. I remember we were lambing sheep at the time and
Mom, Dad and Uncle Jim and Aunt Birdie went into Salt Lake for his funeral.
During that trip to Salt Lake they got caught in a severe sand storm out by Delta and Lynndyl
and it just filled their car with sand and they almost smothered to death.

Birdie Swallow Robison writes:
During the time we lived on the ranch Jim had pneumonia three times. Even though he was
careful at all times he took cold on July 21, 1932, and we decided to go to the mountains where
we spent our vacation with the family, thinking rest would help him. We had a lovely sheep
wagon and things comfortable but he did not seem to improve, so we decided to come home and
he drove to Ely, a distance of 36 miles, to see a doctor, but nothing seemed to help him. So the
doctor let him come home, but Jim was not well. The doctor come and stayed with him for three
days and did all he could, to save him. The Elders of the Church administered to him, but no
relief was granted. In the evening of August 5, 1932, he passed away with all of the family

Our Swallow Heritage – Volume III – The History of George Swallow’s Daughters

Page 290

Turning the hearts of the fathers to their children and the hearts of the children to their fathers

present and the home full of relatives and friends. His funeral was the largest ever held in Baker,
Nevada. He was loved by all.

Newal J. Robison records:
His funeral was held in the High School building he had worked so hard to have built in Baker. It
was the largest funeral ever held in that area because Dad was loved and respected by all.
None of the children were married at the time of Dad’s death. The oldest being twenty and the
youngest eleven years of age. Mother raised and educated her family of six children and made a
home for several nephews so they could attend High School.

Bertha Robison Stevens writes:
I went a full year and a summer to school at Alpine. Then I went out to Baker, Nevada, to teach
the first four grades in a two‐room schoolhouse. Then I returned to summer school and was at
Alpine when word came that my father was critically ill. I had to leave hurriedly and hire
someone to drive me to meet my uncle in Eureka. I got home just a very short time before my
father died. He called me in and I fed him ice so that he could breathe more easily. He said that I
was just like my mother. That was a high compliment. He had President Hinckley offer family
prayer around his bed and he talked with Mother and me. He told me that he had waited for me
to get there before he left us. He knew that he was going. He died on August 5, 1932 at 10:30 p.m.
I was very brave and helpful, I feel, through the next few weeks. I can see how beautiful Father
was in his Temple robes. Mother and we three girls dressed in white for the funeral. It was my
wish.
We lost great support when my father died and it shook the very foundations of my mother’s
soul, and mine, too. All of us children missed our father greatly. Our lives had to change to meet
the circumstances. All have had to struggle and work hard since. All are good people and are
striving for the right. Mother has been close to us all and I feel so grateful to see the love and
respect that is showered on mother by her children and grandchildren. It is a living tribute to her
goodness.
My grandfather Swallow’s second wife, Aunt Mattie to us, wrote this to us when father died,
“He was a born diplomat, a born teacher, a born businessman, a born father, a born companion,
a born peace maker, a born leader, and one chosen to do the Lord’s work.”
My father was greatly blessed with a good mind, a heart of love and insight. He never traveled
far, but people flowed to our home. My mother and father were a loved and respected couple.
They were respected and honored for their high ideals. It is a testimony to me that you get from
life and people what you believe, give and expect.

Elwin A. Robison writes:
The death of my father was, to say the least, so untimely and such a shock to the immediate
family as well as to the entire valley. He was extremely respected for his leadership and integrity
throughout the county and the state. Obviously the greatest responsibility fell to my mother, but
certainly it extended to all members of the family. I was fifteen years of age at my father’s death
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on August 5, 1932, with my next birthday falling shortly thereafter on September 23rd. This
meant added responsibilities, being the eldest son, as the ranch and livestock had to be
maintained. It became an even more difficult task, as drought and depression were at their very
worst, but every member of the family assumed responsibilities equal to the task and their
capabilities.
The attached news release about the death of James F. Robison was most complimentary to my
father.
James F. Robison Dies Following Brief Illness
Death claimed one of White Pine County’s most distinguished citizens last Friday
evening when James F. Robison passed away at 10:20 p.m. at his home in Snake Valley,
death being caused by complications arising from throat trouble and pneumonia.
Mr. Robison was a native of eastern Nevada, having been born near Baker on March 15,
1888, his parents, Emma Meecham Robison and George S. Robison being among the
early settlers of Snake Valley.
His early life was spent in that valley, where he received his elementary, training at the
rural schools, and later he entered the L.D.S. business college in Salt Lake City, which be
attended for two years, leaving on account of illness.
Returning to Baker he engaged in the livestock business, and during this time on
September 13, 1911, he was married to Birdie E Swallow, daughter of Mr. and Mrs.
George Swallow of Spring Valley.
Interested in the livestock business with his brother, Doyle, he next acquired a mercantile
business in Garrison, which he engaged in for eight years, later purchasing the Gregory
ranch, two miles north of his birthplace, which became his home ranch, and where he
has since resided with his family.
Led In Educational Affairs
Mr. Robison became interested in education as his children became of school age, and he
was instrumental in establishing the Robison school district, and later in 1926 he was
largely responsible for formation of the Consolidated School District No. 1 at Baker,
which included the four school districts that had served up to that time.
He was elected president of the board of the Consolidated district, which was the first in
eastern Nevada, and held that office many years.
He secured a one‐year high school for Baker, and gradually increased this to a two‐year
school, and then, largely through his efforts, a four‐year high school was founded. In
1931 he worked faithfully until a new $15,000 high school was erected in Baker, giving
educational facilities to children of that section who were unable to attend the county
high school in Ely.
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His life was one of active work for the betterment of his district, his home and
community. He watched the schools from the one teacher stage to the consolidated
district, and the establishment of a high school. He was prominent in business, political
and social activities as well, being one of the most successful of the Baker LDS Sunday
School and Nevada Stake high council men in that church.
In recognition of his activities in advancement of schools, he was appointed a member of
the State Board of Education in 1931, and in 1932 was named a delegate to the National
School Board convention.
Widely known throughout the state, as well as in this county, his loss came as a shock as
he was one of the finest citizens of this state, and the sympathy of all is extended to his
bereaved ones.
He is survived by his wife and six children: Bertha B., Alpha J., Elwin A., Newal J.,
Beulah A. and George Swallow Robison; his father, George S. Robison; a sister, Mrs.
Lizzie Parker of Trout Creek, Utah; and five brothers, George W., Burton H., Doyle C.,
Bryan S., and Orvis Robison, all living in Snake and Spring Valleys.
Funeral services were held at Baker Sunday afternoon at 2 o’clock at the high school,
with the large auditorium filled with many friends of the deceased from all parts of
White Pine County.
Services were conducted by the Nevada Stake Presidency of the LDS church, including a
selection by the main quartet, followed by an opening prayer by Richard T. Swallow and
a talk by J. R. Squires; vocal solo by Irene Schallenberger; talks by N. H. Chapin and Dr.
E. E. Hinckley, and a closing prayer by Fred Horlacher.
There were many beautiful floral offerings and a cortege of over seventy cars formed a
procession to the Garrison cemetery, where internment was made.

George Swallow Robison
writes:

Figure 365 – Clouds in Snake Valley

Clouds
So many times it has come
to mind, on a clear sunny
day here in New England,
that the clouds are not the
same here as in Snake
Valley, Nevada. I am sure
there is little difference in
clouds anywhere on earth. There may be some differences, the air was very clean there by Mount
Wheeler, no smoke, little dust, and it was dry air. Another difference to point out, there was very
little interference of the view, no trees or buildings, just a few hills and mountains far off.
It was on the ranch that, as a young boy, I had the time. I took the time and used the beautiful sky
as a place to go with my mind to relieve some of my loneliness. You need a few hours to do the
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watching of clouds best. There are special places and positions to best look at the sky. There are
also times of year that clouds seem to perform better, these days came in early fall and spring.
For me, it was after school started and summer activities were at an end. There also came a time
in the spring when summer would not come fast enough.
Loneliness was a part of the desire or drive that made the sky so wonderful. After Father passed
away it was a lonely time, things were not the same. I didn’t worry about my future or if we
would eat or have clothes. Mother wasn’t the same, she didn’t feel well, plans were changed for
the family and somehow I felt I must grow up a little faster. With these extra thoughts in my
mind, I would go off by myself to think and daydream. My favorite spot was on the haystack.
Every year there would be some hay left in the spring in the stack, so when a young boy wanted
to find a warm spot, away from the wind, it would be on the south side of the haystack. From
this spot you could see in all directions. To the south out toward Saw Tooth Mountain; to the
west, Wheeler Peak, and to the east, the hills I played on.
Once you got settled into the soft hay and the radiant heat from the sun took effect, you could go
into a daydream so quickly. I became what my thoughts directed, away went any reality. I was
where my thoughts took me. Father was back with us, as I wanted in my thoughts.
Now to the clouds – if your imagination is working right, you can see faces, scenes and buildings.
They can be large, small, and as beautiful as you want. It is amazing how long the face or scene
lasts.
The only places we have been that produce clouds and daydreams as well as at the ranch, are on
dry days at Silver Lake in Vermont, and on the shore at Cape Breton Island in Nova Scotia. With
many years past and my childlike mind supposed to have matured, it is still easy to get back into
the proper mood to daydream.
How I would like to go back to those special spots in this great land and do some daydreaming
and cloud watching. I am sure I would grow younger fast. I would also limit my thoughts to
good and loving events. I also would make sure I picked out only the faces that were of loved
ones and scenes that were the best. Some day I will do this. (Just another daydream.)
When a Young Man Needs a Friend
Soon after Dad passed away, Darwin Lambert arranged for me to go with him on a trip to the
National Parks in California and southern Utah. I am sure that his interest in me was because of
his feelings for Mother and Dad and the loss to me. I may have shown my sadness more than I
remember. Darwin could have had the same concerns as the youth leaders of today, a young boy
of 12 just needed someone to help when there was a great need.
Our trip took us to Yosemite National Park and Sequoia National Park. In each of these national
parks, Darwin made arrangements for us to stay in the Park owned housing for the employees.
(Darwin was, or did, work for the Park Service.) We hiked and saw all of the falls, big trees and
the mountains. Back at that time there were the “fire falls” of Yosemite. Each night they would
push over the high cliffs above Camp Curry, pine bark that was still burning, and as it would
fall, the burning parts of the bark would glow. I remember it so clearly. The big trees of Sequoia
Park were unbelievable.
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We traveled through California, Las Vegas, Nevada and then on to Zion National Park. On this
trip we slept beside the road, somewhere in southern Utah.
As I try to remember that trip, I wonder just how much Darwin enjoyed the time with a 12 year
old along to slow him down. Darwin gave me some great memories and I am sure it was help for
me when I needed it the most.

Jim’s death did not change the business relationship between the James F. and Doyle C.
Robison families. However there was a lot of adjusting to be done.
Figure 366 – Birdie and Her Daughters a Few Months after Jim’s Death – 1932 or 1933

L to R: Beulah A. Robison, Alpha J Robison, Birdie Swallow Robison and Bertha B. Robison
Figure 367 – Sons and Son‐in‐laws of James F. & Birdie Swallow Robison – c1935

L To R: George Swallow Robison, Wendall S. Lambert, Newal J. Robison, Owen C. Stevens and Elwin A. Robison
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Birdie is now the Matriarch Leading Her Children
Newal J. Robison records:

Figure 368 – Birdie Swallow Robison, the Matriarch
– c1937

Life continued and Mother never shirked her
responsibility as head of the family. Those of
the children who were in college returned to
school and those at home continued their
daily chores. But life was not the same and
never would be without Dad with us. Mother
felt this loss more than any of the family, but
she never complained to anyone about the
task before her.
Mother’s health was never very good after
Dad’s death, but she managed to keep the
home happy and each child knew he or she
was loved. With younger children in school
and away all day, Mother was very much
alone; however, Dad and she had hired a
Spanish fellow years before to work on the
ranch. His name was Alfedo Vesaraga, and he
remained after Dad’s death and was so
helpful and protective of Mother; it was
reassuring to the family that he was near
while the children were away all day.
L to R – Standing: George Swallow Robison, Wendell S.

The girls helped Mother in the home so much.
Lambert, Owen C. Stevens, Newal J. Robison and Elwin
Beulah was small at first, but then grew to be
A. Robison – Seated: Beulah A. Robison, Bertha Robison
such a help to Mother. August 1, 1935 Bertha
Stevens, Alpha Robison Lambert and Birdie Swallow
Robison
married Owen Stevens and Alpha taught
school over at Willard Creek, staying with Doyle and Pearl in Spring Valley. Then July 25, 1936
Alpha married Wendell Lambert. Gradually, the children were leaving and making homes of
their own.
Mother was so ill once that Aunt May Kerr came to care for her and stayed for several days; later
she became ill with the whooping cough and spent some time in Salt Lake to recover; years later
she had a serious operation on her sinuses which kept her in Salt Lake for many weeks.

Doyle C. Robison Takes on Responsibility of Both Families
Melvin A. Robison records:
Dad and Uncle Jim were so very close. They had a relationship like very few brothers ever
experience. The night that Uncle Jim died, it was very tough for my Dad and for all of us. I
remember Dad saying, “This is the first time that we will have ever been separated, over any period
of time.” Uncle Jim was a great man.
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It cemented the relationship even more. The children from both sets of parents were just like
brothers and sisters; there was no difference.
People don’t realize how close. those two families were and are. Today people continue to mix
myself, Lenard, Elwin and Newal as brothers – being double‐first cousins. When you get back
past the parents, you have exactly the same blood.
Education was not the main factor of difference, the Gospel was. Orvis, Bryan, and Uncle Jim,
Dad, Burt – all went to the LDS Business College. I don’t think Uncle George ever did. The fact
that Dad and Uncle Jim accepted the Gospel while attending college, changed their whole lives.

Lenard D. Robison writes:
Father continued to carry forth and run the business so the two families could be maintained,
during these depression times – they were very trying and difficult times financially.

Elwin A. Robison writes:
It would be an oversight on my part at this time if I did not make a most sincere expression of
appreciation on behalf of the James F. Robison family to the Doyle Robison family. The obligation
and responsibility of keeping the livestock company and two families united were placed upon the
shoulders of Uncle Doyle. These were the most trying times of all of our lives, and yet with all of the
trials and heartaches, the responsibilities were so graciously accepted by Uncle Doyle and without
any hesitation or question, we as a family looked to our Uncle Doyle as a second father, for which
we were all so grateful.
food that we had packed in! Never would we run out of food when we were with him! But this
trip, the last day came and so did the last can of beans – probably because we had to take in as
little as possible. It was a trip that I think all four of us will always remember for all of our lives.
It really stands out to me!
He also included us in fishing trips, hunting, chasing horses, chasing antelope – all of the things
that boys would do at that age. Even though Elwin and I moved into Ely and went into another
business, we spent most weekends hunting or fishing back out at either Doyle’s or Melvin’s. This
was until we moved to Reno. It seemed like a Saturday or a Sunday wasn’t right unless we had
gone and stayed at one of these places.
All of those years, because of business connections in Robison Brothers, we were closer to Doyle
than to Burt. He was more like a father. As I knew him in my early life, he would fight anything
and anyone at the “drop of a hat.” This was his nature until he came to Reno. After coming to
Reno and retiring he seemed to mellow. I don’t ever remember him, after Reno, doing anything
like before.
He was more a father to us boys, Elwin, George, and me, (just because we were boys) than he
was to our sisters. My brother George has a real close place in his heart for Uncle Doyle, because
he was around him in years, more than around our own Father.
We were never very far (in miles) from Doyle, because when we moved to Reno in 1945 it wasn’t
too long after that, that Doyle and the boys moved to Reno from Monitor Valley (near Austin).
And then we were in and out of Doyle’s home every few days for the remainder of his life.
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Newal J. Robison records:

Figure 369 – Elwin A. Robison & Doyle C. Robison at Old
Gregory Ranch – c1939

Being age 15 and after my father’s death,
we got to know Doyle very well. He was in
business with us and most cases like a
father to us and I guess the Patriarch of the
families after Father was gone. Melvin and
Lenard stayed with us (going to school)
and we stayed with them at times. Our
families were very close.
Most all of the activities for pleasure, for
business, for Church and whatnot were
done together as two families. After Dad’s
death we continued to have holiday meals
together and camped together. Doyle really
directed our lives, to a degree, on the ranch
and in the “livestock.”
One camping trip that comes to mind
would be after the “hay” was in; Doyle
took Lenard, Melvin, Elwin and I with
horses into the head of Williams Creek.
This place was almost inaccessible to even
the horses. We camped two or three nights
there and killed a deer for meat. We must
have eaten like “hogs” because it is the only
time in my life that I remember being with
Doyle, that we didn’t bring back half the
food we had packed in! Never would we run out of food when we were with him! But this trip,
the last day came and so did the last can of beans – probably because we had to take in as little as
possible. It was a trip that I think all four of us will always remember for all of our lives. It really
stands out to me!
He also included us in fishing trips, hunting, chasing horses, chasing antelope – all of the things
that boys would do at that age. Even though Elwin and I moved into Ely and went into another
business, we spent most weekends hunting or fishing back out at either Doyleʹs or Melvinʹs. This
was until we moved to Reno. It seemed like a Saturday or a Sunday wasnʹt right unless we had
gone and stayed at one of these places.
All of those years, because of business connections in Robison Brothers, we were closer to Doyle
than to Burt. He was more like a father. As I knew him in my early life, he would fight anything
and anyone at the “drop of a hat.” This was his nature until he came to Reno. After coming to
Reno and retiring he seemed to mellow. I donʹt ever remember him, after Reno, doing anything
like before.
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He was more a father to us boys, Elwin, George, and I (just because we were boys) than he was to
our sisters. My brother George has a real close place in his heart for Uncle Doyle, because he was
around him in years, more than around our own father.
We were never very far (in miles) from Doyle, because when we moved to Reno in 1945 it wasnʹt
too long after that, that Doyle and the boys moved to Reno from Monitor Valley (near Austin).
And then we were in and out of Doyleʹs home every few days for the remainder of his life.
Doyle’s Routine
Uncle Doyle was a person who pre‐planned his day, different than most. It was said of him that
he should have had a lantern instead of a bed, because he got up and went to work in the middle
of the night. Wherever we would go, it was 2 o’clock in the morning! All the people that worked
for us (on the ranch) were sure that he needed a lantern more than he needed a bed!
If we were to do any work on the livestock or any other project we would always get up and
have breakfast in the dark and drive to wherever we were going – and it was usually still dark
and we were waiting for daylight.
One thing about Uncle Doyle’s schedule, we were always home on time and meals were served
at the same time. It was all very routine and you could set a clock by him. You would know that
he would be home for dinner and that it would be served on time. But, you could bet he would
be up at 2 o’clock the next morning, too.
In all of his travels during the day, whether with a pack horse or with a pickup truck, he always
had Dutch ovens and he always prepared a hot meal at noon. Whereas, my Dad always carried
cold lunches and never cared about packing the cooking utensils. He would on some occasions,
but that wasn’t all so important. But, when you were with Doyle you knew that you would have
a hot meal at noon during winter or summer.
If the time was short and we had to cook things quick, we par‐boiled “sow belly” and fried that
fairly crisp and put in peas and potatoes and made what we called, a “Wheeler” stew out of it.
Or Doyle would fry potatoes with the “sow belly” (salt pork) and dump a can of corn or two in it.
Just that quick, you got off the horses, someone built a fire, and someone did this or that and the
meal was ready. If there was any fresh meat around it was fried. But, those were the kind of
meals that we had when we were on the move. Bread was usually brought along because we
didn’t have time to prepare and bake it. But if he had time, he would make some kind of bread.
The last time that I helped Doyle in the “lambing camps” in the spring of the year that your
mother was carrying Allan (1943) and she went to stay with her folks in Provo and I went out to
haul water, for a month, because it was a dry year, I also helped with the “lambing camps” and
because I was moving with the water truck and moving with the camp I got in on fixing the
noonday meal and many cases the evening meal.
Every noonday meal we had raised sourdough biscuits. They were prepared in the morning and
raised proper and they were as high as the oven – about 6‐8 inches. They weren’t really
sourdough because we used the “starter” so frequent that it was more like a yeast biscuit.
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The main “bill of fare” was Mulligan stew, roasts, fried steaks or chops, straight boiled meat with
other things, straight boiled beans, and sometimes boiled beans with fresh pork.
Figure 370 – Newal J. Robison Watering Sheep in Spring Valley

Procedures
They had “fire Irons” that we built, and depending upon what size fires you wanted, we took
them along on pack horses or put in a “grub” box. These would be no longer than 2 to 2 ½ feet.
But the big ones at the main camp, like in the summer, were a full 3 feet and they would hold
two big Dutch ovens.
All of the food was cooked in a Dutch oven. If you were going to make a stew you always put it
into a Dutch oven to cook it; roasts in the ground – that was in a Dutch oven; bread in the ground
– the same way; fry any kind of meat or potatoes – that was fried in a Dutch oven.
In the early days we used only lard as fat to cook with. As time went on, lard went out and we
used Crisco shortening and then later on liquid vegetable oils.
If you were going to cook something very quick or going to cook biscuits, you would use
Sagebrush because it would burn fast, burn hot, and makes coals quick. After the sage had
burned down you put coals on the ground and then put the top of the Dutch oven in the fire and
got it hot. Then place the oven on top of the coals, put the lid on, and if you needed to, place
some more coals on top of the lid. Watching the biscuits they would be ready in about 15 to 20
minutes, just the same as in any electric oven today.
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Figure 371 – Dutch oven Cooking the Doyle C. Robison Way

Cooking dinner of fried meat & potatoes and sourdough biscuits using Dutch ovens and sagebrush

If you were in the “sheep wagon” you would just put the Dutch oven in the stove that was
provided in the wagon. It would do the same thing.
To Season a new Dutch oven: Sear with fire the inside of oven and inside of top. Wipe out and
rub complete insides with vegetable oil. After cooking, clean out with soap and water and rub
with oil again. Repeat this every time you use the Dutch oven. If it should rust ‐– wash out
thoroughly and rub with oil.
For frying meat quick – you would use Sagebrush, too.
If you were going to boil some beans, boil some meat, make some stew then you start your fire
with Sagebrush, but then end up with (if it was available) Mahogany. This would make a steady
hot fire.
All of the cooking underground was done with Sagebrush. You would dig a big hole in the
ground, build a sage fire in it and wait until it had burned itself clear down. Then you would
shovel all the coals out except some left at the bottom. You set the Dutch oven on top of those
coals in the bottom, cover the oven with all the rest of the coals, then put about 2 feet of dirt on
top of that.
Depending upon what you are cooking – if it is a roast it would take about the same time as
when you cook in an electric oven – bread the same way – about 1 hour and so on. If there were
big pieces of roast in the oven it would take 3‐4 hours. In most cases you don’t burn anything
when you cook underground, so you would have thrown in the roast and the potatoes and the
carrots and also onions. Most of these you didn’t have to put water in because of the moisture
from the meat. The meat created its own juice and that made the stew.
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Figure 372 – Dutch oven Turkey Roasted in the Ground – c1980

Melvin A. Robison checking on a turkey he cooked to a golden brown in a Dutch oven buried in the
ground with sage brush coals and then everything covered with dirt – Cooking time about 3 or 4 hours

A lot of people, rather than have to watch beans (cooking over the open fire) would cook them
underground, too. This was because the beans didn’t boil off any moisture as there was no place
for it to go (air tight). You would just have to cover the beans with water and put them
underground and keep them there for probably 4 hours or so.
To cook them over the fire, you would cover them with water, cover and then watch every so
often to add more water until they were done. Meat and beans could go in all at the same time.
I learned to cook with Doyle more so than with my father. This was the reason I guess that I
never used any of the long handled frying pans that my father cooked with, but instead cooked
with Dutch ovens and “fire irons.” Doyle and my dad were first rate “camp” cooks.
We ate lots of fresh bread and jam out in the open for our desserts. That was all we needed.
I guess that I was the only one of the boys in the two families who ever made a cake. I made
cakes when I was a youngster at home. But, as the years went on and later on in our married life,
Melvin became interested in making pies and became a very good pie‐maker and still is today.
Melvin does lots of cooking, just like his dad did in the home – bread and all.
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Figure 373 – Doyle C. Robison Cooking While Camped on Strawberry Creek – c1961

L to R: Newal J. Robison, Doyle C. Robison, Elwin A. Robison and Scott D. Robison sitting in chair
Every cake that I made had to be a chocolate cake – frosting and all! In the first days I didn’t use
as many nuts, because I guess that they weren’t accepted that much. But, as I got older and had
my way I got more nuts into the cake.
Doyle, Melvin, and I were the ones that got involved in the cooking. Elwin and Lenard didn’t
seem to get into the “thick” of it as much as we. They could cook though.

1934 Big Drought
Melvin A. Robison records:
In 1934, the worst drought they had ever known came. Of course, Uncle Jim had passed away by
this time. Things were really tough. There was room for only one herd of sheep, 2,000 head, on
all of the mountains, where we had before run up to 8,000 head of ewes.
So, Dad sold everything that spring, because we “lambed” on top of the mountain and it didn’t
rain and it didn’t rain and the first of July we shipped them out to Stockton, California. And a
ewe and a lamb, side by side, brought only $3.75 or $4.00.
That fall it started to rain, but it wouldn’t have saved us anyway. So, then we went over to
Eureka and bought sheep from Marj Palmer’s family for $4.50 or $5.00 a head, with no lamb by
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their side, and we had to trail them home from there. We didn’t give up – we got right back into
business.
In 1936, we bought Grandfather Robison’s sheep, all that he had left and leased the range and in
1937, after we bought Aunt Birdie’s outfit and partnership out, we borrowed money from Uncle
Burt and bought out all the ranches at Chokecherry and all on that side of the mountain.
Orvis and Bryan had been “staked” by Grandfather and Grandmother Robison; Uncle George,
also. But, when the Depression hit them, it really put a kink in their outfits. And when the spring
came and as they turned their sheep out of the sheds, after shearing and sweating them, then a
blizzard came and they died like chickens. They lost half, so the bank foreclosed on them. That
was the end of their livestock businesses.
We, ourselves, lost about 500 head, which was not the greatest calamity we had in losses, but it
did hurt us.
I have always thought, “Here the Gospel plays its part.” If anyone wanted to foreclose on us they
could have – surely we owed enough. But, nobody seemed to want our land or livestock worse
than we did. Your banker took a look at it and how you handled your business and saw that we
had a good outfit – no messing around – we were serious. For that reason, I know, we were
saved. And Dad was a very persistent man – a good businessman.
After Uncle Jim died, Dad really had a great responsibility. He suffered a heart problem at that
time because of the strain, but he stayed with it. I have seen him pass out while Mother was over
taking care of Aunt Birdie just after Uncle Jim passed away; and he would faint and it would last
for two hours. Dad had to do everything then. Nobody knows how hard it was for him. First,
losing his closest brother and friend, then trying to be a father to two families and making a
living for them with the responsibility of two outfits—all during the Depression—it was tough!
But, he did it and he did a good job.

