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(This is not really a complete table of contents, but hopefully

it will help you find what you're looking for.

There are no

headings within the story and so you will still have to do a

certain amount of searching.)

(Compiling this life story has not been an easy task because the

sources were so varied and scattered.

But the love of family re-

cords and family history were things we shared and which brought

us our greatest closeness.

I have felt a great obligation to

organize and preserve the many things she saved pertaining to her

life and her ancestry, and to compile her life story.

It has been

a gift of love —- to all of my family and descendents, but especially

for my husband's mother and sister.

And in spite of its imperfections,

I feel Mother is pleased to have it finished at last. Aﬂvnuxnz)
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LIFE STORY OF SAVILLA EVELYN TLONG WALTON

(As much as possible, Savilla is quoted directly from parts of her
life story she had written and from letters and other writings.
When the writings are not her own it will be so stated or indicated.)

I was born February 13, 1912 at North Platte, Lincoln, Nebraska.
My father, Clark Varnum Long, was born December 26, 1868 at Stock-
port, Jefferson, Iowa. My mother, Leila Malinda Slafter was born
May 8, 1881 at Minneapolis, Hennepin, Minnesota. My father was the
son of Isaac Long and Sarah James. Isaac had two other wives. His
third wife, Savilla Ann, raised the children and I was named for her.

My mother was the daughter of Rev. Orren Augustine Slafter and
Mary Malinda Covey. She was the daughter of Smith Covey and Charlotte
Sheffield. My grandfather Slafter was the son of Elijah Dexter Slaf-
ter and Maria Lucretia Lilly. He was the son of Calvin Slafter and
Jerusha Dexter. He was the son of Eleazer Slafter and Mary Freeman.
He was the son of Samuel Slafter and Dorothy Fenton. He was the son
of the immigrant ancestor, John Slafter and his wife, the former Mrs.
Abiah Bartlett.

My oldest sister, Nellie Malinda Foster was born October 2, 1900
at Cheyenne, Laramie, Wyoming. She had brown hair with so much a red=
gold cast it was almost auburn, and blue-green eyes. The last few
years it is turning grey. Her father was Thomas Arby Foster, my
mother's first husband. He was a soldier at Fort Warren near Chey-
enne, Wyoming.

My mother's second child and my father's first, Etta Long, was
born December 2, 1902 and died December 21, 1902 at Gering, Scotts
Bluffs, Nebraska. Mother said she was the image of my father with
dark brown eyes and long dark hair.

The third child, Bertha Viola Long, was born March 31, 1905 at
North Platte, Lincoln, Nebraska. She too, :had dark brown eyes and
hair. She married Lafeyette Ethermine (changed to Lawrence) Thurman
and had one son, Phillip Lawerence Thurman. She died May 28, 1924 at
Gering Nebraska of tuberculosis. That time is almost too painful to
remember. My parents raised Phillip and I was still a young girl at
home (12 years old) so he seems more like a brother to me. I cut his
hair the first time and took him to school his first day. His eyes
are blue and his hair brown.

I am the fourth child and I have a brother, Donald Francis Long,
who was born June 30, 1918 at Marshfield, Webster, Missouri. He has
light brown hair and blue grey eyes like mine.

My mother was almost a blond when my parents were married and as
she grew older her hair grew dark and my father thought she was color-
ing it. She had very heavy hair and it was a big disappointment to
her when it turned grey when she was still a young woman. My father
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was twelve years older but his hair remained dark throughout most of
his life. I have a lovely picture of my mother which she gave me

many years ago, even before my father died. In it she is wearing a
very pretty dress that leaves both shoulders bare. She told me that
Papa especially asked her to have that picture taken because he thought
her shoulders and back were - so beautiful. But then after the picture
was taken he didn't want anyone but himself to see it. My parents were
hard working people and sincere Christians.

My favorite pictures of my parents show Mama playing the piano
and Papa beside a car. They look .so natural and remind me of the way
they lived. I will never cease to be thankful for their firm belief
in God and prayer. Life was not always as they planned and worked
hard to obtain but always there was love of family, our Heavenly Father
and our country. I think I inherited more characteristics of each of
them than my brother and sisters did. Mayhe-it is only because my
heart turns to them as I grow older and understand more their self-
sacrifice for us.