Doyle’s Serious Accident
Melvin A. Robison records:
Sometime in late February or early March, 1936, Dad got hurt by a rock slide and almost died
and Bertha and Owen drove us right to Ely through the night. I can remember that he had a new
1935 Dodge he had just bought. Owen was working at Sears Roebuck at that time in Salt Lake,
selling radios. But, he was good enough to bring us through that night – so we left school the
remainder of that year.
We arrived in Ely and stayed there and then the next day went right out to the sheep and we
took over.
This is the story: Dad and Flor Barella were way down in Lake Valley and they were chasing a
lion from his tracks in the snow. They had the dogs and they were going to try to catch him. Dad
was crossing from one bunch of rocks to the other. It was spring melt and the water was running
down through the rocks and under the snow and he saw that it was all going to slide, so he
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jumped but the great big rock above caught him just back of the knee and cut off all the cords
and blood vessels there.
The blood was spurting out and he called to Flor to take his belt and tie it off and poor Flor
keeled over in the snow at the sight, so he couldn’t help, and they were half a mile from the
truck, so Dad finally strapped himself and shut off 95 to 98% of the flow of blood. And after
putting the tourniquet on, he began to crawl in the ground cover of 2 or 3 inches of snow. After
he had gone a ways, Flor revived and caught up with him and then tried to get the truck to bring
it over to where Dad was, while Dad kept crawling. Well, Flor never could get the truck started,
so when Dad got to the truck he pulled himself up in it, left Flor at the camp, and then took off
for Ely, which was close to 100 miles, and drove himself clear to the hospital. He was in the
hospital for four full months after that.
The extent of the damage was that all the cords, nerves and blood vessels around, below, and
above the knee were cut off and crushed. The complications were what kept him in the hospital
over that long period of time. First, he developed pneumonia from the blood clots; second, he
developed phlebitis, which went clear to his waist. The doctors brought in from Salt Lake and all
over said there was no way to save him. And then he got double pneumonia, yet he pulled
through it all. When he recovered, from that day on, because of the phlebitis, he bound his legs
from the ankles to the knees every day of his life, with elastic bandages. They would swell until
they would just shine. He was a cripple and in pain from that day on, but he accomplished a lot
in that time. He really hurt!

Lenard D. Robison writes:
We returned to Ely and the ranch. For days Dad lay in the hospital, his life hanging by a thread.
The sheep and all the cattle had to be cared for so we returned to the ranch. At this time we were
still involved with the James F. Robison family in the business. They also assisted us in the
managing and operating of the outfit for some four months while my father was in the hospital.
This was a very trying experience, for we had never taken the direct leadership, although we had
worked with our father all of our lives to this date. It was the shearing and lambing season and
all the business to care for. Hiring and firing of men. We had done some of this, but not taken
over as we might have done. We received counsel from our father when he was able to give it
and we went forth. He was supposedly not ever going to be able to walk again. With great
stamina, and determination he overcame that handicap and walked, although he was never well
or without pain from that day forth and he was not able to work as before. Although he worked
all he could and did many things, his legs continued to swell and cramp his entire life.

Newal J. Robison records:
Alpha ran across the street from the Snell’s and said, “A terrible thing has happened to our
Uncle, and you have to leave.” I remember telling your mother (Norma) that this uncle was just
like a father to me. I went home, “because it was like Father again” – as far as I was concerned.
Another reason that we went home was because we were in trouble with the livestock and
ranching as there was nobody there to run it. Elwin was there but he needed help. I stayed home
the fall of 1936 to help with the ranch.

Our Swallow Heritage – Volume III – The History of George Swallow’s Daughters

Page 305

Turning the hearts of the fathers to their children and the hearts of the children to their fathers

Lois Robison Rowley records:
When he was forty one years old, father had a very serious accident while out checking on a herd
of sheep. A thousand pound rock fell on his leg and crushed it very badly. He was in the hospital
for over four months. He developed pneumonia and then phlebitis. Seven different times the
doctors told us to call all the family for they felt he could not live. Dad kept saying, “They don’t
think I’ll make it, but I will.” He was a man of great faith and the Elders came and blessed him
many times in that four months. He was also told he would never walk again, but he walked out
of the hospital. He rode horses, worked with the livestock, even though he was always in pain.
Father was a very determined man, never complaining. He was a great example for us to follow.

When I, Russell M. Robison, asked my aunt Lois Robison Rowley what my grandfather, Doyle,
did when he got home from being in the hospital for four months, she answered, “He got on a
horse and went to work.”
This was a most difficult time for the James F. and Doyle C. Robison families. It is still in the
middle of the Great Depression, Jim passed away four years earlier, there was a serious drought
two years previous and now Doyle was seriously injured and unable to handle the work load he
had before. To that add, Elwin, Newal, Lenard and Melvin are in the middle of their college
years and close to marriage. George is only two years away from college and marriage
sometime in the future. It is evident that the two ranches will not support all five boys and their
future families. In 1937 it is agreed in principle that Birdie and her sons should buy out Doyle or
Doyle and his sons should buy out Birdie.
Figure 374 – Doyle Robison & Tom Barella in Lake Valley – 1937

This photo was taken just one year after Doyle’s leg was crushed while he and Flor Barella (Tom’s brother)
were in Lake Valley in late Feb. of 1936
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Birdie agreed to sell her interest in Robison Brothers to Doyle and his sons. The deal was
finalized in late 1937 and Birdie with her two youngest children, Beulah and George move from
the Old Gregory Ranch to Provo, Utah in June of 1938.
Over the next ten years Elwin and Newal spent many weekends and sometimes a month or
more at one of the two old ranches now owned and run by Doyle C., Lenard D. and Melvin A.
Robison, the new Robison Brothers. In late 1943 and early 1944 George spent nine months
working on the two old ranches.

Robison Brothers Continue Operations with the Two Ranches
Melvin A. Robison records:
Storm of 1936/1937
A big snow storm – all the roads were clogged up, the sheep were snowed in down in Lake
Valley and we got the State Highway to go in there with their “V” plow to finally plow the sheep
out. The sheepherders wanted to go off and leave them, but my dad and none of the rest of us
would ever do that.
So, to start our truck, you had to put a can of gas under the oil pan and the motor and light this
can of gas and let it flare up all under there until it got good and hot. And when the oil started to
boil, then you could get your car started – but, before that you couldn’t start it any other way
because it had set in and frozen, it was that cold.
Figure 375 – Truck Broke Down in Lake Valley – 1937

L to R: Tony Archeletta, Flor Barella and Doyle C. Robison
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After we got that started and it was decided that Dad and Newal would go into Lake Valley and
get the State Highway to bring the sheep out and they would bring the camps and then on a
certain day, if they built a fire in Lake Valley – which was 40 miles away – and if I saw that fire a
certain night, I was to get four horses, the team, and go from there with the sled down to Uncle
Lester’s. I had loaded the one Martin ditcher at home and at Uncle Lester’s borrowed another
Martin ditcher. I then went over to Kerr’s that morning by daylight and picked up Rodney and
another team and then went out to the highline. Then for twelve miles across there we were
supposed to build a road to meet the sheep that night.
And, so, the fire started, just as planned, the night before, and so I took off. We got two‐thirds of
the way across the highline by the time they met us. The State Highway truck decided to keep
coming because they knew we weren’t going to make it. They had sheep scattered for ten to
fifteen miles on that highway.
When they got ready to get off that highway the snow was so deep, onto the road where they
wanted the sheep to go, that they took that “V” plow and went under their feet and threw them
up over the embankment and then the sheep all trailed into that next road going down across the
highline.
We took them into the Kerr’s the first two nights and fed them there, then we moved them over
to Shingle Creek over at Uncle Lester’s place and we bought a lot of hay there and camped there.
All the camps were there together. We fed them there until that snow started to break. But, I
remember Newal staying until it started to break a little and then he went home. Then Dad and
Mother and I stayed down there with the sheep until we got them moved out and over to Hogum
(a mining area half way between Osceola and Willard Creek.)
There was a lot of abuse you went through to save those sheep. The biggest problem was that
you hadn’t saved them then, but it was what happened to them when they were ready to have a
lamb. A lot of them got cold and thin and so they “slunked” (aborted) their lamb, and so a lot of
the times the ewe didn’t even make it.
Model T Ford – spring of 1937
It was at this time that we agreed to buy Aunt Birdie’s holdings and her children’s holdings out
and Lenard and I moved over there in the spring of 1937. This was at the old Gregory Place and it
was that spring that we were over at the Black Mule doing the ditch, or something, getting ready
for lambing and Al Price, who lived at the Black Mule, came by that day and had dinner with us
and he had this 1926 Model T Ford. He was thinking about getting a new car and I said fine, I’ll
buy your old one. He said, “What will you give me?” And I said, “I’ll give you $26.00 for it.” So
we flipped a coin to see if I would give him $26.00 or nothing and I had to pay him $26.
(Laughter) And at that time, it was a very good car; so I took off that very afternoon with Dad
behind me and took it home. And with all the things I ever owned in all my life, I had more fun
with that Model T Ford and so did all the rest of us. Newal drove it a lot of miles and almost
killed us and so did Elwin. We really had a good time with that. Lenard was gone most of the
time we had that. He was up in Salt Lake at school and working. But, I tell you, we had a good
time with that, until we went out on the meadow one day. Newal and Elwin were out there and
it was dead winter and the meadow was all covered with ice and a lot of sod protrusions about
twelve inches high. Newal was driving and missed one of those and hit the bottom of the car
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dead center, tore the pan off the bottom, all the oil went out and we sent the motor up straight
and that was the end of the Model T Ford. (Laughter) Oh, we had a lot of fun – It was just pure
fun!
Figure 376 – Melvin’s Model T Ford – 1937

Figure 377 – The End of the Model T

Jim and Birdies Children Start Making Lives of Their Own
Bertha Robison Stevens writes:
1934/1935 Alpha, Bertha and Owen Stevens Teach in Nevada after Graduation
After graduation we both (Owen and I) taught school. I taught in the White Pine High School
(1934‐1935). We spent nearly every weekend at my mother’s. He would drive into Ely and get
me; then we would both go out to the ranch to be with mother and the children. I am very
grateful to Owen for his thoughtfulness to my family, especially my mother. He was always so
thoughtful and kind to his mother and his sister Melissa. I am sure that it was this wonderful gift
that led me to love him and he is still the same kind, thoughtful, patient, person.
Figure 378 – Bertha B. Robison & Owen C. Stevens
– c1936

Figure 379 – Wendell S. and Alpha Robison Lambert
– 1936

At the old Gregory Ranch

At the Willard Creek Ranch
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It was depression time and very hard to find jobs, but we decided to be married (August 1, 1935)
and face life together. It has been 27 years of happiness! Our lives have been blessed with three
beautiful children. A sequel of the last 27 years will follow.

Alpha J Robison also taught school in Snake Valley and Spring Valley about this same time.
Figure 380 – School Outing to Willard Creek 1935/1936

Alpha J Robison, the teacher, in the very back – Darlene M. Swallow second from left in
back row of children – Betty Jean Kerr and Lois P. Robison on the far left of the front row

Newal J. Robison records:
Bertha and Alpha Get Married in 1935 and 1936
It was on August 1, 1935, that Bertha married Owen Stevens. On July 25, 1936, Alpha married
Wendell Lambert; gradually, the children were leaving and making homes of their own.

Elwin A. Robison writes:
Elwin Starts to Work in Ely
My years at BYU paralleled the depression and it was difficult to establish a major field of study
and prepare to find a job. I decided to pursue business and economics. I left school and returned
to the ranch for a few months, then went to Ely to go to work for Fred Horlacher at the Ely Meat
and Grocery. What an experience – and what an education I got there. I was working with my
brother‐in‐law, Wendell Lambert who was in charge of the groceries and produce. He soon left
the store and I assumed that responsibility. Coming from the ranch, working long hours was not
new to me. To the best of my recollection, this was in June of 1937 and then in October of that
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same year, I was asked to go to work as an area salesman for the Stand and Oil Company of
California. This was not expected, as I had made plans to buy a general merchandise store with
Wendell as a partner.
My time with Standard Oil Company was rewarding, as I was associated with road contractors,
Kennecott Copper Corporation, service stations and many ranchers. I enjoyed the work and
expected that this would be my lifetime career. I stayed with the company several years, and was
then asked to leave the company and take a distributorship. With the company, I was subject to a
transfer and I preferred to stay in Nevada, because I so loved to hunt and fish, or spend the
weekends at the ranch with either Uncle Doyle or Uncle Burt. I took Newal as a partner in White
Pine Fuel Company, which turned out to be an everlasting partnership.

Summer of 1937 – Vacations for All
Newal J. Robison records:
A Vacation for the James F. and Birdie Swallow Robison Family
In the summer of 1937, Bertha and Owen came West (they lived in Massachusetts) to visit and on
their return East, Mother decided that the family should make a sight‐seeing trip and would
travel with the Stevens as far as the Black Hills. There was Mother, Dorothy Roseberry
(mentioned in “Girlfriends”), Newal, George and Beulah who made the trip. The family went to
Yellowstone Park, Jackson Lake Area, the Black Hills, up into Canada to the Cardston Temple,
and back to Seattle, down the Columbia River drive and then home.
Figure 381 – A Stop at Henry Ford While on Vacation – June 1937

L to R: Birdie Swallow Robison, George Swallow Robison, Bertha Robison Stevens, Newal J. Robison,
Dorothy Roseberry and Owen C. Stevens at Henry Ford, Wyoming
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Melvin A. Robison records:
A Vacation for the Doyle C. and Pearl Swallow Robison Family
The sheep business looked a tiny bit brighter in the summer of 1937. Lenard, Lois, Mrs. Deering
and Mother and Dad – we all wanted to do something that would be a little different then just
staying on the ranch all summer.
We decided to take a week or 10 days and go on a trip. Lenard and I dug up what little money
we could put into it and Dad put up the rest, and this was doing some – and we took off in our
1936 Pontiac sedan, which we were so proud of.
We left and went to San Francisco. It was the first time that any of the children had ever seen the
ocean – such a thrill, I can’t explain! And the city and the Golden Gate Bridge was just
completed. It was just like a fairytale to us.
Then, we drove from there up to Mrs. Deering’s son and daughter‐in‐law’s place at Elk,
California where they had a dairy and a little sheep ranch there. Oh, what host and hostess they
were! I had known them all of my life. She used to teach school over in Snake Valley and Dad
and Mother were so close, as we were, to Auntie Deering. It was a great reunion there.
One of the highlights of that reunion was going Abalone fishing. Lenard and I had never been
down near the ocean. We were afraid to death of it, in a way. Then, one morning when the moon
was supposed to be right and the tide was supposed to be right, Dee and his hired hands took
gunny sacks and pry bars and down we went to the ocean, which was a good quarter of a mile
below the house on very steep terrain. And while they pried 8 and 10 inch Abalone off the rocks,
Lenard and I looked at the dozens of kinds of fish and sea life, in the pools in the rocks, that we
had never seen in our lives. It was such a thrill! And then as the tide started to come in, we all
had to get out of there quickly, so we didn’t get caught.
They carried knives, because of the danger of octopus. If a man got caught by one of the big
octopus that were there it would kill a man. All of the men carried knives, so that they could cut
off tentacles, if necessary.
We went back to the house and Dee took the Abalones out of the shells and pounded them until
they were in a big steak. And Yerda cooked those for us and such delicious tasting fish I have
never eaten. We all just enjoyed ourselves there – we picked blackberries, we did everything we
never had done in our part of the country where the drought was so bad and everything was so
dry. The fog would come in and we would enjoy that and a little bit of rain and watching the
way they operated the dairy. It was all just a thrill, even though we milked cows – it was
different than this.
Then, we left there and went north up into Oregon, across the Dalls and down the Snake River,
then through the Yellowstone Park. We stayed there in a little cabin where the bears tried to get
in at night and scared us to death. We went from there and headed back into Salt Lake City, had
a chance to go to Lagoon and at that age of 19 years, it was just so much fun to have a trip away
like that – and then we went home.
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Figure 382 – A Watermelon Break While on Vacation – Summer 1937

L to R: Lois P. Robison, Doyle C. Robison, Pearl Swallow Robison, Elisa (Auntie) Deering
and Lenard D. Robison

That was such a memory to me, that I can’t even explain it. I took more pictures, because it was
the first time in my life I had been any place I thought was pretty enough to take pictures. I
didn’t realize the beauty of Nevada then, but you do as you get older. But, this was an experience
that I will never forget and I appreciated my parents and Mrs. Deering, for their help in
accomplishing this.
You can imagine how crowded we were in a little old Pontiac sedan with six grown‐up people.
We were crowded, but we had fun. We would stop along the road and have a watermelon – that
was famous of my dad, he always got a watermelon in the summertime and when he saw a nice
shady spot, we stopped and ate it, whether it was going to sheep camp, or wherever it was.

1937– Birdie and Her Children Agree to Sell Their Interest in Robison Brothers to Doyle
and His Sons
George Swallow Robison writes:
As the sons of the two families grew older, it became clear that there were not enough
opportunities in the Robison Brothers for all. The James F. Robison family sold their portion to
the Doyle C. Robison family and Mother moved to Provo, Utah where Beulah and I would have
an opportunity to continue our schooling.
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Lenard D. Robison writes:
New Robison Brothers Formed
In 1937, my brother, Melvin, and I, with the finances of my father, bought the interest of the
James F. Robison estate and we became partners in Robison Brothers with my father.

This sale was verbally agreed to in the spring of 1937 and that summer both families took a
much needed vacation. In September Melvin and Newel returned to college, Lenard stayed on
the old Gregory Ranch and Elwin went to work in Ely.
The sale was finalized on November 30, 1937. The net worth of Robison Brothers at that time
was $49,500. This is based on two pieces of information available: (1) the December 1938
Robison Brothers Balance Sheet shows a net worth of $24,794.21 with $23,500 still owed to
Birdie Swallow and children; and (2) an April 1938 payment, including interest, to Birdie and
her children of $1,456.30. (It is estimated that $1,250 of this was principle.) Birdie received ½ of
each payment and each of the six children received 1/12th.
Birdie, Beulah and George lived on the ranch until June 1938 so Beulah and George could finish
the school year in Baker.
The debt to Birdie and her children was paid off completely in October 1941 by the new
Robison Brothers.

1,000 Sheep Die from Salt Peter Poisoning Fall 1937
Melvin A. Robison records:
Loss of 1,000 Sheep worth $6,000
I hadn’t been up to Salt Lake more than a month when I got a telephone call that we had lost a
1,000 head of sheep.
Dad had brought the two year old ewes off the mountain. These were the best you had, and he
started for the winter range and he was going across the same highline that I mentioned before.
Flor Barella was the herder and they noticed that night as the sheep came near the camp that had
been set up previously and was in the place they always camped, that the sheep started to run.
And you didn’t know why they ran, but they ran until they got clear to the camp. And Flor
bedded those sheep down next to the camp and the next morning when he got up and went out
to push them off the bed‐ground, 700 of them never got up and we lost another 300 after that.
Somebody had scattered “salt peter” for a mile before they got to the camp and it killed that
many of them. That was soon after the deal had been made with Aunt Birdie, to buy her out. As a
matter of fact, I don’t even think it had been closed yet. But, it was agreed upon. And at that
point, it almost “broke” us, for all we needed was to lose the best sheep you had on top of the
money put out for the “deal” with Aunt Birdie.
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And Lenard and I bought in at this time, too, and it was buying “indebtedness” was about all it
was.
We have an idea where the “salt peter” came from but we don’t want to talk about it. It was
terrible, because you were hurting the sheep in the end, not us. The sheep died from that time
until spring.
When Dad pulled up to the camp, Flor Barella was out and he was crying in front of the wagon.
So, then they had to get a crew and go in and skin those sheep. Before they got through it was
mighty stinky – 700 sheep was a lot of sheep to skin. It was a sad day, it was bad! That is the only
time that ever happened while we were in business.
Figure 383 – Dead Sheep from the Salt Peter – 1937

Figure 384 – Dead Sheep from the Salt Peter – 1937

When Mother called me in Salt Lake and told me that, I thought it was all over. I remember I
wanted to come home, but she said there wasn’t anything I could do. I just as well finish school.
So, I stayed and that was when I got homesick, the second time in my life. It was the time of the
old steam engine trains, and you would hear that looooonesome whistle, night and day, coming
around the mountain and into the yards there in Salt Lake. That was a lonesome time! It was
tough, because I didn’t know what was going to be our future, our livelihood and everything. We
had a lot of tough ones throughout the years, but that was the toughest!
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Robison Brothers purchases the old George Samuel Robison Ranch – December 1938
Figure 385 – Old George Samuel Robison Ranch – photo c1960

This ranch is about three miles east of the old Gregory Ranch

Newal J. Robison records:
George Samuel Robison Lost Ranch in Depression
My Grandfather (George Samuel Robison) after the Depression – everyone in the livestock business
literally went broke, and he was involved in that. He didn’t survive it well. Then he didn’t have
all the worldly goods that he had been used to in his life. It was all gone, but he did have enough
left that he could take care of himself and Uncle Burt (Burton H. Robison) lent him money and
took a mortgage on Grandfather’s place. After Grandfather was gone, Burt sold the place back to
Doyle, Melvin, and Lenard at (about) the same time that we sold our place to them.

After the death of George Samuel Robison, in February 1938, Burton H. Robison held the
mortgage on his father’s ranch. He paid the George Samuel Robison estate an additional
$21,288.41 for full ownership of the ranch. In December 1938, Uncle Burt made a verbal
agreement to sell the George Samuel Robison Ranch to Doyle C. Robison for $55,000. In 1940
Lenard D. Robison moved to this ranch. In November 1942 Robison Brothers borrowed $30,000
from Alfred M. Swallow to pay Burt off. At that time Burt relinquished all the rights he had in
the Robison Brothers partnership. The note to Alfred M. Swallow was paid off in June 1947.
Melvin A. Robison records:
We purchased the Grandfather Robison ranch and Lenard and LeVon moved right there when
they got married (in 1940). They stayed right there until we moved to Monitor in 1948. And Dad
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and Mother were over to the old Gregory Place. That’s where we all lived. We worked back and
forth to put up the crops and I basically took care of all the sheep in Spring Valley – that was my
job. Dad would help part of the year. If we were “haying” or something, he took care of the
sheep, but otherwise I was taking care of them winter and summer. Lenard was busy most of the
time with the farming, because he had a big ranch there to farm and he did a good job of it. We
had a good system worked out. It went beautiful.
In 1940, we were still using all horse drawn equipment, as far as the ranch was concerned, every
bit. It must have been about 1942 or 1943, when we got the first tractor and that was over at
Lenard’s where he needed it. But, up to that point we were using 2 and 4 horse teams for
everything, for mowing. I can remember that on those old horse drawn mowers we would go out
on a moonlight night and cut all night long, so that we could keep ahead of the crews that were
coming behind us. Then, you would go ahead and work the biggest part of the next day, too. It
didn’t make any difference. You worked hours then, beyond anything you could believe.
We did have that one tractor. They had an old horse‐drawn binder that we bought after we got
the ranch and it was “bad,” so we got a small threshing machine, a little one that they pulled
with the tractor, and that helped us an awful lot.
But, as far as a lot of power equipment, we didn’t have it. I had a tractor before I left that area. I
used to go over and use Lenard’s until I got my own when we moved down to the old Ed
Robison place (Dad’s half uncle), in the valley where we moved our new home from Willard
Creek. That was before we moved to Monitor. At Willard Creek, it was all horse drawn, every bit
of it.
Planting – Expanded Farming with Old Robison Ranch
Until we bought the old Grandfather Robison’s Place, and Lenard moved there after he was
married, we were not in the farming business, per se. We raised alfalfa at Willard Creek and put
up 25 to 30 tons of loose hay with a big derrick. Over at the Gregory Place they probably put up
125 ton. But, when we bought the place where Lenard lived, he raised 700 ton of grain and 700 to
1,000 ton of hay. And we would feed it out to the sheep. But, up to that time, we were not
farmers, we were livestock men.
Figure 386 – Fields & Corrals West of the Ranch House at Old George Samuel Robison Ranch – photo c1960
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Figure 387 – Fields East of the Ranch House at Old George Samuel Robison Ranch – photo c1960

Dry Year
It was around 1942, it was so dry that we had to move the herd from the area we were in at
Spring Valley and leased the Indian Reservation down at Goshute Ranch. This was north of
Uncle Burt’s and east of there by Deep Creek.
I remembered that I trailed the sheep down with 2 herders and put them down there. And, so
then after that, Dad and I would go down every week or so, take supplies and grain and
everything and check them out and see that everything was alright. There was a lot of feed in that
area at that time.

1938 The James F. and Doyle C. Robison Families Relocate
By 1938 the two older girls of James F. and Birdie Swallow Robison were already married and
had started families of their own. Bertha lived in Massachusetts and Alpha lived in Ely,
Nevada.
Newal returned from LDS Business College and worked with Elwin in Ely. Melvin returned
from LDS Business College and worked on the ranch with his father and Lenard. In the fall
Lenard returned to LDS Business College.
Newal J. Robison records:
Birdie, Beulah and George move to Provo, Utah in June 1937
As soon as George and Beulah were out of school at Baker in the spring of 1938, Mother and the
children at home left the ranch and moved to Provo, Utah. Mother had sold her interest in
Robison Brothers and had purchased a nice home in Provo. That period of selling, packing and
moving were very difficult for Mother, but she did it with great dignity, courage, and
determination. To leave life‐time friends and family, and a home and yards that she and Dad had
built was an agonizing thing, but she accepted that a change must come, held her head high, did
not complain, and did what she had to do.
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Figure 388 – George Swallow Robison & Birdie Swallow Robison Ready to Leave Ranch – June 1938

Figure 389 – George Swallow Robison age 13

Figure 390 – George Swallow Robison age 16
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George Swallow Robison writes:
When we moved to Provo, my thoughts were always on the ranch and thinking that some day I
would be a rancher. Before going into the Army, that was all taken out of my future plans.
Ranching and ranch life was changing and there were not opportunities for a young man to
make it ranching. I wish some days that things would have been different, but time changes all.
The ranch is no longer where a family could live and make a living. Range rights no longer are
there to be had, and there are very few ranchers left. There are still some great memories that just
keep coming back.
In 1938 we moved from the ranch and ended nearly forever my ranch activities. It was hard to
leave the home and ranch but it was the best thing Mother did for Beulah and me, as well as for
herself. It gave me an opportunity to get an education that was not possible at Baker High
School. It gave Beulah a place to grow up and associate with others, than the few in the Baker
area. For Mother it was a chance to go to church with ease, have a smaller home and fewer
responsibilities. Those last few days at the ranch were not fun but as we looked forward, we
could see the wisdom of the move.

Newal J. Robison records:
Birdie Adjusts to a New Life
In the early part of June 1938, Mother settled into her home in Provo at 366 East 6th North; very
quickly she was warmly accepted into the Manavu Ward, which was directly across the street
from her house. Mother made friends easily and very soon was busy in Relief Society work; she
always possessed that precious quality of loving people both young and old, so before long she
was a vital part of the ward; she was a visiting teacher and a counselor in the Relief Society.
The basement of her house was arranged for sleeping quarters for young men students and
much of the time she gave board and room to two fellows each school year; she did their
washing and ironing, and it was not easy to do so many shirts for so many fellows.
On September 21, 1939, Newal married Norma Garrett, and another member left the household;
Mother’s family was getting smaller but she kept herself very busy.
In June 1939, Elwin, Mother, and Beulah made plans to go East to visit Bertha and her family; the
last minute Elwin felt that a business offer in Ely must be accepted, so Mother and Beulah went
by train. The Stevens family had just moved into their new home in Longmeadow, but took time
off to take them to the New York World’s Fair, into Maine, Vermont, New Hampshire, and many
other places.
During World War II, Mother learned to knit sweaters and scarves for the Red Cross, and she
and her women friends would gather on certain days of the week and fold bandages for the
soldiers.
Beginning in 1940 with Beulah going on a mission, World War II being declared, Mother going
East to visit Bertha, Elwin being drafted into the armed forces and later George entering the
military service was more than one dear soul could handle alone; as a result, Mother became ill
and it took many months for her to regain some degree of health.
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Figure 391 – In Maine on the Atlantic Ocean – June 1939

L to R: Birdie Swallow Robison, Owen C. Stevens and Bertha Robison Stevens
Figure 392 – The Swallow/Robison Family – March 13, 1942

L to R: Elaine Clark, George Swallow Robison, Clyda Seegmiller Robison, Melvin A. Robison, Pearl Swallow
Robison, Doyle C. Robison, Birdie Swallow Robison, Newal J. Robison and Lois P. Robison – Photo taken in
front of Birdie Swallow Robison’s home in Provo, Utah the day before George left for the army
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George came home on leave from the service and married Elaine Clark on December 10, 1943;
those were difficult times for Mother, having two sons in the armed services, but she accepted it
as so many of the mothers did at that terrible time in our country.

The Wendell and Alpha Robison Lambert family moved to Ely, Nevada in 1936. When Elwin A.
Robison got out of the service in late 1944, he returned to Ely, Nevada. When George Swallow
Robison got out of the service in 1945, he and his family moved to Ely, Nevada where George
taught high school until 1951. In 1945 Birdie Swallow Robison from Provo to Ely to be close to
her three children living there.

Doyle and Pearl Move from Willard Creek to the old Gregory Place
In June 1938 Doyle, Pearl and Lois moved from Willard Creek to the old Gregory Ranch. Life
continued on just the same in many ways; however Lenard and Melvin carried a major part of
the responsibility for making the new Robison Brothers work, but they all had fun. Camping up
Strawberry Creek for about a month each summer became the norm. When Melvin got married
in October 1939, he moved to the Willard Creek Ranch. When Lenard got married in October
1940, he moved to the old George Samuel Robison Ranch. Doyle and Pearl stayed at the old
Gregory Ranch, and, as before, it was the headquarters ranch.
Figure 393 – Melvin A. Robison & Lois P. Robison
– 1938

Figure 394 – Pearl Swallow Robison & Doyle C.
Robison – 1938

George Swallow Robison writes:
Back to Nevada and the Ranch
When we moved to Provo with Mother there were always thoughts of going back to the ranch
and continuing what, I thought, was the best life ever. I thought of becoming a rancher. Sheep
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were not that bad, I decided, and Nevada was the place to be. With Uncle Doyle needing help (so
many men were going into the Army and I wasn’t sure I really should enlist) the possibility of me
going back to the ranch was accepted. In looking back, it was a wise decision and gave me some
time to grow up.
How I got to the ranch has gone from my memory but what happened after I got there has not.
My first duties were to be the chore boy, milking the cows, feeding the stock, spreading manure
and doing what had to be done. All day long I was doing ranch work, some different than when I
left four years before. Aunt Pearl was good to me and I was treated as part of the family but I had
to work even if they didn’t on certain days.
As usual, there are needs for workers most anywhere when ranching, and the first trip away was
to shear sheep eyes so they could see what to eat. This was in Lake Valley and was a long, hard
day. It was fun up to a point. That is where I got cut with the shear blades (the scar is still with
me). It looked bad when I was cut but I quickly wrapped it in my handkerchief and went on
working. I tried not to show pain and when I was asked about it, the answer was “It’s O.K.”
When it was time to milk the cow the next morning, I could not use that finger but I made it
through some tough pain for a few days, now just a good memory.
In February 1942, I was given the opportunity to go with another hired man and Melvin to work
with the sheep and cattle. I had my own horse (one they let me use) and stayed at the camp
during the cold and snowy part of the year. These were real hard days, up early and coming in
late at night. Since the camp wagon would sleep only two people, I got to sleep outside, under
the wagon flap. I learned to shiver when going to sleep and to get up and put clothes on real fast.
The horse became part of you and you learned to take care of him. This went on until mid‐March
and until preparations were being made to shear sheep and lambing.
I was back at Uncle Doyle’s ranch (our old home), then at Melvin’s at the Willard Creek Ranch.
Lenard was at the old Robison Ranch (Grandfather Robison’s home) and there were days when
he needed help. Time went by so fast, I didn’t miss BYU. The War was out of my mind. It was a
great time to be at the ranch.
Lenard was active in church work. Uncle Doyle was busy on Sunday with Church activities so I
began to soften my feeling about going to church and being active.
One experience that is always in my mind was the days when Melvin and I, with two teams of
horses, prepared the ditch from Willard Creek to Layton Springs. This was to be where the
lambing herd would be starting the first of May. The herd was to start at Willard Creek and each
night, when the lambs were born, the herd of sheep would be moved away from the mothers and
their lambs. Some nights there would be 50 to 70 new lambs. This little bunch of sheep would
stay by the ditch where there was water. Back to the ditch – it was a rough and dangerous job to
keep the ditch in proper condition, to clean out the rock and gravel. Keep in mind, 4 horses and
many curves to the ditch. It took us three days to complete that task. It was long hours and dirty
work. Melvin and I turned in a stream of water and two days later, with a little shoveling to
make repairs, the water went five miles down this ditch. As it turned out, it was a successful
lambing season, no lack of water for the new mothers and lambs.
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Every extra hand is needed during lambing time and I was back again on that ditch caring for the
sheep. My job was to keep the little bunches of mothers and lambs from mixing until the lambs
got strength and the ewes got use to being mothers. Like humans, some of the ewes were poor
mothers. Some ewes wanted to visit every bunch and cause problems. I was never so tired and
worked so hard as during those three weeks. Up at 4:00 p.m. and in bed after dark. The only time
we would stop was to eat. If the weather was bad, the sheep would become restless and we were
up all night, but when 4:00 p.m. came, we were back on our horses working the sheep. Each day
a little bunch of ewes and lambs would be put back into a larger herd. As May came to an end
there were less and less lambs born each night so our duties each day were less. The only big job
with the sheep was docking. Each lamb, male or female, would get a paint brand, its tail cut off
and a cut made in an ear. The males were castrated. It was a bloody mess but had to be done and
I am sure the lambs didn’t like it very much. You would be surprised how quickly the lambs
healed. In two days they were playing (that is a sight to see, 200 young lambs at play). The next
move for the sheep was to the summer range – this would be in early June.
The timing was perfect in Nevada, as soon as the sheep went on summer range the first crop of
hay was ready to cut. I was part of the haying crew. There was lots to eat but hard work. I had
the experience of haying before, so these were not the best days. By that time I had made enough
money to buy a few things. First was a battery operated portable radio. It was a part of life at
night, after work, listening to the War news and country music. It was the end of the day during
haying that I enjoyed it most. We put up hay on all three ranches.
Figure 395 – Melvin A. Robison & George Swallow Robison in Head of Strawberry – 1941
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Melvin and I spent a lot of time together. I talked about a car and with $60.00 I could get a Model
A Ford. I couldn’t take time to go to Ely to buy the car, so Melvin did the purchasing and drove it
from Ely to the ranch. Everyone had to try it, but there was one problem, no brakes. Plans were
made for us to fix the brakes but we had some problems and not the right tools. That Model A
never got brakes but it covered many miles and was a thing of sport for us through July, August
and September. It is a wonder we did not get hurt or killed.
We were up Strawberry Creek to get dry pine poles for a corral at Uncle Doyle’s ranch. We had
the best team of horses and a set of front wheels of a wagon with bolster. Each day Melvin and I
went about three miles up Strawberry Creek, cut poles and loaded them on the front wheels. The
poles would drag on the ground, thus keeping the wheels and horses from going too fast down
the steep slopes. This was 8 days of fun and work. We were camping. The Model A Ford was up
there also.
The second crop of hay was all in stacks or bales and I began to think of my future. I possibly
could have gotten a deferment from military service but my mind had outgrown the ranch. I
knew an education was what I needed. I also knew I could not stay forever as a hired ranch hand.
I began to save all my wages and the Model A Ford was no longer important. I had a wonderful
nine months to make up my mind.
Plans were made to return to BYU, knowing that military service was going to come. My plan
was to get as much schooling as possible before being called up. I was happy to be returning to
Provo, to Mother and school.

About every weekend Elwin or Newal would be out to visit them on the ranch. Newal helped
with the sheep for about a month in 1942. This continued until 1945 when Newal moved to
Reno. Elwin continued to visit often until the fall of 1948 when Lenard and Melvin sold their
interest in these ranches and moved to the Monitor Ranch in central Nevada.

A Hired Hand’s View of Doyle and Pearl
Cliff Oryall came to work for Doyle and Pearl in about 1938 as a young man and worked for
them until 1950 when they sold the old Gregory Ranch, retired and moved to the Monitor
Ranch. His life was forever changed because of this association. While working for them, he
married, had a family and he later joined the LDS Church.
Cliff’s daughter, Gwen, recorded the following in 1998 when her father was 80 years of age:
A Job
My dad’s fond love and deep appreciation for the Robison family has always been shared freely
and carried over in our family daily.
As a young man, Cliff was hitchhiking from Placerville, California to visit his home in Missouri.
Along came Doyle Robison and graciously picked up Cliff hitchhiking. Doyle offered Cliff a job
on the Upper Ranch near Baker, Nevada as a ranch hand to help milk cows, irrigate the farm,
tend sheep and assist with the gardening needs plus other chores. Doyle said he would pay
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$30.00 a month plus furnish room and board. Cliff accepted the offer to work for the Robison’s,
met Pearl and promised to return to Nevada after he visited his mother and siblings.
Upon his return to the ranch, his relationship developed and blossomed as they worked and
played hard together.
Figure 396 – Clifford D. Oryall – c1940

Figure 397 – Clifford D. & Leona Ericksen Oryall – c1945

Prayer
Cliff was taught early the basics of prayer and its importance especially during mealtime by
Doyle and Pearl. He felt like part of the family in their home and on the ranch. Doyle and Pearl
made him feel important and his memories are deep for them.
Gardening
Gardening was not a favorite of Cliff. He still can visualize the large area covered with pinto
bean plants, potatoes, carrots, lettuce, cabbage, corn growing and remembers cultivating and
harvesting it. He sure was glad when the New Mexicans arrived each spring because Doyle
assigned them to help plant the garden. Cliff still doesn’t enjoy raising a garden; however, he
realizes the value and worth of it and how many lives were and are blessed with the products.
Special Memories
One day, Doyle took Cliff and George Adams to the desert to gather up wild mustangs. Doyle
dropped them off with saddle horses. They started to chase and gather the wild horses and in the
end brought 13 wild mustangs in from the desert to Monitor Valley. One sorrel stud was sold
into the movie industry later.
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Bailing Hay
Many long hours were put into bailing and hauling hay. Often it was done during the night, also
probably because it was cooler then. Cliff even bailed hay the night he married Leona Gwen
Ericksen on July 19, 1947 in Ely.
Cliff was Trusted
After Doyle’s tragic accident at the rock slide and his hospitalization, they went to Lava Hot
Springs, Idaho to use the warm thermal springs for his treatment. (Doyle and Pearl went to Lava
Hot Springs several times a year until a year or so before his death. He got the most relief from his pain
and it would rejuvenate him.) Often he would work so hard and long, then finally have to give up
briefly and go to the springs. Doyle didn’t complain about his injuries and he showed great
endurance. Lois and Cliff stayed at the upper ranch while Doyle and Pearl were away. Lois did
the cooking for the hands and attended school. Cliff was assigned to the chores and irrigating.
When Lenard married LaVon, Cliff was able to move to the lower ranch to live with them (for a
time.)
A Funny Story
Pearl and Doyle often had white laying chickens. They were accustomed to getting 4 or 5 dozen
eggs each day. Well suddenly, their egg supply diminished to just a handful. They wondered
why there was such a change. Doyle and Cliff searched until they found the reason. They were
led to the saddle‐house. They tore up the wooden floor and found to their disbelief hundreds of
egg shells and eggs that skunks had gathered and eaten. Cliff set up traps and the skunks were
caught and placed in cages. Needless to say Cliff smelled with the skunk scent and Pearl didn’t
allow him to come into the house until it had worn off. The chickens continued to produce
dozens of eggs.
Cliff felt Pearl wanted him to accompany Doyle most places to look out for Doyle for his safety.
On one occasion, Doyle asked Cliff to shoot Old Jeff who had crippled legs and was suffering
with symptoms like arthritis. Cliff got his 22 rifle. He tried several times to pull the trigger and
finally did. Cliff remembers crying and crying, but realized Doyle knew the horse was suffering
also.

Leona Oryall, Cliff’s wife, wrote the following:
Pearl was My Mentor
When Cliff and I married, Pearl sort of took me under her wing and taught me many things like
cooking, how to can food and such. She always shared good advice and I appreciated it. It helped
a lot because I had little experience especially that first year of marriage.
Many times Pearl and I would sit in her dining room and listen to soap operas on the radio for
entertainment such as: “The Guiding Light,” “Helen Trent,” and “The Edge of Night.” We
enjoyed this time together. We also shared tidbits about our earlier lives. So, I knew about some
of her family like Birdie and Alf. She told me that some of her children weighed 10 or 10 1/2
pounds and were good sized when they were born, but I can’t remember which of the three kids.
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I remember thinking she was a tiny lady to have that size of baby. She was always a great cook
and homemaker. She was always willing to cook meals for all workers and others who were
there. I remember in 1949, she stayed up until 2 am many times. We’d make sandwiches for the
road crew who were working day and night trying to keep the roads open. (This was the winter
of the “Big” snow!) It was hard on everyone but Doyle and Pearl were right there helping out
whether it was with food, fuel or whatever.
Pearl would take me to Relief Society in Garrison with her in her new Buick 88 car. Many times
we picked vegetables from the garden together. No matter what we were doing, we always
enjoyed talking with each other. I can remember Pearl usually did her wash on the same day of
the week and usually cooked a big pot of pinto beans or stew on that day.

Memories of Doyle C. & Pearl Swallow Robison
My (Russell M. Robison) earliest memories of Grandpa and Grandma Robison (Doyle & Pearl)
were while they lived at the old Gregory Ranch about three miles north of the original George
Samuel Robison Ranch.
Figure 398 – The Doyle & Pearl Robison Family at Willard Creek – spring 1946

L to R – Adults: Doyle C. Robison, Pearl Swallow Robison, Clyda Seegmiller Robison, Melvin A. Robison,
Lois Pearl Robison, LaVon Wade Robison and Lenard D. Robison – Children: Russell M. Robison, Norman
L. Robison and Lowell J. Robison being held
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I learned that family prayer before meals and bedtime were always a part of Grandpa’s and
Grandma’s daily routine.
When I was at Grandpa’s and Grandma’s, Norman and Lowell were often there also.
While we were still at the nap age, Grandma would lie on the bed with us boys and tell us
stories, like “Peter Rabbit” and the “Three Little Pigs” before we went to sleep.
Then there was the player piano that all three of us boys loved to play. We would put the rolls of
music on and push the peddles for grand piano music.
The commissary behind the house was a favorite place for me. On a hot summer’s day, Grandpa
with Norman, Lowell and I would sit on boxes in the commissary and share a bottle of root beer.
We learned not to put our whole mouth over the bottle top if we were to share a soda pop with
Grandpa.
Grandpa and Grandma, with Lenard, LaVon and the boys, would visit us at Willard Creek when
I was growing up.
The orchards and the garden at the old Gregory Ranch produced an abundant supply of fruits
and vegetables in the summer and fall. Grandpa would take us to both to sample the wares.
There was always something good cooking in Grandma’s kitchen and she always had on an
apron. When she would sit down at the table to work on something, Norman and I thought it
was great fun to tie her apron strings to the chair. She was a great sport with us boys. For
Norman’s birthday, she would always make an angel food cake with red cherry icing and cherry
halves as decoration.
It was while at the old Gregory Ranch that Grandpa taught us boys the fine art of tin‐canning a
dog. The custom among neighboring ranchers was to tin‐can any neighbor dog that wandered
onto your property. The dog we learned on was Uncle George and Aunt Myrtle Robison‘s. We
taught their dog that home was the best place to be and also provided ourselves a great laugh as
the dog ran home yelping and kicking up dust behind him from the cans with little rocks in
them tied to his tail. Their dog was a particularly slow learner so the extra step of using a curry
comb to rough up the skin over the tail and applying just a little turpentine as the dog was
released was used. This produced even more speed from the dog and it did not return.

New Ranches Purchased – Old Ranches Sold
Melvin A. Robison Records:
The Ed Robison Ranch
All my life I was never satisfied with anything, never have been. At that age (20s & 30s), I was as
aggressive as could be. I always wanted to keep going and that wasn’t even enough, so I heard that
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Uncle Ed (Dad’s half uncle) wanted to sell his place in the valley and I worked on Dad and Lenard
until they agreed to go with me on it.
So, we bought the ranch and moved the new home from Willard Creek down there and put a
basement under it and we put in a bathroom. And that was great!
Figure 399 – House from Willard Creek Moved to Ed Robison Ranch – 1946

Figure 400 – A View of the Old Ed and Lester Robison Ranches from the Willard Creek Ranch – 2005

The trees of the Willard Creek Ranch are in the foreground
The two ranches in the valley are the old Ed Robison Ranch (left) and the old Lester Robison Ranch (right)
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The Monitor Ranch
In the fall of 1948 Lenard D. Robison and Melvin A. Robison sold their share of the Robison
Brothers ranches in White Pine County. The old George Samuel Robison Ranch that Lenard and
his family lived on was sold to a family friend, Dr. Theodore Ross. Doyle and Pearl did not sell
the old Gregory Ranch until December 1949. After that Doyle kept the Robison Brothers name.
Then in the early 1950s Dr. Theodore Ross turned the old George Samuel Robison Ranch back
to Robison Brothers. Once again Robison Brothers owned one of the original ranches until it
was again sold in the early 1960s. After that Doyle again kept the Robison Brother name active.
Upon his death Lenard D. Robison kept the name active by renewing the right to the original
brand of Robison Brothers – a brand in the shape of the state of Utah used for the sheep. After
Lenard’s death his son, Norman L. Robison, has continued to pay the annual fee to keep this
brand active under Robison Brothers. As of the writing of this book I, Russell M. Robison, have
an original Robison Brothers branding iron in the shape of the state of Utah.
Melvin A. Robison Records:
Relationships with Relatives
It is so strange, but I guess it is the Gospel and lifestyles that may be the differences and the
reasons, but, this should not stop people from having relationships.
There couldn’t have been a worse relationship than the one between the Robisons and the
Swallows at one time, but now Dick Swallow can come and we spend 2 or 3 hours together
visiting back and forth and we have a good feeling.
So, you see, things can change, if you want them to change.
It is funny, because Dick Swallow and I used to, when we were growing up, “square off” every
time we saw each other. This was because our livestock businesses ran right against each other
and I always thought he was trying to steal our feed and he always thought we were trying to
steal his feed. But, when I look back, I would say that we were both to blame. Actually, that is the
reason we left Spring Valley because of the poor relationship of those two outfits. We didn’t want
it to get into a shooting match.
I could see with the kids coming, “We can’t make it here!” (in Spring Valley), fighting with the
Swallows – we fought them every day of our lives back then and that was getting to be past a
joke. It was hard on Mother and hard on Dad.
In 1948, we were ready; at least I was, and Lenard agreed with me, to buy Monitor almost sight
unseen, which was a big outfit. By that time we had paid everything off in Snake and Spring
Valleys.
Dad had always said, the year he got out of the hospital from his injuries, “The minute this thing
is out of debt, I want to sell out. I want to get out.” So, I can remember in the early part of 1948, I
was with him one day and we were going to camp and I said, “Well, are you ready to sell?”
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(Laughter) He said, “Well, I don’t know!” and I said, “Well, you said you wanted to when we got
out of debt. Well, we’re out of debt now.”

In the fall of 1948 Lenard D. and Melvin A. Robison purchased a large cattle and sheep ranch in
Monitor Valley, Nevada and moved there with their families. Doyle C. and Pearl Swallow
Robison continued to live at the old Gregory Ranch until they sold it in December 1949. Doyle &
Pearl then retired and moved to the Monitor Ranch to be close to their boys.
By 1950 all the Robison Brothers Ranches in White Pine County were sold. Robison Brothers
had to take back the old George Samuel Robison Ranch from the early 1950s to the early 1960s.
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Chapter 6 – The Swallow/Robison Families – Retirement Years
For the James F. & Birdie Swallow Robison and Doyle C. & Pearl Swallow Robison Families

Robison Brothers Partnership Spawns Two New Family Business Partnerships
The Robison Brothers business partnership between James F. & Birdie Swallow Robison and
Doyle C. & Pearl Swallow Robison was very successful. It lasted over 20 years and provided a
pattern for their children. Two family business partnerships were formed between 1937 and
1940 that involved five of the nine children in these two families.

Lenard D. Robison and Melvin A. Robison – Partners 1937 to 1989
Lenard D. Robison and Melvin A. Robison entered into a business partnership with their father,
Doyle C. Robison in 1937. After Doyle retired, Lenard and Melvin continued in various business
partnerships until Melvin’s death in 1989.
Melvin A. Robison records:
Probably there has not been a closer relationship with two men than there has been with Lenard
and me. Right from the beginning – oh, I wouldn’t say that as little kids we didn’t have a fight.
We have had a unique relationship, from the standpoint of brothers and partners. Perhaps the
example was set by my dad and Uncle Jim. With the exception of one year, when he went away
to school and another year that he worked in Salt Lake and one year that I was in the real estate
business, working for somebody else and then, of course, his mission and my mission – we have
been together all the way. As far as a real “mean” argument – we never had one. As kids, we
probably did, but as grown ups we have never had a real argument. I believe that he deserves an
awful lot of credit for this because there has been room for argument, I am sure, because I am a
“gung ho” person and I was making decisions in the business and he spent most of his time with
the Church or running the office – but the combination has been tremendous. And, I want my
kids to know this. There have been so many times that wives may have thought it was an uneven
deal. And, it isn’t an uneven deal, as long as you both get along and the Lord provides the
where‐with‐all and we both had everything we ever wanted. Then we were both happy. To this
day, we either talk one way or the other, every two or three days. And, that is quite a
relationship, when you do that. Since our move to Provo, Lenard and I have tried to get together
as often as possible. We just recently had a great time in Spring Valley, at Reed’s place, together
and before that we went on a trip, the four of us (our wives) to Monterey, California and back to
Reno.

Robison Brothers
Robison Brothers was formed primarily to operate the ranches in Snake Valley and Spring
Valley, Nevada that Doyle C. Robison, Lenard D. Robison and Melvin A. Robison owned. A
brief history of these ranches and Robison Brothers was covered at the end of Chapter 5.
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Melvin A. Robison records:
Monitor Livestock & Investment Company
The move to Monitor was one of the most trying times in our lives. In the fall of 1948, just a while
before it was time to ship the lambs, we made the deal on Monitor and had to accept it on the last
of September. As I recall, it was supposed to be delivered to us then. Of course, that is right when
you are selling lambs and shipping them and everything. We finally got to where we could start
moving things and there was so much to move over to Monitor.
Lenard and I would ride over with what cattle we had left, for we had to sell so many cattle to
make this deal work. But, we would ride with the cattle over there in the day time and then make
a trip back to Ely and back out to the ranches and get a load of supplies with each truck and go
back and get two hours sleep and then go back again the next day. It was just one continual
round. We had the two trucks and we both were able to do it. One was a 5 ton truck and one was
a ton and a half. We were carrying supplies in these, because we had the commissary and all of
our furniture. Everything had to go. And then, we had to fix the houses up at Monitor after we
got there. But, as I recall, I don’t think I would have the endurance to do it again.
And I remember the night that we moved into Monitor, we had “flipped” for which house we
were going to get and the one I got was the big house, so that is the one they used to cook in. It
snowed 18 inches that night, as we got there and we had 22 trucks coming the next morning to
haul livestock out of there. We had to feed all the cowboys and everything that night in that
house and I remember we would go in the door carrying our stuff in, it being dark from the time
that we got there, snowing something terrible, and the cats – so many, they would just come in
right behind you, and as I would go back after leaving whatever I had brought in, I would grab a
few by their tails and go out the door and give them a “throw.” Lenard was doing the same
thing, two at a time, and they lit hard, very hard. (Laughter) Finally, we got the cats cleaned out.
But, the next day, we put 22 truck loads of cattle out of there and that’s a lot of cattle. These were
big cattle trucks and trailers, the Garibaldi Brothers. Oh, in a matter of two weeks, we had to ship
2,000 head of cattle.
And then we turned around and brought our best ewes out of Willard, 5,000 head, and brought
them over to Monitor and unloaded and started a sheep outfit, when there had been no sheep
outfit before. We had to bring camps; we had to bring herders, one for each camp. And it was
time to go south with those sheep. But, we got it all done. It was something!
As far as good ranches of that day, we ran from highway 50 to south of highway 6 which is 120
miles. This was Monitor and Ralston Valley and right on down. Then it was about 20 miles wide.
You went south in the winter and north in the summer with the sheep and kept all of the cattle in
the north all year round, where we had to back them up with feed if they needed it.
We added a lot to Monitor Ranch. We bought a ranch that belonged to the old Pine Creek ranch
which was owned by a man of the name of Hunt, before he sold it to the Archelaris, along with
some old mountain range and springs that we needed. In the end, the Archelaris bought it back
from us when we sold. And as time went on, I sold the Archelaris ranch for them to the man that
has it today.
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When we had it, it was a real livestock outfit! It wasn’t like we had over in Spring Valley, where
we run the sheep – Spring Valley was a tough place to run sheep, because you had too many
sheep for the amount of range you had and you had a lot of traditions that were against you. We
made money in Spring Valley, but not like what we did in Monitor. Probably, at Monitor we had
three quarter of a million acres between the government and the private lands. I would guess it
was at least that. It might have been more.

Lenard D. Robison writes:
In 1948 we purchased the Monitor Livestock Company from the Sewells who then owned it with
a partner whom they had bought out in September of that year. We moved with our families
there. The ranch was located 25 miles from the nearest neighbor. There were several ranches in
the valley and one in Monitor Valley. We moved sheep from the Robison Brothers operation in
Snake Valley and Spring Valley to stock this ranch and in turn sold many of the cattle off, saving
approximately 800 of the choice ones. We felt we should operate it again as the Potts Brothers did
originally – as a sheep and cow operation. There was no school at the ranch, so we had to secure
a teacher to teach and also a family with children to move there because to start a school we
needed five children. We had our one of school age, my brother had one, my brother’s sister‐in‐
law, Carol (Seegmiller) Young, moved there with her four children (three school age) and so we
were able to open and hold school. Gwendolyn Jackson taught the children that winter, in the
living room of the house Carol Young lived in, and then in a one‐room school house we moved
from Tonapah, Nevada. After that first year we had a wonderful woman in her seventies to teach
our two boys and Melvin’s one. After the school was established our two boys were all that was
needed. The teacher took our younger son in and he was helped quite a bit, being a little bit
young. Her name was Laura Carpenter. She had been teaching in Ely, Nevada. We were real
lucky when she accepted the assignment to come and teach our boys. She taught them the three
R’s real well. It was almost like having a special tutor. She was just like one of our family – the
sweetest person to everyone.
Figure 401 – Homes on the Monitor Ranch – 1952

L to R: The commissary, the house for the school teacher, the wash house and then the three main homes on the right
The home in the foreground was for Lenard & LaVon – the home behind it was for Mel & Clyda ‐ the third house can
hardly be seen in the back on the far right
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The homes on the ranch had inside plumbing, so it was a lot more helpful and convenient for our
wives. They also had electric lights. The ranch was really isolated. Austin was the nearest town –
it was thirty‐seven miles away. The nearest neighbor was twenty‐five miles away. We did have
our families, teacher and hired men on the ranch and, of course, visitors when they came. Each
week the men would travel to the Frontier Tavern, which was about eleven miles east of Austin,
to pick up our mail. We had a telephone, not real good type but better than nothing. While living
in Monitor Valley we were not able to attend church activities as it was 140 miles to the nearest
ward. This isn’t a real good excuse but we used it as such. During the five years we lived here we
were able to increase the size of the operation as it was a scattered livestock operation. It covered
twenty‐five miles north of the home ranch and the sheep ran over one hundred miles south,
around Tonapah, during the winter months.
The first winter we lived here, the winter of 1948‐49 when the “Big Hay‐Lift” was required all
over the state of Nevada, we were fortunate and didn’t need it. It was difficult for our families as
they were not able to go out from the ranch and when we did it required a bull dozer to push the
road out. Then again in the winter of 1951‐52 we had severe snow storms, more severe that
winter than before. It continually snowed and drifted and canyons and roads were blocked. It
was at this time that we decided that we would sell the ranch.
Figure 402 – Lenard D. Robison Clearing Snow from the Ranch Yard at Monitor – 1952

The Christmas before our decision to sell, Paul Dorman and his wife spent the holidays with us
and discussed an interest in buying it. He had a partner that he wanted to take in with him. Early
in the year of 1952 we contacted Mr. Dorman and he and William Holmes bought the ranch. We
moved from the ranch to Reno in the spring of 1952, and started traveling, looking for another
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ranch. We traveled about 24 to 28 thousand miles in Utah, Idaho, Nevada, Montana and
Wyoming that summer. We couldn’t find anything satisfactory.
In the latter part of August the Bank of Commerce contacted us and asked if my brother and I
would go back to Monitor Valley and run the ranch again, as the partnership was in great
difficulty. We consented to run the ranch if we had full power of attorney and full management
of the operation.
We went back on Labor Day of 1952. Our families remained in Reno where we had purchased
homes in Westfield Village the summer of 1952. The families were able to come to the ranch
occasionally and we went to Reno occasionally that winter. The families came to Monitor at
Christmas time and during the summer months. We remained until the fall of 1953 while the
ranch was sold again. Melvin returned to Reno where he became involved in the real estate
business with Ray P. Smith Office.
I remained at the ranch till November 1953 while cattle were being counted and all being turned
over to the new owners.
Robison Realty & Insurance
Then I moved to Reno and (we) traveled a lot to find a ranch and still couldn’t find what we
wanted. In the spring of 1954, I.J. Smith and Warren Neubaumer contacted me and asked if I
would be interested in buying their real estate firm. I didn’t feel qualified, but investigated it and
contacted my attorney who felt it was a good investment providing I could pass the real estate
examination and become a Broker. I began studying and in March of that year, took the test and
passed it as a Broker. I went to work as a Broker salesman for them in the firm of Smith Gibbons.
Then I took over the operation in September of that year.
My association with my brother, Mel, was close. Again in 1955 we again created a partnership in
the Smith Gibbons Firm, as he had left the firm of Ray P. Smith. We have continued in that
association all through the years since that time.
Figure 403 – Robison Building – 1956
The following year we changed the
name to Robison Realty and
Insurance and built a building on the
corner of Arlington and California
Avenue. In this building we
operated our business and rented
other offices to dentists, doctors, and
other professional businesses. For
additional income, we made two
additions to the building in the
following years – a second floor over
the office and a florist shop on the
front of the building. This building
has been a very wise investment. We, in the real estate business, devote most of our time to
ranches rather than other types of property. However many homes have been sold from this
office over the years.
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Elwin A. Robison, Newal J. Robison and Wendell S. Lambert – Partners 1940 to 2000
Elwin A. Robison and Newal J. Robison entered into a partnership with their brother‐in‐law,
Wendell S. Lambert in 1940. They ran this partnership under several different business names
until all their business holdings were sold in 2000 and the partnership dissolved.
Newal J. Robison records:
Pre‐Partnership
After the ranch was sold, Elwin and I moved into Ely. Elwin was working for the Standard Oil
Company and I was working for the Oxborrow Trucking Company. This was where Wendell
Lambert (brother‐in‐law) started, too. The Earl Oxborrow Trucking Company hauled ore, sheep,
cattle, and wool. (They hauled a lot of the wool and sheep produced by Robison Brothers.)
I was also working with Elwin in the wintertime and we were “peddling” oil all day (for
Standard Oil), or as far as the day would go. Then after I would do the book‐work and if there
were some odd deliveries to be done, he did them.
When the summer came (1939), I started to work for Lewis Brothers Stages (bus line) running
“shift” buses to Ruth, Kimberly, McGill and wherever they needed to run a bus.
Eventually, Wendell was running Associated Garage (connected with the Oxborrow Trucking
Company) and bought it himself.
It was at this time that Standard Oil gave Elwin and me an opportunity to start the
distributorship, White Pine Fuel Company – East Ely. We had a tanker manufactured. We
bought it from Lincoln Highway in Ely and took it to Salt Lake and had the tank manufactured at
Waggoner Tank. It was specially built. It had pumps and reel and a long hose and was one of the
first of its type there in Ely.
All of these things had to be done on borrowed money. We had some cash, but very little. Really
everything was because of our family’s reputation. We probably only put very little down on the
truck and tanker and then paid it off. And we paid it off, every day that it was due – like all of
our bills we have paid when due, all of our business lifetime.
We handled wholesale fuel oils for heating and for diesel use. This was for homes and
businesses. We sold heavy fuels, furnace, stove oil, and diesel fuel.
We would go out to the Standard Oil and fill our tanker out of those big tanks and make
deliveries. We were in the fuel and we were in the freight business and we were associated with
them and we started a shop down there. It was a truck stop. I suppose it was the first one built in
Nevada that was associated with Standard Oil. They didn’t own it.
Somewhere along that time, we added coal to our fuel business. There was a lot of coal sold to
the homes and businesses in Ely. We had to build a coal unloading facility and concrete area to
dump it to and store it. We bought the equipment to load trucks with it and deliver it – all
different kinds – like “stoker” coal and “lump” coal.
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On the strength of our ability and our reputation, Elwin and I built a service station out where
White Pine Motor is now located. Our business increased substantially. We had the first “truck
service station.” We had “truck service” written on the front of the building.
Figure 404 – Service Station Elwin & Newal Built – 1939

Newal J. Robison standing on the right

White Pine Fuel Company
It became very apparent (it being a small community) that Wendell and we were competing
against each other with the same customers. Being “family” and all, we thought it would be
smart if we all got together, so that was when we merged the two (Associated Garage and White
Pine Fuel Company) and sometime later we closed out Associated Garage.
Then we three got together and built a freight terminal adjacent to the service station and that is
where the Partnership all started – that is still in effect today. I am not sure, but it could have
been somewhere around 1940 that the Partnership began.
The Partners were Newal James Robison, Elwin Ashton Robison and Wendell S. Lambert.
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It was about this time that Elwin was drafted into the Army and left for Australia. This was
probably about 1941/1942. While he was gone, I ran the agency station for Hiskey Stages and PIE
and we built the terminal for them.
In those years I handled the freight a lot. Early in the morning I would unload the trucks out of
SLC and out of Reno and made a lot of deliveries myself. It was about this time that we started
the Western Auto Supply, so that when Elwin came back from the service we would each of us
have different things to do.
I ran Western Auto myself and then as time went on and the War went on, I couldn’t justify my
time working there (I would qualify for duty, in other words). So, I went back to the freight
business, but that too did not qualify me.
The Government’s Quotas were cutting deeper and then they decided that it was my turn to
serve. I was brought up and taken to Salt Lake for a “physical” and passed it and it was at this
time that Uncle Burt needed a foreman for his ranch. I wasn’t all that good (as a foreman, maybe),
but I was trained in agriculture. Burt had made a request to the draft board that I be put into
agriculture status.
So, I left Ely and we sold the Western Auto Supply just about the time that I left for Burt’s ranch.
In fact, I helped inventory it out. It was a profitable business, but we couldn’t hold it together,
because Wendell was the only one left to run everything.
While I was foreman to Burt and Elwin was in the service, Wendell handled all our business
affairs on a day to day basis. I helped sometimes as I was only a telephone away. This was the
arrangement until the fall of 1945.
Soon we got into the automobile business. I think that the first cars that we sold were Desotos.
Then we got the GMC Agency later. Then that followed by getting the Buick Agency in the years
that came along, then the Jeep line.
So, as time went on, we sold the coal business and phased it out and then the wholesale fuel oil
business and then we changed the company to White Pine Motor and dropped the Fuel. At one
time we were called the White Pine Fuel and Motor.
White Pine Motor
White Pine Motor was the name that we had until it was sold out recently. That was its
incorporated name. This business went from 1937 to 1976 – so that was quite a period of time.
That company gave us the ability to buy the truck lines in 1945.

Elwin A. Robison writes:
I made the decision to return to Ely to join up with the partnership of White Pine Fuel Company.
Prior to my entering the service, Wendell Lambert, my brother‐in‐law, had joined with Newal
and me in order to keep the fuel company in tact and also the truck stop located in East Ely.
Newal had also been away for a time, working on Uncle Burt’s ranch in Spring Valley. My
mother made the decision to sell her home in Provo and return to Ely and I stayed with her at
her home for several years.
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Nevada Central Motor Lines and Nevada Truck Lines
The war was over, and Newal, Wendell and I had the opportunity to purchase Nevada Central
Motor Lines from Mr. Hiskey – a freight operation from Reno to Ely. This necessitated Newal
moving to Reno to manage the operation there. At a later date, we purchased the bus operation
and maintained the name of Nevada Central Motor Lines for the bus line, and operated the
freight business as Nevada Truck Lines. At about this time, we went into the automobile
business, selling GMC trucks, and DeSoto cars, changing our name to White Pine Fuel and Motor
Company. We then extended our operation to Eureka and McGill, Nevada.
Tri‐City Motor Company
The Ely district has, from its inception, been subject to the economics of principally one industry
– Kennecott Copper Corporation, and the ever constant labor disputes and unfavorable copper
prices caused economic reverses for the area. We felt that the life of Kennecott in Ely was limited,
so we decided to expand our partnership into some other more stable community. We eventually
purchased a Ford Agency in American Fork, Utah and at that time, Wendell and his family
moved to American Fork to establish the Tri‐City Motor Company. That was in the fall of I960.
Some Partnership Businesses Sold – 1972 to 1975
A decision was made by the three partners, Newal, Wendell and myself, that it was the
appropriate time to sell Nevada Truck Lines to Interstate Motor Lines with headquarters in Salt
Lake City. We felt that the future of Nevada Truck Lines could be in jeopardy and its value was
estimated to be at its best. It was further decided to sell Nevada Central Motor Lines and of
course, White Pine Motor had been for sale for years, but was never sold. The future of the Ely
district was in such doubt, I was most anxious to dispose of White Pine Motor, the company we
had worked so hard to put together and keep solvent. About a year later, we sold the Tri‐City
Motor Company in American Fork, Utah.
Consolidated Investments
In 1960 Consolidated Investments was set up as the holding company for Elwin, Newal and
Wendell’s partnership investments. It continued to fully operate after many of the businesses
were sold. It was not dissolved until 2000 after Newal’s death.

World War II & Military Service
Melvin A. Robison records:
World War II
Newal and Norma were out visiting at Willard Creek and we were just going to sit down to
dinner, and Alpha and Wendell called to the house from Ely and said, “We’ve just declared war
on Japan.” Then they told us about Pearl Harbor and what happened there. I’ll remember it to
my dying day. Everyone was in half shock. It was so unimaginable and we were worried that the
Japanese would come right on over. Not only with us, but with people who had a lot more
authority than we did. But, we went to sleep at the “switch.”
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Elwin was drafted right off in 1941. Then George was drafted. George was working for us at the
time he was drafted. He spent a year or so with us. We had a lot of good times. There were some
of the other cousins at this point who went—Arlo B. Swallow and Calvin A. Swallow were two
that I know of.

Elwin A. Robison and George Swallow Robison were the only two children of Jim & Birdie’s
and Doyle & Pearl’s to serve in World War II.
Figure 405 – Elwin A. Robison – c1944

Figure 406 – George Swallow Robison – c1944

Elwin A. Robison writes:
Corps of Engineers
History has well recorded the events that led to another world conflict, the Second World War,
and as a result of eventual involvement of our nation, a draft was imposed on all young men,
with mandatory registration. As the conflict in Europe intensified, I became one of the first to be
drafted into the Armed Forces out of White Pine County. I was inducted into the Army at Fort
Douglas, Utah, and on to Fort Leonard Wood, Missouri for basic training with the Corps of
Engineers. This was in August of 1941. While I was at Fort Leonard Wood, I had the opportunity
to visit with my sister, Beulah, who was serving a mission for the LDS Church at Independence,
Missouri. We attended the Royal American Horse Show in Kansas City, Missouri and this was
without a doubt the greatest horse show in the world at that time.
It was the latter part of November 1941 that I had orders to join the 391st Engineering Depot at
Fort Ord, California near Monterey. I went by train from Missouri, via El Paso, Texas and then to
Los Angeles and about mid‐morning while sitting in a railroad siding – the shocking news – the
attack on Pearl Harbor by the Japanese on December 7, 1941. As President Franklin D. Roosevelt
expressed it, that it was “a day that would live in infamy,” this deceitful attack on our nation
shall forever be remembered and how it changed everyone’s life and what their destiny would
be.
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I was soon moved to San Jose, California and then to the Presidio (military installation) in San
Francisco. I then boarded a converted luxury liner, the “Mariposa” to go to Australia, and landed
at Melbourne, a very beautiful city. I had a little difficulty there for a while, as the cars are driven
on the left side of the street. We soon transferred to Brisbane, Australia and I was assigned to
Engineering Headquarters in the Finance and Procurement Office. In a few months time, I was
given the responsibility of coordinating all transportation, including rail, water, truck and air
shipments for the Corps of Engineers. I will always remember the many days and nights that I
spent in that office, without rest, and what little sleep I got was with my clothes and shoes on.
There was never an hour without problems, and I carried that responsibility for two years.
General Mac Arthur’s headquarters were in Brisbane at that time and I saw him quite frequently.
He was certainly a dynamic General and was so well accepted by the Australian people. I was
privileged to stay in Brisbane for over two years, and came to love and respect the Australian
people, as they were so hospitable. Sydney, Australia is one of the most beautiful cities in the
world and their Bondi Beach the most famous.
I was on assignment for a time in Milan Bay, New Guinea and then returned to Brisbane again
on special assignment to work in the Inspector General Department. I worked with Colonel
Norman and a Colonel Hennamins in the Brisbane office. I returned again to Milan Bay, New
Guinea, and as the War progressed, I was transferred to the Philippine Islands. I was on the
Island of Leyte in the city of Tacloban, then to Luzon, near Manila – the “Pearl City of the
Pacific.” When I saw it, it was a city nearly destroyed. I spent several months on the island of
Luzon, in the city of San Fernando. The war in Europe was basically over and I had accumulated
sufficient points to return to the United States. I was released on July 10, 1945 at Fort Douglas,
Utah. My stay in the Philippines had not been a pleasant one, with the lack of food and proper
rest, and my weight when I left Manila was ninety eight pounds. I was checked out of Fort
Douglas at one hundred seven pounds – my normal weight was one hundred sixty five.
My mother and Beulah were living in Provo and my memory is so clear about this particular
time. Uncle Doyle, Aunt Pearl and Lenard were in Salt Lake City, and Uncle Doyle insisted that I
take his car to go to Provo. This was a little difficult too, since for the last four years, I had been
driving on the left side of the road, and it presented a little problem for a time. It was such a joy
to be back home, to be with my mother and to visit the rest of my family. George was still in the
service at this time as a meteorologist.

George Swallow Robison writes:
The Army Air Corps
Sometime in December 1942 I signed up to become a Weather Cadet in the Army Air Corps. I
was told to remain in college until I received my orders, which came in March. It was off to Boca
Raton, Florida for basic training and then on to the University of Chicago for weather training.
The classes were large and it was a competitive environment for everyone. There were three
progress tests to be taken. On the first test I was very close to the bottom score, where those who
were below a cut‐off score would soon become privates in the Army. With that kind of incentive,
I did much better on the second test and on the last test I was near the top.
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Elaine and I got married on December 10, 1943 on a five day leave. Then I was back to Chicago to
finish in March 1944 with a commission as a weather officer. Luckily, BYU accepted all the
credits I had from the University of Chicago, and I also graduated from BYU in 1944.

Melvin A. Robison recorded:
Rationing
You didn’t have gas to waste. There was just none to waste. And you did drive 35 mph. And,
believe me, we drove 35 mph to conserve. Of course, it was easier to do it then with cars then it
would be now. Even I observed the 35 mph, I really did! (Laughter) We had a certain amount of
mileage and we had a certain amount of gas to do it. No, you would drive 35 mph and if you did
40, you felt like you were speeding.
We seemed to get enough ration stamps to get sugar. The herders would not listen to rationing.
You could not tell a herder that he could not have sugar. He was going to leave, if he didn’t get
it, and we did get it for them. We had enough stored, when we started the war, in the attics and
everything, that we did have enough sugar. Nobody really had to go without sugar. We really
didn’t feel the pinch on that one.
But, on tires, gasoline and cars – we really felt the pinch. You didn’t go to town to have your car
repaired (we never had and never did). We always had springs, tires, and everything that you
put in yourself. We just stored them in the garage. We drove the same kind of pickups and had
plenty of parts. We didn’t have old ones to take parts from, because we always traded those in.
We kept a lot of things on hand. We were a lot luckier than a lot of people.
There were other things that you felt the “pinch” on, like medicine and doctors. They had drafted
so many of the doctors. You didn’t really have a choice on what doctors you used, anymore, after
that, you just went to wherever they had a doctor. And, you went to doctors you’d never heard
of before.
All the time – every time you were in the house, during the evening until you went to sleep – you
listened to that news. Oh, boy, I can remember that so plain. Every night, you’d get that last news
broadcast – how many ships had been sunk that day and you even dreamed of the Japanese
coming over and taking over. You dreamed a lot about it. It was a hard time, you bet!
For us, we didn’t see any action, but it meant that we absolutely attended to business all the time,
because the government had their “watch dogs” out to see that if any one was not staying on the
job and running off to town often—they were “called in” for a physical examination and drafted.
But, we were left in a classification that allowed us to stay where we were most needed—
producing the sheep for meat and wool off the sheep for uniforms—that was an important part.
Everybody could see that Hitler was a radical and was trying to take over the world. But, you
know, people like Neville Chamberlain in England and a few others putting out false reports
about how great Hitler was – that he was a “peacemaker” – and, because of this, you had a lot of
feelings that were not as deep as they should have been. There should have been more
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preparation made. As a whole, I don’t think the German people are to blame. It was leadership
that caused all the problems.
I can remember the first victory day, I was lambing sheep on the west side of Spring Valley and
Elbert Coates had come out for dinner that day. We had a radio in each of the camps and while
he was there and I was preparing dinner, it came over the news that the Germans had
capitulated and we had won that part of the war. Then, you knew after that part of it was won it
wouldn’t be long until you’d get the rest of it taken care of. All of those were good days.
Whenever we had won, it was a good feeling.

Retirement Years for Birdie Swallow Robison
Figure 407 – Birdie Swallow Robison & Beulah A. Robison in front of Provo Home – c1944

Newal J. Robison records:
Mother lived in Provo until the summer of 1945 when she returned to Nevada and bought a little
house on Murray Street in Ely so she could keep house for Elwin who had returned from the
armed services. Her life changed again, but as always she made new friends and renewed old
acquaintances in the surrounding area. Alpha, Wendell and their family; George, Elaine and
their family lived near so she had dear ones to care for her. During this year on December 4th,
Beulah married Reed Bowen and moved to Idaho, so Mother needed family about her.
When Elwin married Marjorie Iverson on June 18, 1948 and moved into his own home, Mother
spent most of her winters with Beulah, Reed and family in Burley, Idaho. Because of health
reasons, she sold her Ely home in 1961 and moved to Burley where she purchased a new trailer
house and parked it right next to the Bowen home. A very special relationship developed among
the Bowens and Mother and many happy hours were spent together.
She always had treats for anyone who came to visit her and many in the Pella Ward were loving
and kind to her. She became a Visiting Teacher and was very faithful in the calling.
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Many hours were spent reading the scriptures and she did much crocheting, especially
pillowcase edgings which she sewed on pillowcases and gave to each child and grandchild and
great‐grandchild.
Figure 408 – Birdie Swallow Robison‘s Ely Home – 1945

L to R: Jo Wadsworth, Birdie Swallow Robison, Beulah Robison Bowen, and H. Reed Bowen
Figure 409 – Birdie Swallow Robison – Crocheting – c1960
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She was pleased that her children and their families would come to visit often; she was so proud
of each one and often would express these feelings to others.

Bertha Robison Stevens writes:
While visiting Mother these past few weeks (May 1960), I have learned many lessons that I hope
will fortify and strengthen me for the future. She has so many friends and people who love and
admire her for her generous nature. She loves people and has real gratitude. She tries so hard to
be independent. Her life has been one of much work, much sorrow, and much loneliness since
Father died 30 years ago. Yet there is an inner beauty that shines through. She is a prayerful and
humble mother and has ever been a blessing to me. I am thankful for parents who showed me
love, loved each other in such a dear, tender way and I still remember how kind Father was to
Mother; how lovingly he treated her and always remembered her with gifts. I remember how she
kept such a clean, beautiful home and worked so hard being a mother to six. How she cooked
and always was watchful for Father’s welfare and health. I was her little feet to go with him and
be with him when he had to be very far away. I was by his side day after day, as he went into the
fields or drove to sheep or cattle.
Figure 410 – Birdie Swallow Robison – c1964

Figure 411 – Birdie Swallow Robison – c1965

George Swallow Robison wrote:
Care of Mother
Throughout the years after Father died, Mother always relied on Beulah to help her through her
time of nervousness. Mother had many years of being in good spirit. It was when she could listen
to Beulah and talk things out with her. If I remember correctly there were times when Beulah
needed to sleep in the same room with Mother when she was so nervous. Mother lived a long
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and happy life because of Beulah. We as a family should still do many things for Beulah and give
thanks to her for her kindness to our mother.

The James F. and Birdie Swallow Robison family got together on a regular basis. Some of the
photos taken at these times follow.
Figure 412 – The James F. & Birdie Swallow Robison Family Visiting the Old Home Ranch – 1957

L to R – Standing: O. James “Jim” Stevens, Wendell S. Lambert, Joan A. Lambert, Alpha Robison Lambert, Birdie
Swallow Robison, B. Birdie Stevens, Bertha Robison Stevens, and Owen C. Stevens
Kneeling & Front: Elwin A. Robison, John C. Lambert, Verlie A. Stevens, and Richard K. Lambert.
Figure 413 – The Old Home Ranch – 1957
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Figure 414 – Birdie Swallow Robison with her children in the summer of 1964

L to R: Newal J. Robison, Beulah Robison Bowen, Bertha Robison Stevens, Birdie
Swallow Robison, Alpha Robison Lambert, and Elwin A. Robison
Figure 415 – Birdie Swallow Robison with most of her grandchildren in the summer of 1964

L to R – Back Row: Gerry Robison Richardson holding her daughter Linda, Birdie Stevens Rasmussen, Gary
W. Lambert, Richard K. Lambert, Bruce R. Bowen, Martha Bowen, Beverly Robison and Judy Bowen
Front Row: Chris Robison, Gwen Bowen, Verlie A. Stevens, Birdie Swallow Robison, John C. Lambert, Brent
L. Bowen and Kevin Robison
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Figure 416 – James F. & Birdie Swallow Robison Children – 1968

L to R: Elwin A. Robison, Bertha Robison Stevens, Beulah Robison Bowen,
Newal J. Robison, Alpha Robison Lambert and George Swallow Robison

Figure 417 – The James F. & Birdie Swallow Family at George Samuel Robison Reunion – July 1969

L to R – Standing Back Row: Glenn R. Kirk, Allan N. Robison and H. Reed Bowen
Standing – Middle Row: Norma Garrett Robison (with face hidden) and Newal J. Robison
Standing – Front Row: Joan Lambert Kirk, Bertha Robison Stevens, Alpha Robison Lambert, Wendell S.
Lambert, Beulah Robison Bowen, Marjorie Iverson Robison and Elwin A. Robison
Seated on bench: Suzanne Kirk, Gwen Bowen, Richard K. Lambert, Martha Bowen, Geraldine Robison Richardson,
Susan Woodcock Robison, Ronald E. Robison holding Richard Robison, John C. Lambert and Beverly Robison
Sitting on ground: Brent L. Bowen, Kevin Robison, Chris Robison, Neal Robison, Ron Robison, and Diane
Strauss Robison holding Nancy Robison
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Figure 418 – James F. & Birdie Swallow Robison Family – 1992

Photo taken at funeral of Bertha Robison Stevens
L to R – Back Row: George Swallow Robison, Elwin A. Robison, Marjorie Iverson Robison,
Norma Garrett Robison, Newal J. Robison and Elaine Clark Robison
Middle Row: Wendall S. Lambert, Alpha Robison Lambert and Beulah Robison Bowen
Front Row: Joan Lambert Kirk and Judy Bowen Jones

Retirement Years for Doyle C. and Pearl Swallow Robison
Figure 419 – Doyle & Pearl’s Home at Monitor on the Right – 1951

In December 1949 Doyle C. Robison retired from ranching because of health reasons
and sold his ranch in White Pine County. Doyle and Pearl then moved to the Monitor
Ranch in Monitor Valley, Nevada to be close to Lenard and Melvin and their families.
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Melvin A. Robison records:
When Mother and Dad moved to Monitor we built a home for them.
Figure 420 – Pearl Swallow Robison – 1949

Figure 421 – Doyle C. Robison – 1949

Remembering Doyle & Pearl
In Memories of My Grandparents, Doyle C. & Pearl Swallow Robison, I, Russell M. Robison,
wrote the following in April, 2002:
In 1950 Grandpa retired and he and Grandma Robison joined us at Monitor, where the Melvin
and Lenard Robison families had moved in 1948. Grandpa loved the outdoors and with time on
his hands and three grandsons, age 6‐9 to be taught all about hunting, fishing, camping, rock
rolling and brush burning he was in his element. When our chores were done and we were not
needed to help our dads, we would all pile in the pickup or jeep and off we would go with
Grandpa. We learned how to find and deal with wild horses, deer, sage hens, rabbits, coyotes,
wildcats, mountain lions, rattle snakes, fish, etc.
While we boys loved to shoot just to shoot, Grandpa did not waste much ammunition. He was a
crack shot with any open sighted rifle. I have seen him on more than one occasion kill a flying
bird with a rifle. He shot left handed even though he was right handed.
Grandpa dearly loved fresh trout. He taught us boys that all we needed to fish in the small
Nevada streams was a two or three foot length of fish line and a fish hook. The rest he taught us
how to find: a fresh cut six foot willow pole, the lead from a 22 shell for the weight and worms
for the digging. We always ate fish when Grandpa fished with us.
In between hunting and fishing, Grandpa would find these old growth rabbit brush or willows
that should be cleared out so better feed would grow for the livestock. Grandpa only had one
method of clearing this old growth out and that was by fire. We would determine which way
the wind was blowing and set the fire so the wind would drive the fire in the right direction. At
least 90% of the time everything worked out just as planned. However on occasion the wind
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would shift and the fire would go the wrong direction and burn something we had not planned
to burn. Other than having to rebuild some corral fences, I don’t remember any real harm done.
Whenever we were in the high country there always seemed to be rocks that needed to be
moved down the mountain. Unless one has done it, it is hard to describe the thrill of rolling a
large rock down a mountain slope. Needless to say, all of us boys learned the thrill of rock
rolling.
Camping was another of Grandpa’s and Grandma’s favorite activities. Whether you were at a
base camp at Strawberry Creek or just wandering the mountains around Wheeler Peak, at
Monitor, or around Reno, the routine was about the same. Dutch oven dinners, jeep or
horseback rides, hiking, hunting, fishing, playing 500, family stories, tall tales and sleeping in
the teepee tent or under the stars. We looked forward to these camping trips with Grandpa and
Grandma.
Figure 422 –Camping on Strawberry Creek with Grandpa and Grandma – 1959

Grandpa Robison taught me to cook. Some of the lessons I remember: Start by washing your
hands before handling any food. Don’t waste potatoes by pealing the skin thick, use lots of
onions, always serve sourdough pancakes, biscuits or bread and have a large slab of bacon
available in case there is no fresh meat. Then wash and rinse the dishes in boiling water even if
your hands may burn a little when doing so.
Some of the recipes I remember:
Sourdough starter is made by boiling 1 med. potato in two cups water until tender, mashing
potato into the cooking water and cooling to warm, add one pkg. dry yeast, 4T sugar and let
yeast dissolve and bubble for about 10 min. then add 4c flour and 2c water. Mix well with heavy
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wooden spoon or sourdough stick until smooth and elastic. Cover loosely, let set overnight and
make pancakes the following morning. Always keep about 25% of your sourdough as a starter.
Keep your sourdough active by using it at least once a day.
For sourdough pancakes mix your sourdough starter with 3c water and 3c flour the night before.
Use about 75% of the soft sourdough, add 3 eggs, 3T sugar, 1t salt, 3T oil and 1T baking powder.
Mix well and cook first side on hot griddle until a little dry around the edges, flip and brown on
second side – makes about 18‐24 pancakes. (Note: the flour amounts may vary based on the
moisture content of your flour.)
For sourdough bread mix your sourdough starter with 1.5c water and 3c flour the night before.
The next morning use about 75% of the stiff dough, add a 1t salt, kneed in about 1/2c to 1 c flour
until elastic, then set in the greased small Dutch oven to rise until double. Cook in ground or an
oven @ 350° for 1 hr. If you don’t have time to let it rise, add a little baking powder and make
into biscuits and put into the greased medium Dutch oven. Cook on top of ground with coals or
in an oven at 425° for 20 – 30 min.
For fried beef stew or quick stew cut 3 lb. lean beef into 1.5 to 2 in. cubes. Salt, pepper & flour
beef cubes then fry in Dutch oven with hot oil until brown (does not have to be cooked through).
Set fried beef cubes aside and cook 2 large onions, sliced, in the same oil until light brown and
starting to caramelize. Remove the onions, drain oil from Dutch oven and add back the beef,
onions, 6‐8 c water, 4 cloves garlic minced, 3 lb. of pealed and cut up potatoes and 1.5 lb of
pealed and cut up carrots – salt and pepper to taste. Cook all in Dutch oven for about 45 min. to 1
hour – serve with fresh sourdough bread – serves 6.
Buttermilk pancakes: Sift together 3.5c flour, 4T sugar, 4t baking soda, 1t salt. Add 4c
buttermilk, 4 egg yokes, 4T cooking oil and mix until blended. Beat 4 egg whites until soft peaks,
fold into pancake batter. Cook on 350° oiled griddle – makes about 24 pancakes.
Baking powder pancakes: The same as buttermilk except substitute 2T baking powder for the
baking soda and 4 cups milk for the buttermilk.

When I think of Grandpa and Grandma Robison I think of: integrity, honesty, hard work,
early to rise, being on time, always doing your best, having fun, the love of Christ, and the
love of family. They were great examples to me in my youth and taught me many of the
principles that I live by and have tried to teach my family. I will eternally be grateful to
them for their love and example.
Melvin A. Robison records:
Dad and His Courage
It is of great importance to my children to understand the courage that their grandfather Robison
(Doyle C. Robison) had.
This incident took place in the fall of 1952. Lenard and I were still at Monitor operating the outfit for
the new owners and Dad was out for a visit and a deer hunt and to help us gather the cattle off the
summer range.
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This would possibly have been in September or October, but one day we were going up into,
what we called Stoneburger Basin – a group of us – to gather cattle. Then I spotted a piece of
mineral float of manganese, a good big chunk. At this time, manganese had some value. Dad was
a real lover of minerals and of life itself. He was very determined that over the next week or ten
days he was going to find where this piece of float came from – perhaps a ledge on the highest
peak is possibly where it could have come from and this was less than a mile away.
About that time, he and I were up in the mountain, either hunting deer or gathering cattle or
both. And, that evening, as we were returning home, riding down the trail, he said, “let’s ride to
that highest peak there and check that out, because that seems to be the place where it might
have come.” He, riding his horse Roamer, which was a hot blood horse but rather a weak back in
the mountains – but a good horse, was about 40 feet off the very tip top in a grade too steep to be
riding. Dad’s legs were bad from his accident in 1936 and he was not really able to walk and
should have, at this point, gotten off his horse. I was leading my horse behind him and he came
to a real steep place and he gave his horse a little bit of spur to leap over this little place to enable
him to get to the tip top, and as he did, the horse became overbalanced and I could see the
horse’s front legs start out from under it. And, Dad let out a cry of fear that I have never heard
from a human being in my life, because he knew that horse was going to roll over backwards
right on him. But, there was no way to get out of the way and it was a long ways to the ground,
on that steep slope.
The horse came over backwards, knocked me down and, of course, crushed Dad as it hit the
ground, with Dad under it, and then the horse rolled another time or two and then it stopped. I
got up and looked at my Dad. He was in a half sitting position, where he landed. I knew that his
one side would be crushed because the horn of the saddle could go no other place. I cleaned the
dirt and the sagebrush out of his mouth so he could breathe and got that part functioning. Our
next thought: we were six miles from where a car could reach him, fifteen miles from the ranch
house – how do we get him off the mountain? I knew his ribs were crushed and what else was
wrong, I had no idea, but the shock was terrible. We had a big wool bag with us, which we had
planned to put over a deer, if we got one, so that the flies would not get to it.
I took that big wool bag and cut it in long strips and bound my Dad from under his arms, clear to
his waist, as tightly as I could, so that when I moved him it would not jar him too much. At this
point, he was semi‐conscious, but in terrible pain. But, we knew that if he sat there long enough,
and it set, there would be no way to take him down – because, even with a stretcher, it would
have been difficult to move him from there.
I finally got him on his horse, tied him on tight, took the reins of both horses and started off that
mountain. I walked the first 3/4s of a mile, because it was so steep, and heard a groan from him
every time that horse hit the ground with its feet. I retied him again as we hit the trail and started
down it. Dad bore up under that pain like nothing you have ever seen. We didn’t even have an
aspirin tablet. I went as fast as I dared go, it was just a walk, on the horses, until I reached the
very first road a pickup could get to. And, upon reaching that road I untied him, took him off,
took his saddle and blankets off, laid his head on the saddle with the blankets under him and
told him that I would take the horses a few more miles to get to the truck, that we had hauled
them up in, and then I would go to the ranch and come back with help to get him into Reno.
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I ran those horses, as fast as they could run, from there to the truck, loaded them in and drove
like a wild man from there to the ranch. Upon getting to the ranch, Lenard was there and our
Foreman, George Ydoeta, was there, and as soon as I told them our plight, George went to get a
pickup ready with a mattress in it and Lenard went to get his car ready, so that when we got
back to the ranch, we could transfer Dad over. Then, I went to the telephone and called Dr. Ted
Ross and asked him to call the doctor in Reno that Dad used, and have him ready at the hospital,
in about so many hours – so that they could start to do what they had to do to save his life.
Lenard and I went back up the canyon and found Dad still alive and loaded him carefully onto
the mattress in the back and drove, again, carefully back to the ranch. There we loaded him into
the back of Lenard’s car and drove to Reno. And, that was a wild ride, believe me.
We arrived in Reno, the doctor was waiting at the hospital, they admitted him and no one
expected him to live, because he was completely crushed on one side, several ribs that had
punctured a lung and he was bleeding badly. Through a blessing that was given to him, to our
Heavenly Father, he was saved.
He spent many weeks in the hospital and many months recuperating from this, but the stamina
of my dad, after the many times that he had been hurt, is almost beyond belief. He did recover
from it and was well again.
He was a great, powerful man. He withstood pain for many years, uncomplaining and always
ready to go, even though many times he was not physically able, he managed to do it.
The respect and love I had and have for him, because of the sportsmanship, the loyalty, the
determination that he had – I only wish that I could have inherited all of these qualities.

Doyle C. and Pearl Swallow Robison met all their successes, adversities and trials in life with
courage. In Doyle’s later life he wrote the following about courage.
If we don’t get courage inside of us, how can it ever come out? It is wonderful for us to believe in
God, but it might be even more wonderful to live so that God can also believe in us, and so that
we can believe in ourselves.
We should give our self the courage to keep on trying. We may ask – When is a man a failure? Is
he a failure when his business falls off, or when he stumbles in his effort? Is he a failure when he
makes a mistake or when his goals are not realized? Disheartening as these things may be, they
do not make any man a failure. A man is a failure only when he quits trying and contents himself
to live at a level less than his best.

Grandpa always teased Grandma. He would get this teasing little smile, his eyes would sparkle
and away he would go.
Reni Robison Jensen, my sister, told me the following:
The Homemade Root Beer Story
One midweek August day in 1958 Grandpa found a quart size bottle of homemade root beer in
his basement that had been made for the 4th of July. He brought it upstairs to the kitchen where
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Grandma had just started a major cleaning of the kitchen. Grandma said, “Take that right back
down to the basement.” He said, “We will just put a chill on it and see how good it is.” She said,
“You’re not going to drink that, because it is way to strong. Just open it outside and throw it
away.” Well he put the bottle in the fridge.
On the following Saturday I was over and Grandma had been instructing me all morning on the
importance of cleaning your kitchen from top to bottom at least twice a year. Grandma had been
cleaning all the walls, cabinets, curtains, windows, etc. for the past several days and was just
finishing up. About 11:30 am Grandpa came into the house and the kitchen where Grandma and
I were. After working in the yard all morning he was hot, he took off his hat and wiped the sweat
from his forehead with his handkerchief. He put the handkerchief in his pocket and put his hat
down on the kitchen counter. Grandma told him, “Get that dirty old hat off my clean
countertop.” He moved his hat but needed a cold drink. He went to the fridge, rummaged
through it longer than needed to needle Grandma a little. He finally took out the quart bottle of
homemade root beer.
Grandma said, “You are not opening that in the kitchen,” and Grandpa got that little twinkle in
his eyes and teasing grin on his face and I moved a little out the way. He put his hand on the
bottle and said, “There is nothing wrong with this. It will be just fine.” She said again, “Doyle,
you are not opening that in this kitchen.” Grandpa picked up the bottle and shook it just a little
without holding the lid, knowing nothing would happen because it was chilled. Well the lid
came off with a loud pop and one quart of root beer pointed straight up was sprayed in about
two seconds all over Grandma’s newly cleaned kitchen – from floor to ceiling, from wall to wall.
The look on Grandpa’s face was a little bit more than I can ever remember. It was like a child
who had done something he should not have done but he was not too sorry about it. He said to
Grandma, “Its OK, I’ll help you clean it up.” And she said, “Absolutely not. It has nothing to do
with cleaning up this mess. Look at the mess you made after I had the kitchen all clean. Get out
of my kitchen.” He knew when to leave. He snickered the whole way out of the house and
Grandma was left just talking to herself in the kitchen. Grandpa told me, “It is probably time you
went home.”
Grandma’s Angel Food Cake
As a young girl in Reno I would ask Grandma about how she made her famous angel food cake.
For a long time she would say, “You can’t get good eggs anymore, so it is hard to make a good
angel food cake.” After several years of my nagging about how she made her angel food cakes,
she finally said. “Well come with me.” We went down into the basement and got a box out of the
pantry and then went up to the kitchen where she got out a bowl and the egg beaters. Then she
said, “I have found that there is more than one way to make a good angel food cake and I’ll show
you how I do it.” Then she took the cake mix we had retrieved from the basement and dumped it
into the bowl, added whatever other ingredients it called for, beat it with the egg beaters, poured
it into the angel cake pan and put it in the oven. Then she said, “And that my dear is how you
make a good angel food cake.”
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50th Wedding Anniversary
Figure 423 – The Doyle C. & Pearl Robison Family on 50th Wedding Anniversary – June 1966

L to R – Standing : Russell M. Robison, Gloria Owen Robison, Reni Lynn Robison, Norman L.
Robison, Lenard D. Robison, LaVon Wade Robison, Lowell J. Robison, Melvin A. Robison, Ellen
Wyman Robison, Dennis J. Rowley, Lois Robison Rowley and Richard M. Rowley
Seated: Don G. Rowley, Mark E. Rowley, Paul T. Robison, Doyle C. Robison, Pearl Swallow Robison,
Glen A. Rowley and Scott D. Robison
Figure 424 – The Doyle C. & Pearl Swallow Robison Family – June 1969

Photo taken at the George Samuel Robison family reunion held on Lehman Creek
L to R – Standing: Don G. Rowley, Lowell J. Robison, Norman L. Robison holding Michael N. Robison,
Melvin A. Robison, Richard M. Rowley, Doyle C. Robison and V. Wessman Jensen
Sitting: Kathryn Wakefield Robison holding Jeffrey Robison, Nikki Wadell Robison holding Mark J.
Robison, Ellen Wyman Robison, Lois Robison Rowley, Pearl Swallow Robison and Reni Robison Jensen
Kneeling: Glenn A. Rowley, Scott D. Robison, Timothy J. Robison, Paul T. Robison and Mark E. Rowley
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Geraldine Robison Miller recorded in “Our Heritage” in 1986:
It was during his retiring years in the Reno area that he (Doyle C. Robison) was to become a
great influence in the LDS Church and to its members. He served as a Bishop’s Counselor, was
in the Stake Presidency, and fulfilled his assignment and calling as the Patriarch of the Reno,
Nevada Stake up to the time of his passing 03 April 1975.
Doyle was remembered by many for his love for camping nearly every year with his family at
Strawberry (Strawberry Creek in what is now the Great Basin National Park), hunting, the out‐
of‐doors, riding horses, Dutch oven cooking, which he was so adept at, and Lifesavers in his
pocket for the children.

Lois Robison Rowley wrote:
In (December) 1951 Mother and Dad moved to Reno, Nevada. Dad has had many business
interests and was very much involved in church and caring for his yard. These activities (along
with camping, hunting and fishing) kept him busy (in retirement).
Figure 425 – Pearl Swallow Robison and Doyle C. Robison – c1958

Doyle was very active in the Nevada State Livestock Production Credit Association all
his life.
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Figure 426 – Doyle C. Robison Elected President of Nevada State Livestock Production Credit Association – 1966

Lois Robison Rowley wrote:
All the time they lived in Reno, Dad’s health was poor, but he kept busy serving in the church;
serving as a High Councilman, in the Stake Presidency, and until his death was a Stake Patriarch.
Dad loved everyone and never did I hear him say anything bad about anyone. He treated
everyone the same no mater of their circumstances, or their station in life, their religion or color –
always there to give a good hand or word.
Dad treated my mother with a deep love and respect and we as children were taught to do the
same. Mother and Dad lived as one throughout their whole lives, they did everything together.
What an example they were for my brothers and me.
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Mother cared for Dad for many years, even to the extent that her health became poor, but was
always by his side until his death. She was always supportive of Dad and all her children in
whatever we undertook to do.
She was involved in church callings all her life either in Sunday school, Relief Society Presidency,
Spiritual Living teacher and as visiting teacher for over fifty years.
Mother was my very best friend and as I grew up my confidant.
Figure 427 – Doyle C. & Pearl Swallow Robison –
c1970

Figure 428 – Doyle & Pearl with Great Grandchildren
– c1974

These are Lowell J. & Kathryn Wakefield Robison‘s children and
Lenard D. & LaVon Wade Robison‘s grandchildren
L to R: Denise Robison, Pearl Swallow Robison,
Doyle C. Robison and Jeffrey Robison

My parents taught by example. They did not “preach” to us, but taught by the way they lived.
Respect for older people and others’ property, love of the Lord, prayer, do more than you’re
expected to do, and love of all fellowman. We were taught to be kind to animals and to live
within our means.
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Children of James F. and Birdie Swallow Robison
The Family of Bertha B. Robison
Bertha Robison Stevens wrote:
Except for the first year of college, before Father died, I paid my own way. I entered college in
September 1930 (Bertha left college after her father’s died to teach school in Nevada for one year) and
graduated in June of 1934 with very high honors. It was a wonderful time in my life.
After teaching, I returned to college and lived in the Guy C. Wilson home. It was there that I met
Owen (C. Stevens). He arrived from El Paso on New Year’s Day and started school at the “Y.” He
had already graduated in Engineering from the University of Cincinnati the previous spring.
When school was out in June he returned to El Paso. When be left he gave me a little gift. It was a
compact and in it was his fraternity pin. That summer (1933), while I was attending summer
school at Alpine, he came to see me. He asked me to marry him, and we decided to go to Nevada
to talk with my mother. We were engaged that summer. I continued in school so that I could
graduate in June and he went out to teach that winter in Aurum, Nevada. After graduation we
both taught school in Nevada.
Figure 429 – Bertha Robison Stevens & Owen C.
Stevens – c1942

Figure 430 – The Owen C. & Bertha Robison Stevens
Family – c1947

L to R – Standing: Owen C. Stevens
Sitting: Verlie A. Stevens, Bertha B. Robison Stevens,
B. Birdie Stevens and O. James “Jim” Stevens
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Verlie Stevens Archibald wrote:
Bertha Birdie Robison and Owen Cowley Stevens were married on August 1, 1935. They were
sealed in the Salt Lake Temple on February 2, 1936. Shortly thereafter they moved to
Springfield/Longmeadow, Massachusetts where they had three children: Owen James “Jim”
Stevens born May 7, 1938; Bertha Birdie “Birdie” Stevens born July 29, 1941; and Verlie Ann
Stevens born May 10, 1944.
Mother’s legacy from growing up on the ranch manifested itself in many ways. For one thing,
she always arose early each morning and worked all day long. She was never comfortable being
idle or doing non‐purposeful activities.
For another, she was a provident homemaker. She did all of the homemaking arts well: cooking,
gardening, keeping a beautiful and clean home, organizing, directing, and best of all, being a
loving, kind, patient mother. With two large freezers, a food storage room, an attic for dry goods,
and a garden we were never without food or necessities. She seldom went to the store, but when
she did she stocked up on whatever was needed.
She was a wonderful cook. Everyone was welcome in our home and many, many people
gathered around our dinner table and enjoyed her hearty meals and fellowship. No matter how
many people came, with or without notice, she could put on a spread fit for a king in 30 minutes!
She knew how to prepare in
Figure 431 ‐ Stevens and Robison Cousins ‐ c1956
advance for such occasions,
and she knew how to delegate
work
assignments
so
everything would be done3
quickly
and
efficiently.
Mealtime was always special
for our family.

The oldest and youngest
children of James F. and Birdie
Swallow
Robison,
Bertha
Robison Stevens and George
Swallow Robison, lived close
to each other for many years in
Massachusetts
and
Connecticut. Because of their
close proximity and work
relationships they spent a
considerable amount of time
visiting one another’s homes.

L to R: Rebecca Robison, Bertha Birdie Stevens with Marie Robison standing in
front of her and Verlie Ann Stevens

Verlie Stevens Archibald wrote:
Mother made all of our breads and goodies. What a treat it was to take a fresh loaf of bread
straight from the oven, break it apart, and eat it with butter and honey or homemade jam; or
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have pumpkin pie topped with real whipped cream for breakfast, or a cream puffs and mild for
an after school treat. Mother made sure that we always had good nutritious things to eat. She
even got Dad to eat vegetables with his meat and potatoes.
She loved nature. Mountains, rivers, hills, valleys, sky, orchards, gardens, meadows, fruits and
flowers; all animals and birds; the sunrise and sunset all brought great peace and joy to her soul.
The Outer Banks of North Carolina during her married years filled in part her longing for the
grandeur of their childhood west. The vast ocean, endless sky, sand beneath her feet, the warm
sun; the dense woods and fresh water to her one side and the ocean and desert‐like beach with its
sea oats and wild flowers, birds and animals to her other; the sounds of surf and storm, a place to
walk and swim and fish freed her spirit and brought solace to her being. This beach became a
true heart‐home for all of us.
Figure 432 – The Owen C. & Bertha Robison Stevens Family at Home in West Hartford, Connecticut – c1955

L to R: O. James “Jim” Stevens, Verlie A. Stevens, B. Birdie Stevens, Bertha B. Robison Stevens and
Owen C. Stevens

Mother supported Father in all of his endeavors. Whether it was family, church, or business, they
worked together harmoniously. Dad always said that he worked for the Church but that he kept
food on the table and gas in the car for being a machine tool specialist. He was a man of ability
and integrity and was a successful businessman. Mother was the bookkeeper for Dad’s business.
They felt the Lord blessed their efforts.
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The Church and its teachings were central in Mother’s like and thereby in our lives. From the
time my parents arrived in Springfield, Massachusetts in 1936, then in West Harford,
Connecticut in 1950, until my father’s death in 1968 and my mother’s move to Provo, Utah in
1970, my parents were stalwart members of the Church and served in all the church
organizations of the branch, district and mission levels. The first chapels in Ne England were
acquired or constructed under Dad’s leadership. They served a four year leadership mission in
Vermont. When the first stake in Connecticut was formed, Dad was called as Patriarch. He
literally served the Lord ‘til his dying day as he gave four Patriarchal Blessings the night before
he died.
Mother paid close attention to financial matters. Paying tithing, avoiding debt, purchasing items
of quality and caring for them, saving for the unexpected and investing for the future where
principles Mother lived by. She was shrewd, savvy, and disciplined; frugal and sacrificing for
herself, but very generous and giving when it came to her children, the Church and to others.
Mother loved her family. She
loved her husband and children
and grandchildren, and she
loved her parents, siblings and
in‐laws. They were always in
her thoughts and prayers. As
children we sensed early on
that we were the most
important people to our
parents. We were treated with
great love, patience, kindness
and respect. We knew our
parents would have liked more
children, both houses they built
could have accommodated a
dozen children, but they
continually assured us that they
had to settle for quality instead
of quantity. In truth, they were
surrogate parents to many
children not their own.

Figure 433 – The Three Birdies in Front of Birdie Swallow
Robison‘s 1911 Home – photo 1957

Just as Mother always wanted
to please her parents, we
children wanted to please ours.
Knowing their prayers and
wishes for us were first of all to
L to R: Bertha Birdie Stevens, Birdie Swallow Robison and Bertha
love the Lord and do His will,
Birdie Robison Stevens
and then to serve and love one
another, we children tried to base our decisions and choices and thus our words and deeds so
our parents could be pleased with us. They always expected us to do our best, yet they
understood that sometimes our best was affected by circumstances beyond our control. We
always had their support and encouragement. We learned to work and to enjoy doing it. Helping
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Mother and Father was fun. Mother was generous with praise, appreciation and trust. She also
knew how to provide rewarding treats for us and our friends for work well done.
Mother valued the example and advice of her mother and father. We children were able to turn
to our mother and father for counsel and encouragement. Mother was perceptive and wise.
When Birdie went away to BYU, Mother offered her “The Three Don’ts” as counsel: 1. Don’t miss
your church meetings. 2. Don’t get behind in your school work. 3. Don’t gain weight. And you
will be happy. She followed Mother’s advice and was happy.
At age 50 Mother wrote “Today I have a prayer in my soul that I will face this new period in my
life with the same faith and vigor as I did (the day I was married). I pray that I will be a real
blessing and helpmeet to my dear husband. I( pray that I may live so that my life will be a
blessing and strength to my children. I also pray that I will live worthily so that I may have the
Lord to bless and light my path. I hope that faith, vision, health and peace may be in our home
and lives as a happy and united family through the years.” Little did she know what was shortly
to befall her.
Mother’s life was changed dramatically by the death of loved ones. Bother her mother and
husband died in the same year. The death of her mother, though anticipated, was sad, The death
of her husband on August 8, 1968 was unexpected, quick and devastating. Her life turned upside
down overnight. She was only 56 years old. She moved to Provo, Utah upon receiving a mission
call to serve in the newly dedicated Provo Temple. She remained faithful and caring the rest of
her life. She died on May 27, 1992 just 17 days after celebrating her 8th birthday.
Figure 434 ‐ Bertha Robison Stevens 80th Birthday ‐ May 27, 1992

L to R: Verlie Stevens Peer, Bertha Robison Stevens, O. James Stevens and Birdie Stevens Rasmussen
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The Family of Alpha J Robison
Marriage and Family
Alpha J Robison married Wendell Seymour Lambert on July 25, 1936 in Baker, Nevada. They
moved to Ely, Nevada and had four children: Joan Lee Lambert born September 10, 1937; Gary
Wendell Lambert born March 31, 1941; Richard Kent Lambert born April 24, 1947 and John
Craig Lambert born May 15, 1953.
Figure 435 – Wendell S. Lambert & Alpha J Robison Visiting Willard Creek – c1935

Wendell worked on his own for a
few years and joined into a
partnership with two of his brother‐
in‐laws, Elwin A. Robison and
Newal J. Robison, in 1940.
The Lambert family lived in Ely,
Nevada until the fall of 1960 when
they moved to American Fork, Utah
where they ran Tri‐City Motors as
part of the partnership set up in
Nevada. In about 1975 Tri‐City
Motors was sold along with the
other partnership holdings and
Wendell and Alpha retired. They
continued to live in American Fork,
Utah.

Figure 436 – Relatives Visiting Lambert’s New Home – 1937

L to R: Lois P. Robison, Birdie Swallow Robison, Alpha Robison
Lambert, Mary Kerr and Pearl Swallow Robison
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Wendell and Alpha were always active in the LDS Church. Wendell served in many callings.
Some were: Bishop, Stake President and Stake Patriarch.
George Swallow Robison writes:
A Positive Influence
There were about four periods in my life when Alpha, or Wendell and Alpha had positive
influences upon my life. These positive influences may have made it possible for me to be as I am
today. The four periods are: on the ranch in Nevada, one summer in Ely working for Wendell,
when Elaine and I lived in East Ely, and in these last few years, especially since I became a
Patriarch.
On the ranch Alpha was my protector, the one Mother called on when I was more than she could
handle at that moment and the one who knew what I liked best to eat. To this day I cannot recall
what caused me to be unhappy with the family one day. I must have been 5 or 6 years old, but I
hid myself so that the family would worry about me. I really didn’t run away, I wasn’t brave
enough to do that. I must have done this hiding bit often because they seemed to know just
where to look for me. This one day I hid in a tree close to the kitchen door. This must have been a
new place. There were trips by someone to the bridge, to the commissary and other places I
might have hid. Maybe they knew where I was, but what made me come out of hiding was
Alpha announcing that she had made chocolate pudding and wondered if anyone wanted to lick
the pan. Alpha has reminded me of this event often. I do feel she helped change me for the better.
A few years later I did not know just how serious Alpha and Wendell felt towards each other.
When Wendell began to show up at the ranch to visit, I thought it was strange that he was more
interested in being with Alpha than going with Elwin and Newal to hunt or to work with the
sheep. This was the first time a member of the family had fallen in love and I had a young boy’s
curiosity. Wendell was an important individual and when he came to visit many good things
were said of him, which were true. He didn’t have the same interests as those of us on the ranch.
He showed me there were other things that were important.
Wendell and Alpha were married in our home and went to southern Utah for a trip. On their
way home they got into a flash flood on the road from Delta. I recall how excited I was as they
told of their experience. My fears of floods increased after that date. Alpha was not home much
after that and her influence over a young boy was over.
Mother, Beulah and I had moved to Provo at the end of my junior year of high school. When I
graduated from high school I thought it was important for me to earn some money and be on my
own. Both of those desires were made possible by Wendell and Alpha. I worked at the Flying
“A” service station on Main Street in Ely, across from the city park. I never felt alone, neglected
or unloved while there. I was taught responsibility, how to work, and how to enjoy work.
After some years had passed and World War II was over, Elaine and I lived in Central Ely and in
East Ely. It was during those years that I, with much help from Elaine, put the Church in the
proper place in my life. We had a good Bishop in the Ely Ward and it was Wendell. We spent
many good times in the home of the Lamberts in East Ely. There we watched Joan, Gary and
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Richard grow up. Again it was during this time in my life that certain old habits were put aside
and the Church became the center of our interest.
Figure 437 – Wendell S. & Alpha Robison Lambert Family – c1955

L to R – Standing: Alpha Robison Lambert and Wendell S. Lambert
Seated: Joan L. Lambert, John C. Lambert, Gary W. Lambert and Richard K. Lambert

After many years in New England and limited contact with the Lamberts, I was again helped by
both Alpha and Wendell. It was so great for us to talk with them about my calling as a patriarch.
Those chats with the Lamberts have made me feel more comfortable in the calling and happy
with what has come through the blessings I have given.
The Lambert’s door is always open to Elaine and me and to our family. Just this past April we
dropped in on them with Grandmother Clark and Krista. We were fed, brought up to date on all
of the family and we feel like we want to return. Both Beth and Krista have used the Lamberts as
a home away from home. When they needed some love and attention they always called the
Lamberts. There is a big pile of clothing and personal belongings on the floor in the Lamberts
basement that are Krista’s.
We are sure there will never be a time when the Lamberts will not influence us for good.
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Figure 438 – The Wendell & Alpha Lambert Family – c1977

L to R – Back Row: John C. Lambert, Gary W. Lambert, Suzanne Kirk, Glen R. Kirk and Richard K. Lambert
Middle Row: Lynn Judson Lambert holding Eric Lambert, Jane Schroder Lambert holding Mark B. Lambert, Wendell
S. Lambert, Alpha Robison Lambert, Joan Lambert Kirk, Eileen Perry Lambert holding Michael Lambert and Rachel
Lambert standing by her side
Front Row: Anne Marie Lambert, John T. Lambert, Rebecca Lambert, Jennifer Kirk, Stephen Kirk and Justin D.
Lambert
Figure 439 – The Wendell & Alpha Robison Lambert family – c1985

L to R – Standing: John C. Lambert, Richard K. Lambert, Joan Lambert Kirk and Gary W. Lambert
Seated: Alpha Robison Lambert and Wendall S. Lambert
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Alpha Robison Lambert passed away in American Fork, Utah on August 7, 2005 at the age of 91.
Obituary for Alpha Robison Lambert
Published in the Salt Lake Tribune on 8/10/2005
Alpha J Robison Lambert 1913 ~ 2005. Alpha J Robison Lambert, 91, passed away August 7, 2005
in American Fork, UT. She was born September 6, 1913 in Garrison, UT to James Frederick and
Birdie Swallow Robison. She married Wendell S. Lambert on July 25, 1936 and their marriage
was later solemnized in the Salt Lake Temple. She graduated from BYU and taught in Spring
Valley, NV. She was a life long member of the LDS Church serving in many positions and was
devoted to her family. Survived by her husband, two sons, Richard (Eileen) of Warwick, RI, John
(Lynn) of American Fork, UT and 1 daughter, Joan (Kirk) of Taylorsville, UT, 19 grandchildren,
11 great grandchildren, brothers Elwin (Marjorie) Robison, Reno, NV, George of Ohio, and sister
Beulah Bowen of Burley, ID. Preceded in death by son, Gary, and grandson, Jeffrey. Funeral
services will be Friday, August 12, 2005 at 11 am in the American Fork 21st Ward, 270 N 900 E.
Friends may call Thursday evening from 6 to 8 pm, Anderson & Sons Mortuary, 49 E 100 N,
American Fork and 1 hour prior to services at the church. Burial in Holladay Memorial Park, Salt
Lake City.

At her funeral her three living children paid tribute to their mother.
Joan Lambert Kirk said:
Mother Listened to the Spirit
One time in Ely, when Gary was just a baby, we had been out driving in the car but needed to
stop by the house, just for a moment, to get something we forgot. We all got out of the car and
left Gary in the back seat. Before we had walked many steps, Mother said she was impressed to
bring Gary into the house with us. Dad went back and got him and we all went into the house.
When we came out to leave a few minutes later, the car had been stolen. The car was later
recovered with a number of bullet holes in it.

Richard K. Lambert said:
She was Fearless
Our family liked to camp in Yellowstone Park. One year, when there were lots of bears still
around, Dad and I were out fishing while mom and the other kids were sitting in the car. This
big black bear came along and got right up into the car and chased them all out. That made my
mom mad – no bear was going to chase her family out of their own car. She proceeded to get a
large stick and chased that bear right back out of the car.
Another time when we were all camping at Yellowstone, a black bear came right into the tent
and chased everyone out. Again, my mother was going to have none of that. She got a big cast
iron frying pan and chased that bear out of the tent and out of our camp.
She Played Hard
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Uncle Burt was always the one who started the water fights. One time mother started the water
fight with Uncle Burt, and before it was over Uncle Burt had been tripped up, fallen in the mud
and was all covered in mud. My mother could hold her own even in hard play.
Mother was Tender and Loving
As a child I had ear problems and my ears hurt so much that I had difficulty sleeping. Mother
would take me outside, hold me, carry me around and we would look at the moon until I fell
asleep.
Mother Showed Trust in Her Children
One time when I was in my early teens, I wanted to go on a river trip with my friends. Even
though I knew she was concerned for my safety, she trusted me and let me go. I will ever be
thankful for her showing that trust to me.
She was a Loving Wife
Mother loved the outdoors. She was strong but loving. She was a very loving wife. She and my
dad were great for each other. Dad showed great love for her and took care of her when she
should have been in a care facility.

John C. Lambert said:
Mother was Patient and Realistic
Mother was devoted to her family. She liked picnics and fried chicken. One time we planned a
picnic. Mother bought and prepared a whole ham to take. This was an expensive item and not at
all usual. Well she put that ham in the car in preparation to go on our picnic and when she went
back into the house the neighbor’s dog got in the car and took that ham. That dog was eating the
ham by the time Mother came out, but there was nothing she could do; so we just went on our
picnic with the rest of what she had prepared and a couple of sandwiches. It took that dog
several days to eat the whole ham. Mother let him enjoy it.
Mother Worked Hard and Expected the Same from Others
Mother loved to work in her garden and she worked hard and long to make it beautiful. She
needed help one time, so she asked Dad to help her. Dad did not like to garden, so he hired a
man to go help Mother in her garden. After that man had worked for half a day he quit. When
Dad asked him why, he said, “That woman is crazy. I have never had to work so hard in my
whole life.”
Our brother, Gary, would say if he was here: “Mother’s greatest efforts went towards her family.
She was not afraid to work. She believed that each successive generation needs to try to be better
than the last.”

Wendell S. Lambert at age 92 continues to live in his home in American Fork, Utah as of August
2006.
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The Family of Elwin A. Robison
Elwin A. Robison writes:
Opal Thurston
At this time (1937/1938), I worked long hours and spent most weekends hunting or fishing, so I
had little association with the LDS Church. However, I was an Elder at this time and was quite
frequently found at Mutual on Wednesday evenings. Because of my participation and attendance
in the Mutual program, I became associated with a very attractive young lady by the name of
Opal Thurston, and we went together for quite a period of time. We were married (September 19,
1938) in Provo, Utah where my mother had moved with my sister, Beulah, and brother, George,
to complete their education. A son was born to us in Provo and was given the name of Ronald
Elwin Robison. Because of unresolved differences often associated with youth, a divorce resulted
and the custody of the boy remained with Opal, who served as a dedicated mother.
Ronald E. Robison later returned to Provo to attend BYU, where he was honored by being chosen
the outstanding freshman and received a four year scholarship. He was Sophomore Class
President, served a two year mission for the LDS Church, and returned to graduate from the Y.
Figure 440 – Elwin A. Robison – 1939

Figure 441 – Opal Thurston – 1938

Figure 442 – Ronald E. Robison – 1969

Marjorie Iverson
I was once again involved in business, as well as hunting and fishing, but I took time out to date
some of the most eligible young ladies in Ely. Because of my frequent visits to the Ely National
Bank on business, I found myself saying hello to the secretary to Mr. Bates, President of the bank.
Her name was Marjorie Iverson, and she was not a total stranger to me or the Robison family, as
before the war, I had dated her sister Christine, and the Iversons lived just across the street from
White Pine Fuel and Motor Company. We were eventually married and lived for a time in the
Bates home in Ely. Mr. Bates was very ill and had moved to Palo Alto, California, but had
insisted that we live in his home. It was more like a palace, a very large home with five bath‐

Our Swallow Heritage – Volume III – The History of George Swallow’s Daughters

Page 373

Turning the hearts of the fathers to their children and the hearts of the children to their fathers

rooms, and just too much house for two people, so we decided to build our own home on Murry
Street. My wife continued to work for a time and then the decision was made that we would like
to have a family, and our first child was born – a little girl (Karen Kristine Robison). She was such a
beautiful, lovable child, but fate prevailed and she was taken from us. Only time and under‐
standing tends to heal such wounds, but they are never forgotten.
Figure 443 – Elwin A. Robison, Marjorie Iverson Robison and little Karen K. Robison – 1949

We were blessed in subsequent years to have Christopher and Kevin come into our home. I
needed a couple of fishermen and hunters, and this they are. I am positive the most memorable
times of our lives have been camping on Baker and Strawberry Creeks. Baking sourdough bread,
cooking in the Dutch ovens, and looking for deer, along with the beautiful scenery will always
draw our family back time and again.
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Figure 444 – Elwin A. Robison, Christopher Robison and Kevin Robison on Strawberry Creek – c1961

Figure 445 – Marjorie Iverson Robison & Elwin A. Robison – 1969

LDS Church
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I had been inactive in the Church for so many years, as I had attended only one LDS Church
meeting in four years while serving in the Army in the southwest Pacific and that was in New
Guinea. After I was home, I found myself hunting, fishing or in the mountains, but that did not
last too long, as my brother, George, had returned from the service and became an instructor at
the White Pine County High School. He was soon made Sunday School Superintendent of the
Ely First Ward. As usual, problems of maintaining teachers in teen‐age groups in Sunday School
prompted George to call for help and he asked me to assist for a few weeks or so to enable him to
secure some new teachers. He failed to get a replacement for me and as a result, I shall be forever
grateful to George for bringing me back to activity in the Church.
Work & Civic Affairs
The following years were busy for me and never a dull moment, as I was responsible for White
Pine Motor Company, the Ely operation of Nevada Truck Lines, Pacific Intermountain Express,
Railway Express, Wayne Prince Insurance Agency and Nevada Central Motor Lines. I was also
kept very busy as an officer or director of the Chamber of Commerce. In a community the size of
Ely, I found myself getting involved in other activities – Rotary Club, Boy Scouts and I served as
a director of the Nevada Motor Transport Association for over twenty‐five years. I was also a
director of the Nevada Auto Dealers Association and served on the Advisory Board to the
Nevada State Highway Department under three governors. I was quite complimented when I
was appointed by President Eisenhower to serve on the United States Commission on Civil
Rights where I served for twelve years representing the state of Nevada.
Sunday was not a day of leisure for me because of my involvement with the Church. I served at
various times as a Sunday School teacher, Sunday School Superintendent and Stake Sunday
School Superintendent. I served as President of the Elders Quorum and for many years on the
High Council. I was the senior High Councilman when I left Ely.
The Cabin in “Little Windy”
I have always felt as a boy and to this day, that there is no other place on earth like Baker Creek,
or the fabulous deer hunting we had on the Mt. Wheeler range. It is regrettable at this writing
that both hunting and fishing have been reduced to a minimum because of poor game
management and added hunting pressure. Mt. Wheeler is such a majestic mountain and holds
such fond memories for all of us. Living at the present time in Reno, the distance has prevented
our family from spending weekends on Strawberry Creek as we had done so often in the past.
Before leaving Ely in the fall of 1975 we spent, part of our vacation and most of our weekends,
the rest of the summer building a log cabin in “Little Windy” on Bald Mountain, one of the most
remote areas. This was quite an undertaking, as none of us had any experience in building a
cabin, but we are proud of it. The following year, after moving to Reno, the boys and I returned
to the cabin and piped water from a mountain spring to the cabin. I only hope no one will
destroy it, so that at times, our family can return to enjoy it.
Move to Reno – Worked for Robison Realty
I would have been happy to move to Utah or Idaho, but my family was most anxious to stay in
Nevada, and Reno was the place they wanted to go. Chris had ambitions to become a Chemical‐
Metallurgical Engineer, and he chose Mackay School of Mines, University of Nevada in Reno to
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achieve that end. Reno has been good to us – we moved here early in September of 1975 and I
had no definite plans as to what I would do when I got here. My primary concern was
liquidating the assets of White Pine Motor Company. This was not an easy task, but we did
dispose of most of the assets and leased the property. Later in September, when Mel Robison and
I were driving to their ranch property in Washoe Valley, he suggested that I go to work for him
and Lenard Robison at Robison Realty and Insurance. That was a very sobering thought, but I
was complimented by it. It was not just that simple – I had to first pass a real estate examination,
and at that time, it was a very difficult test to pass. At sixty years of age, having to go back to
school was quite a challenge. I started school the first part of October and attended Education
Dynamics Institute. I found every class to be interesting and worthwhile. In the prior real estate
examination, only 21% had passed the examination, so I had some reservations as to my
qualifications. I was diligent about my home work and in February of 1976, I took the
examination. To the delight of my family and myself, I passed, and in April of that year, I started
work as a realtor. I hope to have the privilege to continue with this work in my remaining years,

Elwin has been a great help to me, Russell
M. Robison, in assembling this book. He
and Marge took Gloria and me to look at
many of the old sites mentioned in this
book. Without his help we would not
know the location of the old Robison
School or the old Deering place.

Figure 446 – Elwin A. & Marjorie Iverson Robison – 2005

Elwin is responsible for rescuing little
George
William
“Willy”
Swallow‘s
gravestone from under a house at Goodies
and returning it to the Osceola Cemetery
along with setting it in place and putting a
nice fence around it in the 1960s. He is also
the one who told me that the traditional
flowers put on Willy’s grave are Indian
Paint Brush. Elwin and Marge still travel
from Reno each Memorial Day to put
flowers on all the family graves in Ely,
Osceola and Garrison. They are standing
by little “Willy’s” grave in the photo to the
right.
Elwin A. Robison writes:
This is not to be construed as the last chapter in my life (in 1979). I am in excellent health, hope to
keep my sanity and with the help of the Lord, can keep my body and soul together, and ten years
from now, I still want to be hunting deer in the Jarbidge area of Elko County, Nevada and fishing
on Henry’s Lake in Island Park, Idaho. I want to be able to return to the Mt. Wheeler area, stay in
the log cabin on Little Windy and cook sourdough bread and lamb chops in the Dutch ovens.
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I cannot avoid being a little sentimental and want to express my most sincere feelings. I am so
proud of my heritage, to have had such remarkable parents that gave our family such love and
affection, as well as never ending guidance and example. To live in this dispensation of time, in a
land choice above all others, under a Constitution that was inspired to allow a Republic to exist
with human rights extended to all. At no other time in history has anyone been so privileged to
live such an abundant life, and to see the advancement of all of the sciences, providing still a
better way of life. The nature of man will not be changed, and I look forward to an interesting
future for the balance of my life and great challenges for my three sons.
I can only hope that my posterity will look upon me as having contributed my part to society,
and more especially to my family and friends. I hope they will give me praise and recognition for
the good things I have done and attempt to minimize, or forgive and forget the things I have
unintentionally done wrong.

As of the writing of this book in August 2006 Elwin A. Robison, age 91 next month, and
Marjorie Iverson Robison, his wife of 58 years, still spend every summer at their cabin at
Henry’s Lake in Island Park, Idaho. In Reno, Elwin still mows his own lawn and does the yard
work at their home.
The Family of Newal J. Robison
Newal J. Robison records:
Marriage
I knew Norma (Priscilla Garrett) from 1935 on until we were married in 1939. After the ranch was
sold, Elwin and I moved into Ely and I was working for Lewis Brothers at night, driving buses.
At this time I corresponded with your mother and talked to her quite frequently on the phone
and went into Provo on the weekends and drove back asleep all the way (Laugh) – and I did all
those “silly” things. I always had a good car.
Fall of 1935 – my first memory of seeing her (Norma) was when there was a ball game out in the
middle of the street with a whole bunch of kids our age. High School (she was one of them) and
University students alike. That is where it all started. The ball had hit my finger and tore the nail
and she seemed concerned about it. This took place on University Avenue where I was
“batching” at the Snell’s.
I remember that I went over to the store (Garrett’s grocery store) and asked her to go to a movie
and she said that she was sick and I thought that she was making excuses. Actually, she was sick
and didn’t want to discuss it.
The next time, she was invited to a sorority dance in Springville. Because the family car was
involved, and they didn’t know me from a “dog” in the street, Weston, being the oldest in the
family, drove.
I think that going and coming, if I remember right, we had a flat tire – in each direction. Yes, that,
I do remember. But, it didn’t embarrass me. It just plain had to be fixed. It didn’t impress me as
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being anything greatly wrong, but I guess that it did to her, because it was her parent’s car. She
apparently was totally embarrassed. But, flat tires years ago, were just part of life.
Norma and I were married September 21, 1939 by a Justice of the Peace in Farmington, Utah and
no one knew anything about it.
Figure 447 – Norma P. Garrett
– 1938

Figure 448 – Newal J. Robison & Norma Garrett
Robison – October 1939

I told my mother about it the same week that we had married. She was the only one that knew –
even before Mrs. Garrett. Then I had to leave for Ely, and she couldn’t come out for awhile. I
don’t know if it was because we couldn’t find a home, or what. But, the first home that we had
was on Ogden Avenue in Ely.
I do remember that they had a big “bridal shower” for her. I took my car out to Melvin’s and
traded him for his pickup. This was so that I could bring all of her things out, plus all the gifts.
Yes, we shocked a few people. I don’t think that my mother raised an eyebrow. I think that she
expected it. After all, we had known each other for a number of years. By that time we knew all
the “short comings” of each other.
The first home we had was heated by a coal range and a coal heater. It was colder than the “hubs
of Hades.” Every morning I would have to get up and start the fires and get the house warm
before your mother would get out of bed. I helped with the breakfast – I think that I helped with
most of them during the early part of our married life. As time went on, I didn’t because I didn’t
even eat breakfast at home. The biggest part of my whole married life, I haven’t eaten breakfast
at home. Sometimes I would get up early and go downtown to eat.
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Uncle Burton H. Robison needed a ranch Foreman for the summer of 1945. He asked Newal if
he would take the job. Newal was granted a deferment from the draft over that summer and by
fall World War II was over.
Newal J. Robison records:
Burt’s Ranch
Your mother moved out with me, and we left our home in Ely in the late spring of 1945.
We lived in a frame house about one mile and a half south of the main ranch. This was the
original home that Burt used to live in with his family. The water was pumped out of a well; we
had no inside plumbing (we had an “outhouse”); and our baths were taken in a round wash tub.
Your mother likes to tell it – everybody seemed to get inside the tub and do their bathing all at
once, but I did mine on the “installment plan.” I would sit in it and do one end of me and then
stand and do the other. The tub was just too small for me!
We lived there all that summer and I didn’t spend all that much time in the house, because I ate
most of my meals over at the “cook house” (the main ranch) and most mornings helped the cook
and Burt prepare breakfast. And if Burt wasn’t there it was my job to assist. If people, who had
come to Burt, where there at meal time, they were to be fed.
A standard breakfast:
• Hot oatmeal cereal – regardless – that was 1st!
• Hot cakes or Biscuits
• Eggs
• Fried lamb, pork, or beef
• Grapefruit and whatever was in season

‘‐

The breakfast meals were very large and most of the time there was gravy over the biscuits or the
hot cakes.
Whenever Burt was gone, it was my job to see that everyone was doing whatever they were
supposed to do. Also, the people that would drop by were to be seen to, fed and taken care of
properly. Except, of course, one man – he was the Forest Ranger. Burt did not agree with him,
but he was the only single soul who wasn’t welcome at his table. Whoever happened by, they
were invited in and fed.
The days were long days. Most of the time, I walked from the house over to the “cook shack” in
the dark – anyway, just as the day breaks. I walked because it wasn’t that far – just a mile or so
across the meadow. At night, we never knew when the end of the day would come because Burt
never really planned when the day’s work was going to end, until it was starting to get dark.
Sometimes, after dinner at night and the chores had been done, we would still be working; or it
was wherever we were and still “umpteen” miles away and you still had to come home. And the
next morning it would still be the same routine as the morning before, no matter the hour of
work the night before. If you didn’t get enough sleep, you would have to wait for the next day to
catch up. But, that was your problem.
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We did a lot of “branding” and “ear marking” the cattle, or looking to the sheep, irrigating and a
little of everything that I guess anyone (on a ranch) would do.
I got along well with Uncle Burt. Some people were not able to get along with him as well. They
felt that maybe he was a little rough with them (just his nature). I have to honestly say, there was
only one time that we ever had a cross word and that was over such a simple thing that it didn’t
linger at all.
All I have got to say – I have been treated well! I was fortunate to be able to work with him. I felt
that all the rest of his life that he and I got along so well that anything that I needed, that he had,
I think that I would have been welcome to it. It was a fine relationship! Working with him on a
day to day basis brought a feeling that never really ever left. I think that he was able to talk to me
about things that he never talked to anyone about. At least, I have never heard them repeated, so
I assume such.
I had and have a lot of respect for him. He was probably one of the most generous men that I
have ever run across in my life. He certainly was one of the “Pioneers” in that when something
had to be done, you just did it and that was all there was to it. His philosophy was “if you
couldn’t get your 8 hours done in 8 hours, take 12,” and that is exactly how he approached
things.
I felt good while I was working out there – my health especially. For the first time in a long
while, I was able to eat anything and everything and not have “heartburn.” This was all the time
that I was out there. As soon as I came into town and got into our own business again (especially
here in Reno), I had problems that plagued me always. So ranch life was pretty good to me.
The physical activity was no more strenuous than when I used to get up at 3 a.m. every morning
to unload the freight (this was before I went out to the ranch to work) out of SLC. And normally
if you worked that out on an 8 hour basis, you would be through at noon, but it was never that
way. The home was right next to the service station so that everybody that had problems would
call me, so I never had any regular hours.

Newal J. Robison and Norma
Garrett Robison had three
children: Geraldine “Gerry” Ann
Robison born April 24, 1940;
Allan Newal Robison born
August 27, 1943 and Beverly
Robison born February 18, 1947.
Gerry and Allan were born in
Ely, Nevada and Beverly was
born in Reno, Nevada.

Figure 449 – Geraldine A. Robison, Beverly Robison & Allan N.
Robison – 1949

Newal worked in Ely in a
partnership with Elwin A.
Robison and Wendell S. Lambert.
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After the partnership purchased Nevada Central Motor Lines in the fall of 1945, Newal and his
family moved to Reno, Nevada so he could run the Reno end of this new partnership business.
Figure 450 – Geraldine A. Robison
– c1960

Figure 451 – Allan N. Robison
– c1962

Figure 452 – Beverly Robison
– c1965

Newal J. Robison records:
My Family
I would suppose that my history would not be complete without some remarks about my family.
My family has been very important to me, and especially as I get older, they become more so.
Being a parent is probably one of the most responsible things one does in his life; and from my
experience, my children as they have grown up have been my most severe critics. That is as it
should be. As I have said many times, you can rationalize your errors in life with adults, but
never with your children.
I indeed feel blessed to have had parents such as I had, a wife who has put up with me for almost
40 years, and three children who have become fine citizens and Church members.
I cannot take credit for the success of my children; this belongs to my wife who saw to their needs
on a daily basis, who took them to Church and saw them through school and taught them respect
for others. She was and is indeed a fine wife and mother.
She comes from a very fine family for whom I have always had a lot of respect. More particular
was my association with her parents and for this I am especially grateful as it has made our
marriage a happy and successful one.
My children are all of a different nature, but thus far have a lot of love and respect for each other
and for our family. I would hope and pray it would always be so.

Newal and his two brothers, Elwin and George, got together on occasion to camp out at
Strawberry Creek.
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Figure 453 – Three Brothers Cooking with Dutch ovens
on Strawberry Creek – c1963

Figure 454 – Three Brothers Peeling Potatoes
on Strawberry Creek – c1963

L to R: George Swallow Robison, Elwin A. Robison and
Newal J. Robison

L to R: George Swallow Robison, Newal J. Robison and
Elwin A. Robison

Newal, like his siblings, visited his mother on a regular basis.
Figure 455 – Visiting Birdie Swallow Robison – c1967

L to R: Norma Garrett Robison, Birdie Swallow Robison and Newal J. Robison
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Figure 456 – Newal J. Robison & Norma Garrett Robison – c1980

I, Russell M. Robison, have always been very close to the Newal J. and Norma Garrett Robison
family. Newal and Norma have always been just like an uncle and aunt to me and there
children are as close to me as any of my full cousins. Gerry, Allan and I grew up playing
together, having fun together, going to church and school together and working together – just
like our fathers had done years before. My sister, Reni, and Beverly, who are the same age, grew
up just the same.
Here is a funny story about Gerry and me and our parents. When Gerry and I were in High
School we often went to the movies together. Well it seems our parents were concerned that
there might be something romantically going on between us; so they decided to follow us to the
movies one night and spy on us. They sat up in the balcony so they could see the whole theater.
After a little while my father said, “There they are and Russell has his arm around her.” Well,
they watched until the movie was over so they could confront us, but the couple they had been
watching was not Gerry and I. They went home a little sheepish and did not share this story
with us until years later.
Newal J. Robison passed away on December 17, 1999 in Reno, Nevada.
Norma moved to Orem, Utah in 2000. As of August, 2006, at age 88, she continues to live in
Orem.
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The Family of Beulah A. Robison
Marriage and Family
Judy Bowen Jones, Beulah’s daughter, wrote:
Now I would like to share a bit from Dadʹs life history. He said:
I (H. Reed Bowen) took a class in typing (at BYU) and became acquainted with a young
lady who sat in the back of the room. It was just a nodding acquaintance and I didnʹt
even know her name. When Nephi Conrad (Dadʹs friend) told me he was going to live
with Birdie Robison and I asked for a chance to board there, too, Birdie invited both of us
to come to dinner on a Sunday afternoon . . . When we arrived, lo and behold, the young
lady from the typing class was there for dinner. She just happened to be Birdieʹs
daughter, Beulah, a very attractive girl. I became interested in her. I was disappointed to
learn that she was going on a mission and wouldnʹt be living at home while I boarded
with her mother for my last year at BYU.
Mother did go on a mission in the summer of 1940 to the Central States Mission with
headquarters in Independence, Missouri. Mother enjoyed her experience of teaching the gospel
and also spending time in the office as secretary to the Mission President. But her mission was
cut short when her bishop called her home to care for her Mother. Grandma had not been well
for sometime and it seemed that mother should be the one to care for her.
In the meantime, Dad joined the military and corresponded periodically with Grandma and
found out that Mother was back in Provo. So while Dad was based at Hill Air Force Base, he
began making trips to Provo and his interest in Mother increased. When Dad was to be shipped
overseas to Italy in 1942, they agreed to write. Dad said he just didnʹt feel it was right to commit
Mother with the future so unsure. We have the letters that Dad wrote to Mother, but not those
she wrote to him. What was interesting to observe was the tone of the letters. The first letters
were signed, “sincerely,” and as time progressed, he signed them, “all my love.” So over a 3‐year
period, letters were their means of getting to know each other. Dad returned home in the fall of
1945 and they were married December 4, 1945, in the Salt Lake Temple with Grandma and an
Army buddy of Dadʹs present at the sealing.
Dad brought Mother to the farm in Pella to a little one‐bedroom white‐framed house which sat
just to the north of our existing family home. The bedroom had an outside door leading down
the little path to the outdoor facilities. There was no indoor plumbing. The snow would blow
under the door in the winter and the dirt in the spring. The story is told of what a red‐letter day it
was when they finally got indoor plumbing.
In fact, there was a race between Mom and Dad to see who got the first bath in the new tub.

H. Reed and Beulah Robison Bowen had five children: Judy Bowen born August 20, 1946; Bruce
Reed Bowen born July 2, 1949; Martha Bowen born March 30, 1952; Gwen Bowen born March 9,
1954 and Brent Lee Bowen born July 6, 1957.
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Figure 457 – H. Reed Bowen and Beulah Robison Bowen
– 1945

Figure 458 – First Four Children of H. Reed & Beulah
Robison Bowen – c1957

L to R: Bruce R. Bowen, Martha Bowen, Judy Bowen and
Gwen Bowen

Judy Bowen Jones wrote:
Mother “laid her hand to
the spindle” and she
“did not eat the bread of
idleness.” Mother was a
worker and she did
much good with her
hands. She made a home
for her family. She was a
marvelous cook. Her
fried chicken, bread, hot
rolls, cookies and pies
were
difficult
to
duplicate. She just had a
knack for cooking. She
not only fed her family
three sit‐down meals a
day, but many neighbors
and
friends
were
recipients of her talent.
When we came home
from school, we could
depend on something
hot from the oven, bread
or cookies.

Figure 459 – The Bowen Children – 1963

L to R: Judy Bowen, Bruce Reed Bowen, Martha Bowen, Gwen Bowen
and Brent Lee Bowen.

Mother was a gardener of flowers and vegetable gardens. She canned and froze many fruits and
vegetables. She was an immaculate housekeeper. Mother was a seamstress, making all the girlsʹ
dresses. She crocheted many afghans – enough for all her children, grandchildren and close
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friends. She also did some oil paintings. She gave hundreds of haircuts and perms, not only for
family members, but dear friends as well.
Mom had the talent to listen. It seemed we could unload our troubles. She would not preach, but
counsel us as needed and often we would come away feeling like the solutions were our own
ideas.
I grew up feeling that it was important to choose the right and not be a disappointment to our
parents. Mom was shy and seemed to stay in the background, but if a stand needed to be taken
regarding right vs. wrong, you knew where Mother stood.
Mother “stretched out her hands to those in need.” I guess the prime example was her
unwavering love and care for her mother. Grandma lived with us every winter after Mother
married and then in about 1960, Grandma moved into a mobile home beside our home.
A change of plans came for Mother when Dad passed away in June 2, 1984. To say the least, it
was a difficult time. Dad had just retired and I am sure they had many plans for their future. But
Mother “girded her loins with strength,” and moved forward, never complaining. She just made
the best of her situation, trusted the Lord, and made her home a haven for children and
grandchildren.

George Swallow Robison writes:
Years have gone by and memories do not always bring back all of what was good in the past. It is
reassuring to know that when you again associate with those you love or return to familiar
surroundings those lost memories return. This was how it was when we got to the Bowen home
in Burley, Idaho on our trip west this fall. Beulah and I are getting old, but we have a lot to
remember of the ranch and the time we lived in Provo. Beulah and I were much closer to each
other than to other members of the family not only in age, but in how we have conducted our
lives since we were married.
We have two more grandchildren than does Beulah and she has only five children. All of her
children and those they married are active in the Church and so are ours. The only difference is
most of her children live close by and ours are scattered all over the country.
Back to the ranch days, which were great ones to remember – it was Beulah that I played with
and because she was older we did more things she liked to do. Most of our activities were in the
yard, around the house, or inside. I do remember when we had our disagreements and maybe a
small fight. I always lost those battles. She was strong and quick. By the time we were old enough
to have responsibilities in the house or in the yard – because I was a boy my duties were outside.
Beulah’s duties were inside doing house work.
Beulah was always 1‐1/2 years ahead of me and I have never been able to catch up. Since Beulah
and I had two older brothers and two much older sisters, we had like problems at times on how
to handle all of that authority and direction.
On the ranch our family duties were very seldom the same. The girls did house work, cooking
and helping Mother. The boys had the wood to get in, taking care of the animals, and the outside
chores. Because we were close in age we did play together and I remember the outdoor play
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times best. Beulah could run faster than I, she could climb trees better. She could hit the ball
further, and if there was a disagreement she always won the fight.
A story of Beulah and I has been told many time, to Primary children in our Ward, as a
interesting story of my past, and it is a good story to tell at family gatherings. We had a toy (a
small wagon) that belonged to everyone. It was used to bring in the wood for the kitchen stove
and in the winter for the stove to heat the house. If there was a heavy sack to move even the
strong and older ones would use this wagon.
Newal, who was the best in organizing the activities of our play at the ranch, would use this
wagon for its best purpose. We would play that we were in the wagon freight business or in the
road construction business – with Beulah and I working as a team of horses and Newal as driver
and boss. We delivered many important items of freight that saved our country. We built roads
that even the Army used. Newal would attach ropes to our arms using them to guide us. We
would pull the freight, loads of dirt or even Newal to important places. We built roads on the hill
east of our home across the bridge. They were very important roads and they took much work.
We (Beulah and I) did not remain the team of horses when the wagon needed loading, we then
became the workers. We had a good boss that knew what needed to be done.
We spent a lot of time together going to school. Beulah graduated from high school in Nevada.
She was always one year ahead of me in school. For 11 years we waited for the bus, rode to
school together, were taught in the same rooms at school, and had the same teachers. It was great
to have an older sister to help me out when I got into trouble on the bus or in the school yard.
When we went to school she was my protector. On the bus I felt safe from harm from the other
boys, none of them wanted Beulah to let loose her skills on them. In the play ground at school I
felt if I needed help she would be there.
Beulah helped me with my school work especially with spelling words and correcting my written
work. Later when I was in college, she typed papers for me making sure they were correct. She
always knew her way about the schools. She was a year ahead of me in school and had done the
same school work I was expected to do. In grade school we went to a two room school house. In
high school there were four rooms for classes and a big gym. Anyway I thought the gym was big.
We didn’t have a lot of selection in classes we took in high school and some thought our
education was not up to standard. I never felt that way. We were just happy to be able to go to
school and we were happy at school. It wasn’t until we knew that we were leaving the ranch that
the high school in Baker began to look small. Those were good years going to school. At times
Elwin, Newal, Lenard and Melvin were going to school with us, but it was Beulah that looked
after me and the one I could talk to.
Beulah was a great help to Mother and Mother depended on her more and more. It was because
of Beulah’s help then that Mother in later years moved to Burley to be where she could get that
special help from Beulah that never ended until Mother passed away.
I don’t remember our serious talks or if we made any serious plans until the last two years of
high school. Beulah dated some in those years and because it required a 60 mile drive to go to a
movie in Ely, Mother encouraged me to go along. Of course I had a date also. These kind of times
caused us to get serious about what our future would be on the ranch. If we wanted more
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education or jobs we would have to leave Mother. We encouraged Mother to move to Provo. We
felt that the ranch had very little future for us and Mother. We were sad as we left the ranch and
were happy to be in Provo.
It was in Provo we changed our close relationship somewhat and maybe we both just grew up. I
became interested in school and I became disinterested in Church activities. Mother and Beulah
went to Church and were very active. I stayed home and Beulah got after me. I am sure it was
their good example that helped me to understand the importance of the Church in later life.
Beulah spent time in Ely working for Newal at his Western Auto store. She went to BYU, but that
did not interest her. She went to a beautician school which she enjoyed very much. Going on a
mission was a blessing for her and for me. Mother was so dependent on Beulah, and this gave me
the opportunity to do things for Mother and learn how to do some house work. This helped me
in later years. While Beulah was on her mission, Elwin was drafted into the Army and they saw
each other in Missouri.
I learned to cook, iron and clean house while Beulah was gone. Mother did not feel well and I
enjoyed learning from her how to do things around the house. It was a good time in my life for
me.
When Beulah returned from her mission, World War II was still going on. I was spending my
time at the ranch working for Uncle Doyle. I also began to prepare to serve in the Army. I must
admit that at that time I was thinking more of my problems than about Beulah.
Beulah made things so nice for me the few days I was home when Elaine and I were married. It
was from that day on that Beulah and I got close to each other, even though we never lived in the
same home again.
Reed Bowen had early release from the Army and he and Beulah were married before I got out of
the Air Corps.
Elaine and I ended up in Ely and my activity in the Church was back on track. Elaine and I spent
vacation time in Burley and enjoyed the Bowen farm. It was great to go to Beulah’s and there we
could discuss the Church without concern about other’s feelings.
In the next 34 years our contacts have been limited and only when we went west on vacation. We
always went to see Mother when she was alive and that meant we got to see the Bowens.
It was Reed’s death that again made communications between us very important. Our trip west
was made with a stop to see Beulah first on our list of stops. As it turned out, we have come back
to the closeness we had when we were young. If I do what I should, we will have close
communications from here on.

Beulah Robison Bowen passed away on November 16, 2005 in Burley, Idaho.
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The Family of George Swallow Robison
George Swallow Robison writes:
I met Elaine in a mathematics class at Brigham Young University in the fall of 1942. The classes
that we were in were small and she was easy to get acquainted with. Elaine was the only girl in‐
volved in studying mathematics and physics and so she received a lot of attention and we were
able to spend a lot of time together even before we got interested in each other. As the fall
quarter progressed, we began to date and were very serious with each other around Christmas
time of that year. I received my orders to go on to active duty in Florida in March and then
became very serious about getting married as we corresponded with each other from Florida and
then from the University of Chicago.
Marriage
Elaine Clark had an addition to her name of “Robison” at about 8:00 p.m. on December 10, 1943
in the Salt Lake Temple. We were married on a short leave while I was stationed at the
University of Chicago as a Cadet in the Army Air Corps. There was a break in my weather
officer’s training studies and Elaine and I decided to be married even though I would be home
for just a few days and not be able to stay through the Christmas Holidays. World War II had an
effect upon our urgency to get married and we wanted to make sure that we were married in
case there were duties for me to perform that would be in difficult conditions and with serious
results.
Figure 460 – The Future Mrs. George S. Robison

Figure 461 – I Only Have Eyes for You

Photo of Elaine Clark taken March 13, 1942 the day
before George left for the army

Photo of George Swallow Robison taken March 13, 1942
the day before he left for the army

Marie Robison Bassett wrote the following in 2006:
George spent the next two years with assignments at various airfields and bases, mostly in
California and Texas, and Elaine joined him whenever she could. It was during these years that
Rebecca was born. George was discharged from the Army in 1946. After trying to find a job in
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the Salt Lake area, he and Elaine moved to Ely, Nevada where he worked for his brothers driving
a delivery truck in the Ely and McGill areas.

George Swallow Robison wrote:
After the War
After the war, there were far too many weather forecasters coming out of the Army for the
Weather Bureau to absorb, so that was the end of weather forecasting for me.

Marie Robison Bassett wrote the following in 2006:
During a delivery to the Ely high school, the principal encouraged George to apply as a math
teacher at the school, which he decided to do. He found that he loved teaching.

George Swallow Robison wrote:
My education didn’t stop after BYU. I was hired by Mr. Davis, Superintendent of the White Pine
County High School in Ely, Nevada, to teach math and physics. This went on for 5 years, and I
spent summers attending the University of Utah taking education classes.
Figure 462 – George the Math & Physics Teacher
– c 1950

Figure 463 – George the Family Fry Cook when
Camping – c1960

George Swallow Robison while teaching at White Pine
County High School in Ely, Nevada

George Swallow Robison cooking breakfast while
camping

Marie Robison Bassett wrote the following in 2006:
In the spring of 1951 his brother‐in‐law, Owen Stevens offered him a job selling machine tools in
New England, so he and Elaine decided to make the change. As soon as his school duties were
over for the school year, George left for Connecticut and started his training. Elaine was 8
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months pregnant and had to drive herself to the hospital in Ely when it was time for Marie to be
born on the 11th of June. Elaine and the three children (Rebecca, Scott, and the infant baby, Marie)
joined him at the end of the summer.
During the next ten years while living in West Hartford, Connecticut, George continued to work
for Owen Stevens. George and Elaine were active in the Hartford Branch of the church. George
had been the Sunday School Superintendent in the Ely Ward, and as soon as he moved to
Connecticut, he was given the same calling in the Hartford Branch. Missionaries were often in
their home, and were always made to feel welcome. Also, two more children joined the family:
Elwin and Beth. In 1959 George was called to be the Hartford Branch President, having
previously served as counselor on two different occasions.

George Swallow Robison and Elaine Clark Robison had six children: Rebecca Robison born
February 16, 1945; Scott Clark Robison born October 23, 1946; Marie Robison born June 11, 1951;
Elwin Clark Robison born March 31, 1955; Beth Robison born June 26, 1959 and Krista Robison
born February 13, 1963.
Figure 464 – The George Swallow Robison Family – 1961

L to R – Back Row: Rebecca Robison, Scott C. Robison and Marie Robison
Front Row: Beth Robison, Elaine Clark Robison, Krista Robison, Elwin C. Robison and George Swallow Robison

Marie Robison Bassett wrote the following in 2006:
In 1961, George left the O. C. Stevens Company to form his own company, Robison Machinery,
and the family moved to Wilbraham, Massachusetts. Here, the last child, Krista, was born. Once
again, when they first moved into the Springfield, Massachusetts Branch, he was called to be
Sunday School Superintendent, and also spent one year as Scott’s Explorer advisor. He later was
called to be the New England Mission Sunday School Superintendent, and after the Hartford
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Stake was formed in 1966, he was the Stake Sunday School Superintendent. When George had
callings that allowed him to work directly with the members (rather than in administration), he
really enjoyed the feeling that he was making a difference in peoples lives, but those
opportunities did not come along very often. Later he served as a High Counselor, a counselor in
the Stake Presidency, then in 1971 as the Stake President.
His business was able to provide him with a good living, and many times he was able to combine
his travel for business with travel necessary as Stake President. As the children left home, he was
often able to visit them in conjunction with his annual attendance at General Conference. In 1980,
Elder James E. Faust reorganized the stake, releasing him as Stake President, and (much to
George’s complete surprise) called him to be a Patriarch.
A couple of years later, his son, Scott, joined Robison Machinery, and in 1985 George retired and
sold the company to Scott. In 1988 George and Elaine were asked to serve a mission and were
assigned to Sudbury, Ontario, Canada, part of the Toronto Mission, arriving there just as the
Canadian winter was starting. Although their main responsibilities as missionaries were
basically a continuation of what they had been doing in New England for over 35 years, they
were able to influence individuals who might not have accepted the Gospel message from
anyone else. After their release a year later, they returned to Wilbraham, and George resumed his
duties as Patriarch, which he continued to do until the effects of Parkinson’s disease forced him
to ask for inactive status. After the Boston Temple was built, he was called to be a Temple Sealer,
which he was able to do for a short period of time.
During these years, all six children married, 36 grandchildren joined the family, plus many great‐
grandchildren. He took great pleasure in his family and their successes.
In 2003, George and Elaine sold their home in Wilbraham and moved to Kent, Ohio near their
son Elwin. Two months later Elaine died of a brain tumor. George’s health deteriorated quite
quickly, and he died two years to the day after Elaine’s death. They are both buried in the
beautiful Standing Rock Cemetery on the banks of the Cuyahoga River in Kent, Ohio. Although
George put down roots in New England, he never forgot his Nevada heritage. On family
vacations, there was always a small reward for whoever spotted the first sagebrush, and a sprig
of it would perfume the car for miles. In his memory, sprigs of sagebrush were placed in his
casket and on his grave.
George left a legacy of love for his family, hard work, straightforward action, and a deep
testimony of Jesus Christ and the restored gospel. As he wrote in 1983: “Perchance this will be
read after I am gone. I wish to make clear and sure my feeling toward the Church, my love for
Elaine, my concern for my family and joy in my limited success in life. The knowledge that the
Gospel is true did not come at once, but neither can I say this knowledge was ever totally lacking.
As of this writing, there is no doubt, nor has there been for years. I do know I am learning more
each day about the Gospel. My testimony of it is sure. I know that God lives; he is a Father, our
Maker, our Supreme Guide. I know I can recognize his presence and influence.”
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Children of Doyle C. and Pearl Swallow Robison
The Family of Lenard D. Robison
Lenard D. Robison writes:
In the fall she (LaVon) returned to Salt Lake City (from Big Springs) and I remained with the
livestock operation in Nevada and we saw each other occasionally that year. We became engaged
on Christmas day of 1939, and were married October 8, 1940 in the Salt Lake Temple.
Figure 465 – Lenard D. Robison – 1938

Figure 466 – LaVon I. Wade – 1939

We then returned to the ranch where we established a home on the old George Samuel Robison
ranch. We had purchased this ranch during the year of 1940. We had much to do in the old home
that was there. There was no insulation and we never put any in. There was no inside plumbing,
no water in the home; and water was pumped from a well and many times LaVon would have to
pump the water when I was not there, to meet the culinary needs in the house. The wood had to
be packed in for the old wood stove in the kitchen and in the living room where we had a little
pot belly stove to heat the home. It wasn’t ample but we got by. When the wind would blow, the
curtains would even blow away from the walls, because the home wasn’t too well constructed
when it was built many years before. In later years we finally bought oil stoves for the dining
room and front room and this helped a great deal. We had many great times in this old home
although we had very little money. We were drawing from the company about $75.00 a month to
meet our basic monetary needs.
On September 26, 1941 we were blessed with our first son. He was born in Ely, Nevada in the
Steptoe Valley Hospital. He was premature and we felt for some time we would not be able to
save this choice little spirit whom our Heavenly Father had sent into our home. Through much
care in the hospital and at home, because he did develop Jaundice, and also had a ruptured
naval, he began to gain strength. We fed him with a medicine dropper. He weighed four pounds
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at birth but went down to three and a half pounds. It was a very cold winter and we kept him in
the living room where we kept the old pot bellied stove red hot in order to try to keep as even a
temperature as we could. We have wondered many times how we didn’t burn the house down.
The hospital didn’t have an incubator. We named him Norman Lenard and as time passed he
grew to be quite a healthy boy. While we lived here in this house, my wife faced many
hardships. She had to cook for the many men there as we had increased the production of the
ranch and it took more hired help to maintain the ranch and there were also men who would be
there for the busy times with the sheep and other facets of the operation of the livestock business.
Then on May 13, 1944, our second son was born in Salt Lake City, Utah. We named him Lowell
James and now we were blessed with two fine sons. Lowell was very healthy. He weighed in at
eight pounds.
Figure 467 – Waiting for the Mail at the Old George Samuel Robison Ranch – 1946

Lowell J. Robison and Norman L. Robison sitting on top of the mail box

Our ranch was about five miles from Baker, Nevada, and we were able to attend the Garrison
Branch. In our early married life we attended meetings held in the old store building my father
had had for his mercantile business. In 1945, I was called to be second counselor to S. Ira Jensen,
and I held this position until September of 1948. Our children were blessed in that branch and we
were blessed as we did have the opportunity to learn a little more of the Gospel. We were not
able to attend as often as we should. I was given the privilege to assist in raising the money to
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buy the old high school building in Baker, Nevada and this was accomplished and the building
was bought. In later years we attended the Garrison Branch in the Baker Building.
We moved to Reno from Monitor, lived on Holcomb Lane, in Westfield Village and on Fairfield
Avenue. Then we built a home on Marsh Avenue that LaVon had designed. In November 1961,
our eldest son Norman was called to serve as a missionary in the Central Atlantic States Mission
and in August 1963 Lowell was called to serve in the Southeast Mexican Mission. Our home on
Marsh Avenue was much too large for us now, so we sold it and purchased a home on Shamrock
Lane. We had just moved into this home a short time when Norman returned home from his
mission. He stayed home a short time before leaving for BYU. We lived in this home from 1963 to
1967.
At the time we moved to Reno, I had no desire in my heart to become actively involved in church
work, but did attend a priesthood meeting. Soon after moving here I had the frightening
experience of being called upon to pray. It was frightening because I hadn’t been involved for so
many years. The feeling was one I hadn’t ever felt. But my good Bishop, Nathan T. Hurst, could
see what was happening and he was waiting for me at the door. He put his arm around me and
for the next few mornings took me to the stake farm in Fallon, Nevada and explained to me the
great necessity of being involved and participating so that I might lead the way for my two sons.
I felt the spirit of his testimony and of the necessity and decided that I would give all that I had to
learn and gain a testimony that I might be of service to the Lord and set the proper example for
my family.
Figure 468 – Norman L. Robison
– 1959

Figure 469 – Lenard D. & LaVon
Wade Robison – c1960

Figure 470 – Lowell J. Robison
– 1962

Lenard D. Robison served in many church callings from this point on. He was President of the
Elder’s quorum, Bishop’s counselor, Bishop, High Councilman, Stake President’s counselor,
member of the Priesthood Missionary Committee of the Church, Stake clerk, Mission President,
Stake President and Regional Representative of the Twelve. While Lenard served as a Regional
Representative he dedicated the current LDS Church in Garrison, Utah.
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Lenard D. Robison writes:
During the interim of these callings, I have been involved in the real estate business with the
exception of the time I served as Mission President in Great Britain. During that time my brother
and son had power of attorney of all the activities in the business and I was not involved in any
capacity during that time.
The Lord has been very good to me and my family over the years. We have been blessed far
more than we deserve. Through my service for my fellowmen in the church, I have a much
stronger testimony. Although I have always loved people, that love, understanding and patience
increases greatly while I serve. Each call I receive in the church is a great challenge to me. I lack
the education, but I have pledged my complete love, devotion and service to the work of the
Lord. I will do all I am able to do to help his work go forward. In deep humility I strive to accept
full responsibility to any calling I receive. I am most grateful for all the many blessings my Father
in Heaven has blessed me with and I know without any doubt that this is the work of the Lord.
This is his Church, God lives and Jesus Christ is His son. Joseph Smith was a prophet of God and
we have a living prophet standing at the head of our church today, our own beloved Prophet,
Spencer W. Kimball, whom we love and respect with all our being.

Lenard and LaVon moved to Provo, Utah in 1990. Lenard D. Robison passed away on March
17, 1993. LaVon Wade Robison passed away on October 22, 2000.
The Family of Melvin A. Robison
Melvin A. Robison records:
Clyda Seegmiller
I met Clyda Seegmiller up at the 12th and 13th Wards and we courted there. Lenard went with
her the first year we were there and I went with Carol, Clyda’s sister. And then the second year I
went back I went with Clyda and then we decided to get married in 1939 in October. Clyda was a
wonderful woman.
She was born December 20, 1918 in Cedar City, Utah. Then her folks moved to Salt Lake where
her dad was a blanket salesman and they lived there when I met her. Clyda was just getting out
of high school and working at J.C. Penney’s. She worked there until we were married. Clyda was
a good person, a good mother to the kids, kept the house wonderful and was a good cook. She
was very neat and clean and always dressed nice.

Melvin A. Robison married Clyda Seegmiller on October 3, 1939 in the Salt Lake Temple. They
had two children: Russell Melvin Robison born October 16, 1940 and Reni Lynne Robison born
September 29, 1947. Both Russell and Reni were born in Ely, Nevada.
Melvin A. Robison records:
After we married we moved to Willard Creek where we lived in the old house. We did what we
could with it and finally got some refrigeration in it to keep the meat and the milk cool.
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Social Life
Our social life was about the same as it had been before we were married. We would go to Baker
to a dance, just as before, go to Church over to Baker, go to Ely maybe once every four months
and see a picture show. That would be it. We would get together with Newal and his wife,
Norma, and Elwin on weekends. They would come out to Willard Creek. We used to have a lot
of good times that way, because it was easier for them to come out than it was for us to go to Ely.
We played cards, visited, hunted a few deer and a few other things. Just about the very same
things we had always
Figure 471 – Melvin A. Robison, Russell M. Robison & Clyda Seegmiller
done. It was just a good
Robison – 1944
life. Then, we would go to
the sheep camps together,
the women and the kids,
and have a good time. Or,
we would go have a picnic
someplace on the creek. We
did a lot of fun things – the
same traditions as our
fathers before us – a
continuation.
Dad taught us all camp
cooking. And, we did
practically the same type of
cooking afterward, with
the grub box and all.
Figure 472 – Newal Visiting Sheep Camp
– 1941

Figure 473 – Newal & Norma Visiting Willard Creek
– 1942

L to R: Clyda Seegmiller Robison, Russell M. Robison and
Newal J. Robison

L to R: Geraldine A. Robison, Russell M. Robison and
Bernie, Russell’s dog
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Figure 474 – Reni Lynne Robison
– 1948

Figure 475 – Reni Lynne Robison
– 1965

Figure 476 – Russell M. Robison
– 1961

Melvin A. Robison and Clyda Seegmiller Robison were divorced in the fall of 1957.
Melvin A. Robison records:
Ellen Wyman Foley
Ellen Wyman Foley and I were married February 5, 1958.

Ellen Wyman Foley had one son,
Scott Drake (born September 15,
1955), age two when she and
Melvin A. Robison got married.
Melvin adopted Scott in 1958 and
he became Scott Drake Robison, the
second son of Melvin A. Robison.

Figure 477 – Ellen Wyman Robison & Melvin A. Robison – 1961

Melvin A. Robison and Ellen
Wyman Robison had two more
sons: Paul Theodore Robison born
November 25, 1958 and Timothy
James Robison born October 5,
1965. They spent many happy
years together.
Melvin A. Robison records:
I would take turns with the three boys in taking them to Salt Lake to Conference with me. Of
course, they have all learned to hunt and fish and everything.
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Figure 478 – Scott D. Robison & Paul T. Robison – 1961

Figure 479 – Timothy J. Robison – 1968

The Chicken Fry
This first happened (in 1954) within two years of the time we moved to Reno. It was held up on
Mt. Rose Meadows and Dad, Newal, Lenard and I agreed to furnish all the food and cook it and
we raised $2,100 for the Primary organization that our wives were in. It was a real success and
then became a real tradition from then on. They had that as a money making project for many,
many years after that. We never paid for anything after that, we bought a couple of hundred
dollars worth of tickets, each, and of course, we prepared and cooked the meal – always. This
carried through even while I was the Bishop in the Reno II Ward.
Figure 480 – Chicken Fry on Mt. Rose – 1963

L to R – Adults: ?, Norma Garrett Robison, Newal J. Robison, Russell M. Robison, Gloria Owen Robison, Pearl
Swallow Robison & Doyle C. Robison– Children: Paul T. Robison, ?, Scott D. Robison,
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Strawberry Creek
Practically every year since we moved to Reno we have camped on Strawberry. My dad loved
that experience of going up there. If he had had his way, he would have spent a whole month
there every year. He just loved Strawberry.
Figure 481 – With Grandparents at Strawberry – 1959

Figure 482 – Father and Son at Strawberry – 1969

L to R: Russell M. Robison & Scott D. Robison, Doyle C.
Robison and Pearl Swallow Robison

L to R: Melvin A. Robison and Doyle C. Robison

We had tents for those who slept on the outside. My mom and dad, for years, used a sheep
wagon. Generally we had two sheep wagons up there. It got so that we had nice tents and finally
we bought a trailer for Mother and Dad and they used that for a good many years. But, all the
cooking was done at a central fireplace, right out where it is still done today. The same holes
used to bake bread and turkey and everything else are still being used, after those 40‐50 years. It
is the same thing, exactly. We had the creek right next to us. But, now the big problem is, that all
of the main trees from the main camp are gone.
Church
At first, when we moved to Reno from Monitor, I tried to hide under the seats. (Laughter) I will
never forget how bad it was for me. I was overwhelmed with all the people. Fred Horlacher (the
2nd generation, not the latest) was teaching the Sunday School class. And he would look at me
like he was going to ask me a question and I would just slunk down in the seat. And, I can
remember, it was a year and a half before I would even give an opening prayer. And Nate Hurst
did his best. He just took me by the arm and took me up there and stood by me while I said it
and after that it wasn’t near as hard. But, I could not do it at first. Oh, it was terrible! I had never
done that before. I had never been around so many people in a Church setting before and it was
tough. It was a hard adjustment. You had to “drive” yourself.

While living in Reno, from 1953 to 1987, Melvin A. Robison was very active in the LDS Church.
He held many church positions. Some of them were: Secretary to the Aaronic Priesthood,
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Teacher’s Quorum advisor, Bishop’s Counselor, Bishop, Stake President’s counselor, High
Counselor, Gospel Doctrine teacher, High Priest Group Leader and Full Time Missionary.
Melvin A. Robison and Ellen Wyman Robison were divorced in 1974.
Wyoma Faucett Winters
Melvin A. Robison and Wyoma Faucett Winters were married October 28, 1974. Wyoma had
four children: Steven Winters, Rebecca Winters, Doug Winters and Bart Winters.
Melvin A. Robison recorded:
Real Estate Business
In the fall of 1952 I took the Real Estate exam and passed it. I made up my mind I was going to
do something and so that is when I started to sell ranches in 1953 and sold them up until Wyoma
and I went on our mission in 1984. It was a great life and I enjoyed every minute of it!

After Melvin had been diagnosed with cancer, he and Wyoma served a one year LDS mission to
Tennessee from 1984 to 1985. They were sent to an area that had not had a baptism for five
years. In the year they were there, they baptized 21 converts. I published a record of their
mission on lulu.com.
While on their mission they were able to visit with cousin George Swallow Robison and his
wife, Elaine.
Figure 483 – Wyoma Faucett Robison & Melvin A. Robison
on Their Mission – 1985

Figure 484 – George Swallow & Elaine Clark Robison and
Wyoma Faucett Robison – 1985

In December 1987 Melvin and Wyoma moved to Provo, Utah.
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Melvin A. Robison records:
I Have Been Blessed
In my life, I have been a very blessed man. And, even with the two cancers that I am plagued
with now, I accept and I recognize that there is a reason and has been a reason for this.
In my life, having been free of illness, with the exception of four or five surgeries, pneumonia
once, a broken arm, a little heart trouble – I have been free from illness and able to accomplish
and do the things I wanted to do in my life.
Many times, not having the empathy for my fellow man that I needed when they were sick and
down, I am sure the Lord knew that I needed this (cancer) that I might humble myself and get
my values in order.
I accept it and I only pray that I will have the strength to endure to the end and be as
uncomplaining as were my parents.

I feel I would be remiss if I did not record how I feel about my father, Melvin A. Robison.
He was a good honest man with a generous heart. He feared nothing except disappointing his
parents. He was direct and to the point with everyone – he did not always use a lot of tact when
addressing an issue that he felt need to be addressed. He was a man of action not discussion. He
put his all into every thing he undertook – he did nothing halfway. He worked hard, served
hard and played hard all his life until the cancer he had stopped him.
My father was not a perfect man and he did disappoint his parents, his children and his spouses
through his two divorces. But, by the time he died, he had learned much, suffered much and
was square with the world and his maker. He faced the cancer trial of his life head on. He
fought it for five full years. During that time he and Wyoma along with Lenard and LaVon or
Newal and Norma went on a number of cruses. Prior to this Dad had always been to busy with
work and Church to take time out for a cruse. He and Wyoma also went on an LDS Mission to
Tennessee for twelve months.
Yes, when my father and mother were divorced when I was 17, I was devastated. Yes, I felt
bitter, cheated and alone. I blamed my father for most of the divorce. Even though I accepted
Dad’s new wife, Ellen, and got along fine with her, I still had negative feelings against my
father for destroying our family. Then, when I was on my LDS Mission to Ontario Canada from
1960 to 1962, I had a spiritual experience that changed my outlook on the whole thing.
One day, when I was feeling rather down in the “poor me and who is me” attitude about the
divorce and the loss of the family unit I had belonged to, a voice spoke to me as clear as could
be and said, “Russell, your duty as a son is to love your father not judge him.” From that day on
I felt free and stopped judging my father but just loved him.
I love him for all the good things he did in life. He taught me to work. We hunted, fished,
camped, worked and went to church together. He was my idle of what a man should be. I love
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my parents. I love my stepmothers, my brothers and my sister. I love my step‐brothers and my
step‐sister.
I can never thank my step mother, Wyoma Faucett Robison, for all she did for my father during
the years they were married. She helped him learn who he was and what was important in life.
She cared for him all those many months he was bedridden. He continued to grow in spirit
until he died.
Melvin A. Robison passed away on April 23, 1989 in Provo, Utah.
I have received spiritual confirmation that my father is safe and well on the other side. He is
with his parents, his brother and sister and all his aunts, uncles and cousins. They are working
there to prepare a place for us when it is our time to join them.
My mother, Clyda Seegmiller Robison, married Murland E. Newbold in 1959 and was widowed
in 1969. She then married Victor W. Jensen, Sr. in 1977. Clyda died on April 26, 1998 in San Jose,
California.
As of the writing of this book in 2006, Ellen Wyman Robison, age 74, lives in Sandy, Utah close
to my brother Timothy J. Robison.
Wyoma Faucett Robison married Glenn Snarr in 2003. Wyoma, age 80, lives with Glenn in
Murray, Utah as of the writing of this book.
Gloria and I love Ellen and Wyoma and visit them on a regular basis.
The Family of Lois P. Robison
Melvin A. Robison records:
Lois was always a fun loving gal. We were really close growing up even though there was quite
an age difference. Especially, after she got into the sixth or seventh grade. Then your ages didn’t
matter so much.
She always had a good disposition. She resembled Mother all the way, in looks and in actions
and still does. She is a very generous person and a very hard worker.

Lois Robison Rowley writes:
Marriage and Family
During the spring quarter of my junior year at BYU, I became acquainted with Dick
Rowley, my future husband.
In the fall of my senior year I again returned to BYU and Dick invited me to attend his
missionary reunion and General Conference with him in Salt Lake. It was after the missionary
reunion that Dick proposed and I accepted his Delta Phi pin.
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We both graduated from BYU on the 4th of June 1947 and on June 27th we were married in the St.
George Temple by President Harold Snow.
Figure 485 – Richard M. Rowley and Lois Robison Rowley – 1947

We honeymooned at Navajo Lake and Cedar Breaks and had such an enjoyable time there, and it
was the first time I had ever been up there.
That summer we lived in Provo while Dick worked at the Public Relations office at BYU, and
also as an announcer at KOVO in Provo.
In September of 1947 we moved to Cedar as Dick had signed a contract to teach at BAC and to
also do their publicity. We rented a very small house on 800 West and were happy to find a place
to rent.
There was no central heating, but Dick would arise early and build a fire in the stove in the
living room, then back to bed till the room got warm.
We had no car at the time so we spent many evenings at home, and learned to shop together in
order to carry our groceries home from the grocery store.
It was that winter that I learned to play chess, but Dick usually beat me.
For the first two years of our marriage we had more freedom and did many things on a
moments notice – for instance, a quick tip to Nevada that started out to be a pine‐nut trip to
Pine Valley to pick pine nuts. We came back with pine nuts, but not ones we had gathered. We
ended up at the ranch and Dad gave us pine nuts and also a lamb he had butchered.
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We did quite a bit of camping during the summer months which both of us enjoyed and
especially up Parowan Canyon where Dick had grown up. In May 1948 we moved to another
home on 800 West and also another ward, which at that time was called the College Ward.
It was while we were living there that our first son was born. Dennis was born August 25, 1949
in the Cedar City hospital. That was a very happy occasion as we both were anxious to have a
family. He was a very active and inquisitive boy.
Dick of course was very busy teaching and doing public relations, advisor to the yearbook and
other assigned activities at the college.
I found myself busy as a homemaker, wife, mother, and working in M.I.A., Relief Society
visiting teacher, Primary and a 4‐H leader for two years.
Our hopes and dreams were for a home of our own and we bought a lot on 700 West and Dick
began making the plans and blueprints. This was so exciting for both of us.
In August of 1950 our home was started and was finished on the first of May 1951 and we
moved in. At that time the street was a dead‐end street. Soon after we moved in we went to
summer school at BYU and rented the house. In the fall when we returned, Dick began to get
the yard ready for shrubs and lawn. He had little spare time to do it, but managed a little at a
time. The following spring he planted the lawn, shrubs, and the garden; each year doing more
toward the landscaping.
On January 2, 1952 Don Gaylen was born in the Cedar City hospital, and again more love came
into our home. In his first years he very much clung to his family, not too friendly to others.
However, when he got to be about four that all changed and he became a very friendly boy.
The summer of 1952 Dick went back to BYU to continue working on his Masters degree, and the
boys and I remained here to take care of the home and yard. This did not last long as Dennis
became ill, and when the doctor diagnosed his problem, we all went back with him. We found a
very small basement apartment in Provo and spent the summer there.
The spring of 1953 we left for Stanford so Dick could continue working on his Masters degree.
After fifteen months in California we were all happy to go back home.
On our return home Dick became very involved in teaching in the Drama Department along
with all the other teaching assignments, and was gone a lot day and night. The boys and I would
often go up evenings and watch the practices and for several of the plays I helped make
costumes. It was a learning experience for me and the boys enjoyed being where Dick was. I
even helped paint some of the scenery.
June 11, 1956 our third son was born in the Cedar City hospital, Glenn Alan Rowley. We had
picked out another name, but when Dick saw him he said it had to be Glenn. It seems from the
very beginning Glenn always knew what he wanted and usually went for it.
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Glenn was always small for his age and he struggled with it until he was in the third grade.
Orma Ward, his teacher, really made him feel he was just as good and important as those larger
than he was.
April of 1958 saw us moving again to Salt Lake for Dick to go to the University of Utah, to begin
work on his Doctorate Degree. This was a real adjustment for Dennis and he found the school
different and he missed his friends in Cedar.
At this time we bought our first TV as the boys had so little space to play and they got tired of
me reading to them so much.
We also spent time taking them on picnics at the park and long walks. Dick spent most of his
time in classes and studying.
That August we returned back home and back to a more normal routine of Dick teaching,
activities at school, church callings – the boys in school and I being a homemaker, working in
PTA and serving in my church callings.
After three very difficult pregnancies and births, the doctors felt it not wise for us to have any
more family. However that did not prove to be the case.
On March 10, 1959 we were blessed with another baby boy, Mark Elden. It was a caesarean birth
and also I had to have a hysterectomy.
Mark was very tiny and born with black hair, which turned blonde very soon. We were grateful
for another baby in our family.
My mother and father came and stayed and took care of the boys and the home for a week after
his birth and then a week after I got home from the hospital. How grateful we were as I was not
able to do much the first week after getting home as the baby being so small and needing to be
fed every two hours and it took an hour to feed him each time. Dick took turns at night taking
care of him and that was difficult as his hours were long at school.
June 1959 we again headed for California for Dick to go back to Stanford to work on his
Doctorate Degree. We rented the house and also a U‐haul as moving with four children
was a real task, but we made it.
As was the case wherever we lived the church was strong and this helped so much.
Even though Dick was so very involved in studying, he tried and did find time to spend
with the family and to take us on outings to the beach and the mountains for picnics.
It was this Christmas that Santa brought plane tickets early and put them on the tree and
we flew to Reno to be with Mother and Dad for Christmas. This was a real thrill for the
boys and myself; our first time on a plane. This was the only Christmas we ever spent with
my parents in Reno.
We returning home and found the home had been left in a terrible condition by the renters,
but with time and a lot of elbow grease we got it back into shape.

Our Swallow Heritage – Volume III – The History of George Swallow’s Daughters

Page 407

Turning the hearts of the fathers to their children and the hearts of the children to their fathers

We also realized that all our moves were growing experiences for all of us.
Figure 486 – The Richard M. & Lois Robison Rowley Family – 1967

L to R – Standing: Dennis J. Rowley and Don G. Rowley
Sitting: Richard M. Rowley, Mark E. Rowley, Glenn A. Rowley, and Lois Robison
Rowley Dick was back to teaching and very involved at the college with coaching debate and
teaching in communications and also photography.

Through the years Dick was Sunday School Superintendent, Gospel Doctrine teacher –
three different times – in a bishopric, Ward Clerk, Teacher Development teacher and
always a Home Teacher.
As the boys grew they were very involved in school activities: scouting, MIA, quorum
activities. It kept Dick and I busy keeping up with them, but we still had time for going to
the mountain, hiking, and camping. The boys all learned the art of Dutch oven cooking.
We all worked together and played together. All of them learned the importance of work
and to do whatever you work at, to do it well. They learned the value of money and all
worked at jobs after they were sixteen and saved money for their missions and college.

All four boys went on missions, married and had families. Dick passed away from brain
cancer August 4, 1990. Lois passed away from thyroid cancer November 19, 2002. Both
cancers most likely were caused by the nuclear fall‐out over Nevada and Utah in the late
1940s and the 1950s.
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The following was written for Lois’s funeral program by Dennis Rowley, a son of Lois
Robison Rowley.
The Face of an Angel
A newborn; a new mother, and a place so new.
With eyes newly lit with earthly light
And dimmed from heaven’s shine,
I looked and saw the face of an angel.

Figure 487 – Lois Robison Rowley

The “how” of what came to be an eternal blend of stern teacher
And compassionate home‐maker is lost to present memory.
Remembered are lessons of excellence and coming home from play
I looked and saw the face of an angel.
Bumps, bruises, cuts and scrapes, mixed with calls to dinner
And an occasional bone that broke; carefree years because
To her we always came for comfort, and care, and love, and always
I looked and saw the face of an angel.
Eight, no ten loaves of still warm bread, that lifted every sense
And touched a neighbor or friend or need with warm love,
Quickly disappeared – and as the oven door closed once again,
I looked and saw the face of an angel.
Hair now white; face and arms so thin; lines of age and life etched
deeper
With pain of body, and soothed by calm of spirit.
Release from hurt for reunion sweet just hours away, and
I looked and saw the face of an angel.
When ends the time set down for me I only hope to say
I endured as well and served as well as she.
And stepping through that entrance bright, expectedly,
I’ll look again to see the face of an angel.

1924 to 2002
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Death of Birdie Swallow Robison
To help the posterity of Birdie Swallow Robison appreciate the true nature of this special
woman, I am including her Patriarchal Blessing received a year after her husband, James F.
Robison, died.
Birdie Swallow Robison‘s Patriarchal Blessing
Baker, Nevada
August 26, 1933
Blessing given by Patriarch Levi J. Taylor
On the head of Birdie E. Swallow Robison, daughter of George Swallow and Annie Day
Born on October 18, 1887, Shoshone, Nevada
With pleasure dear sister I lay my hand upon your head and bestow a blessing. You were held in
reserve by your Father in Heaven to come forth in this important day and age and He has a great
work for you to perform in life; you have done well to accept of the Gospel and He is well
pleased with your life thus far. If you have made mistakes He will freely overlook them and
forgive them.
I bless you that your body may be healthy and strong that you may perform the duties that come
to you in life. And I seal you up against the power of the evil one so that you will not be tempted
that you will do things that will displease your Father in Heaven.
You shall be blessed in your home and your posterity shall become numerous upon the earth, for
He has given you some of His brightest and best. They will listen to your counsel and accept of
your teachings, and from among your posterity there will be found many of the future leaders in
Zion and some of them will grow up without having partaken of the sins and vices of the world.
And your name shall be held in high esteem and also that of their father from generation to
generation as fit examples for others to follow.
You have responsibility to redeem your kindred dead, and in this labor you may become a
Savior upon Mount Zion. Look forward with pleasure, dear sister, your life though busy shall be
a pleasant and useful one, for you are of the House of Israel and Tribe of Ephraim, and there is a
crown of glory awaiting you in the Celestial Kingdom of the Lord, for you are this day worthy of
eternal life and no blessing promised the faithful sons and daughters of Israel shall be withheld
from you. You shall live as long as life shall be desirable. Your last days shall be your best days,
and you shall be changed to immorta1ity without the pains of death and I seal upon you all of
these blessings through your faithfulness and in the name of the Lord, Jesus Christ –Amen.
By
Levi J. Taylor

Newal J. Robison records:
Mother loved the Lord and sincerely knew of His love and concern for her; it was a very spiritual
experience to kneel with her during family prayer in her own little home and listen to her talk to
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the Lord. She had her personal prayers both
morning and evening by her bed and then
before she sat down to breakfast, she would
kneel at her chair and pray again.

Figure 488 – Birdie Swallow Robison – c1967

It was in April of 1966 that Mother had
pneumonia, and Newal, Norma and Beulah
took her to the hospital. The after effects of
that illness resulted in her entering a
nursing hospital and there were only short
visits home after that until her death.
At the nursing home, church services were
held every Sunday; and when Mother was
able, she was taken by wheelchair to those
meetings. At a fast meeting one Sunday,
Mother stood by her chair with great effort
and bore her testimony and said: “I love the
Lord; He has been so good to me; oh, I hope
I can always stay close to him.”

Figure 489 – Obituary for Birdie Swallow Robison – 1968

Birdie E. Swallow Robison died on
February 13, 1968, in Cassia Memorial
Hospital, Burley, Idaho, at the age of
eighty‐one years. Funeral services were
held at Pella Ward on February 18, 1968,
and the next day graveside services were
held at the cemetery at Garrison, Utah,
beside her beloved companion, James (Jim)
Frederick Robison, who had preceded her
in death on August 5, 1932.
Thirty‐six years is a long time to be
without one’s companion; but Mother was
ever so appreciative of her loving, devoted,
and thoughtful children and their
companions, and grandchildren.

Birdie Swallow Robison wrote:
I would like to express my desires for my
family. May they be true to the faith; may
the Gospel be their guide; may there
always be harmony and love among my
six children and their families. I love them
dearly and wish the best for them always.

Our Swallow Heritage – Volume III – The History of George Swallow’s Daughters

Page 411

Turning the hearts of the fathers to their children and the hearts of the children to their fathers

Figure 490 – Funeral Program for Birdie Swallow Robison – 1968
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Figure 491 – James F. and Birdie Swallow Robison‘s Gravestones in the Garrison, Utah Cemetery – 2005

Death of Doyle C. and Pearl Swallow Robison
Reni Robison Jensen, my sister, told me the following:
Doyle’s Other Serious Health Problem
Besides the serious accidents Grandpa was involved in, he also developed a terrible pain in his
head, neck and face. He suffered with this for at least the last 18 years of his life. It was some
kind of nerve problem that the doctors could never identify and for which they provided little in
the way of relief. About a year before he died, Grandpa was so ill with the pains in his head that
he went for treatment to the Stanford hospital. Grandma stayed with Wes & me while Grandpa
was in the hospital. We would take Grandma to the hospital twice a day, mornings and
afternoons, and she would stay several hours each time. Grandma slept in this little twin bed that
we had for Lorinda, who was little at the time. She would tell us how thankful she was for us.
Every morning she got up from that little bed, I am sure with lots of pains, she said, “That was
the best night’s sleep I’ve had.” No matter what, I never remember hearing Grandma complain.
Then when we brought her back from the hospital for dinner she was ready to play cards all
evening. While playing cards she would tell us stories. Grandma was a genuinely loving woman.
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Lois Robison Rowley wrote:
My father’s health continued to fail and he died April 4, 1975 in Reno, Nevada and was buried
on the 7th of April 1975. He had suffered for so long and now was free of pain.
Figure 492 – Obituary for Doyle C. Robison – 1975

Doyle C. Robison 1894 to 1975
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Reni Robison Jensen, my sister, told me the following:
Pearl Telling about when Doyle Died
Grandma was up from Cedar visiting Dad & Lenard. Wes & I came up and Grandma asked me
to do her hair like I used to do for her. While doing her hair I asked her what she felt and what it
was like when Grandpa died.
“While Doyle was in the hospital at Stanford he was still himself. But those months after we
came home he was just so sick that he was not himself. I would lie in bed next to him at night
and just worry about him and I did not know worry could hurt so much. After they took Doyle
to St. Mary’s hospital in Reno for that last time, I would go up the long flight of steps to the
hospital and then sit by his bed. Oh, how I wished I could have changed places with him. We
knew there was no hope. We just waited and watched.
“When he died I am sure I shed tears, but when we left the hospital and were going down that
long flight of stairs I learned what a loving Heavenly Father I had. My Father in Heaven lifted
that heavy burden I had been carrying for so many months. Part way down those stairs I could
feel someone take my burden. I felt so lightened and while I was saddened, I knew that Doyle
was safe and OK. And just knowing that, I knew I could go on and that I was OK. I knew the
Lord would provide me good children, good times, and good memories to sustain me for as long
as I had to live.”

Lois Robison Rowley wrote:
Mother in May (1975) found an apartment here in Cedar and Mel and Lenard moved her in the
last of May and she sold their home to Mel and Wyoma.
In June 1978 my mother moved from her apartment to live with us, as her Parkinson’s disease
had gotten so bad and she just couldn’t get around by herself. Her eyes were also very poor,
and she could hardly hear anything.
Mark gave up his bedroom, and did so willingly and he knew he would soon be going on his
mission.
We moved some of her furniture into his room so she could have some of her own things.
Mother was with us for almost a year and some of our family was good to come and be with
her when we both had to be gone and we also found a young married student’s wife who came
and stayed when we had to be gone to Stake meetings. She was a joy to have in our home and
never did she complain. She enjoyed having the little grandchildren come to see her.

Reni Robison Jensen told me the following:
Grandma’s Positive Attitude
Grandma was fun loving even as she got older. She loved to go places. She loved to make things
to take when they went places.
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Grandma always had such a positive attitude no matter what happened. She said about her time
in Cedar living close to Lois & Dick, “Lois & Dick treat me like a queen. They are always right
there providing for my every need and showing me so much love.” Grandma also said,
“Sometimes I just sit on my couch with the two lovely throw pillows Lois made for me, close my
eyes and think about all the good times in my life. If you can remember all the good times, you
don’t need a lot else in your life.” She said, “I am really happy. At times I get a little lonely but
life has had a good turn for me. Lois’s boys make sure I am not alone very often and we do fun
things together. I really enjoy being with them. It feels so right for me to be with Lois towards the
end of my life. She is so loving and tender to me. People tell me how much Lois is like me, but
oh, she is a much better person than I am.”
Figure 493 – Pearl with Great Grandchildren – 1978

These are Lowell J. & Kathryn Wakefield Robison‘s children and Lenard D. & LaVon Wade Robison‘s grandchildren
L to R – Standing: Denise Robison and Jeffrey Robison – Seated: Gregory Robison and Pearl Swallow Robison

Lois Robison Rowley wrote:
Mother died here in our home March 18, 1979 and was buried in the Reno, Nevada cemetery on
the 21st of March beside my father. She was my mother and my best friend.
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Figure 494 – Obituary for Pearl Swallow Robison – 1979

Gladys H. Jamieson wrote the following for Pearl’s funeral:
Pearl Swallow Robison – In Memoriam
The memories you have are most precious,
we know she lived for her family and God.
She carried the load for neighbor and friend
though paths sometimes rough, that she trod.

The heart that was place in her dear little frame
was filled with compassion for all.
We know the Lord loved her and we loved her too,
in our eyes she was stately and tall.

Never complaining but with courage to do
every task as it came along.
She inspired those around her to do their best
with a heart full of love and song.

The mission she came on earth to fulfill,
as mother in Zion to be.
She has filled with success for they honor her name
as they will through eternity.

Her appearance was pleasing so prim and neat
with a special light in her eyes.
One never could estimate tasks she could do
by seeing her delicate size.
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Figure 495 – Funeral Program for Pearl Swallow Robison – 1979
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Postscript
A little over four years ago, I was prompted to learn more about my Swallow ancestors. With
the completion of this third book about my Swallow heritage, I have completed my objective
and my Swallow journey. Now I feel I should share some of the thoughts and experiences I
have had on this journey.
When I started gathering information about the Swallow family four years ago I had no idea of
what I was to do or how I was to do it – I just felt a strong prompting that I should move
forward and do my best. With every step I took, not knowing what I should do next, my path
was lighted and I could see several more doors that I needed to proceed through on my journey
to learn about the Swallows. This process led me to over 100 individuals (relatives and non‐
relatives) that I did not previously know. Each of these individuals contributed information
found in these three Swallow books. When it was important for me to contact and meet these
individuals, I was shown who they were, where they lived and how to contact them. I count
them all as my friends and thank them for their assistance.
Once I had gathered the information about the Swallows, I was prompted to organize it into a
book that would allow the reader to get to know this group of Swallows that were my
ancestors. It ended up that there were three books. I was prompted to organization each book I
put together around a complete family unit like we each live in – mother, father, children and
grandchildren. Prior to this experience, I had never liked to write, let alone organize material
into a book. When I look at the finished results of these three books, I know that I did not write
and compile them alone. Without the direct guidance of the Spirit thought the entire process,
these books would not exist.
The last four years of my life have been my most rewarding, fulfilling and spiritual. Learning
more about my family history has given me rewards and blessings that I did not anticipated.
These three Swallow books cover: Volume I) Thomas and Caroline Crow Swallow and their
seven children and Volumes II & III) George and Anna Day Swallow and their nine children. I
challenge the descendents of these great individuals to carry on and prepare a family book for
each of the 40 plus grandchildren of George and Anna Day Swallow.
Least you concern yourself that I will have nothing to do now, I have another large family
history project in the works and two more waiting. I should be kept busy for at least the next
ten years.
May the Lord bless each of you!

Russell M. Robison
September, 2006
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Oxford, Lucille ....................................................184
Paige‐Fraser, Patricia..........................................107
Parker, Frank J.....................................................285
Parker, Harold V.................................................147
Perry‐Lambert, Eileen ........................................370
Pierce‐Kerr, Irene ........................................102, 114
Pinole, Evelyn........................................................44
Pinole, Nye ............................................................44
Price, Al................................................................308
Punch and Josie.............................20, 21, 23, 29, 52
Punch, George .......................................................20
Quate, Boyd .........................................................130
Quate, Jessie...................................................23, 127
Rainey, Gerald.......................................................57
Rainey, James ........................................................59
Rainey, Will ...........................................................57
Ramsay, Ezra G...................................29, 36, 64, 75
Ramsay‐Baker, Ava ..............................................30
Read, Effie O..........................................................64
Reeves, John.................................158, 159, 161, 163
Rhodes, Clarence and Bea ...................................33
Richardson, Thelma M.........................................31
Richets, Floyd ......................................................173
Riley, Annie ...........................................................33
Robb, Sam ............................................................207
Robertson‐Meecham, Josephine .........................77
Robison, Allan N.................................350, 381, 382
Robison, Archie...............................................77, 93
Robison, Beth.......................................................392
Robison, Beverly .........................349, 350, 381, 382
Robison, Bryan S. ........................................126, 290
Robison, Burton ..........................126, 290, 316, 380
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Robison, Ron .......................................................350
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Schallenberger, Irene..........................................293
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Smith, Alice E. .......................................................22
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64, 65, 73, 74, 75, 84, 85, 87, 88, 106, 110, 113,
114, 115, 116, 117, 118, 296
SwallowMortenson...............................................73

Our Swallow Heritage – Volume III – The History of George Swallow’s Daughters

Page 424

Turning the hearts of the fathers to their children and the hearts of the children to their fathers
Swallow‐Robison, Birdie E xxxi, xxxiv, 16, 24, 30,
61, 66, 71, 73, 74, 116, 119, 120, 121, 122, 123,
124, 126, 131, 138, 139, 140, 147, 155, 158, 161,
163, 165, 191, 195, 235, 236, 240, 261, 272, 290,
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