My mother was an excellent seamstress and it is only natural ;my
earliest memories are about sewing. I can vividly remember sitting
on the floor by her sewing machine while she pedalled away, 'making
our clothing. Before I went to school she had me sewing by hand on
doll clothes. I will always be grateful for her patience and efforts
to teach me to sew. It has not only .been a sburés of much pleasure
but a most thrifty hobby. I sencerely believe I have saved more by
sewing than any other household chore. I can not understand why any
woman does not learn how but neither can I remember when I first held
a needle in my hand. Thank you, gentle, little Mama.

Several years ago, 1957 to be exact, I was taking a class in
genealogy under Brother Stevenson of Brigham Young University. Begin-
ning my Life Story was the lesson for one day. Feeling that my 1life
was quite uneventful, I decided to finish my life story by writing
"I Remember When" notes. The following several paragraphs had their
beginning in those notes.

Strange as it may seem, I have a vivid memory of a big, black
locomotive thundering down upon us and I thought for many - years I
had been run over by a train when I was a child. One time I ment-
ioned it to my mother and she said-: "It just doesn't seem possible
you could remember that incident; you were only one year old."

My parents lived on the north side of the railroad tracks in a
residential section of North Platte, Nebraska where many engineers,
conductors, and trainment lived. My father, Clark Long, was a black-
smith at the roundhouse. North Platte, at that time, was a thriving
railroad town and a railroad division point.

My father bought land on the north side of North Platte, subdiv-
ided it, and sold all but two lots. The first house he built was a
two story house where my sister, Bertha, was born. He sold that house
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and built another - a one story building which Mother liked very much.

"Bertha was born in this house Papa built. He built two -- I was
born in the one with the hip-roof."

She said he had hand-picked the oak boards for ‘the kitchen floor
to be as free of blemish as possible and as long as the room was. He
then bought the very best varnish available and put on three coats.
She was very proud of her kitchen floor. Seems a simple thing to be
proud of in this.day of colorful linoleums that are glued on top of
sometimes inferior plywood. But that was really quality flooring.

I can understand her pride in her kitchen floor because in 1956
when my husband and I moved to Van Nuys, California for a year,
thinking we were making a rental out of our home in Long Beach, we
purchased some very good quality gray and pink mottled linoleum for
the kitchen. A year later we moved back and for 20 years I lived
with that ugly gray linoleum on the kitchen floor. Last year, 1975,
we had some new, beautiful floor covering laid and my husband used
the scraps to line the drawers and lower shelves of the kitchen cup-
boards. I love it!

I have digressed considerably, but there was a reason. Once a
month my mother would dress up and take my two sisters and me in a
baby carriage across town over the railroad tracks to do her shop-
ping for her sewing needs. She told me it seemed impossible to think
I would remember the incident and get the impression that I had been
run over by a railroad train at such an early age. I have only to
close my eyes and I can see that train bearing down upon us, whistling
and screeching and bells ringing. Mother said what really happened
was that she got part way across the tracks and had to wait until a
train came through. She said it frightened me so I went into hysterics.
I can remember my sisters on each side of the carriage holding on to
the rolled rim of the reed rim of the basket-type carriage.

My next memory is one I cherish. My sisters were in school and e
during the day my mother would sew, sitting me down on the floor be-
side her, threading a needle and showing me how to sew a butterfly
doll dress. I can also remember how gentle and soft her hands were
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when she bathed me in the big round washtub.

I can remember sitting on the edge of the porch and picking up a
pebble and throwing it as far as I could and saying a naughty word.
My sister said "I'm going to tell Mama." I picked up another stone,
threw it a bit farther and said the word a little bit louder. I don't
know where I'd heard the word, but I felt very daring. The third
time, two strong hands grabbed me from behind and a voice said "Young
lady, come here! Your mouth needs washing out," which I promptly
got with homemade laundry soap in my mother's capable hands.

When I was a year old my folks moved to a farm in Missouri,
which they rented because it had a bigger and better house on it than
the farm which my father had purchased. He intended to some day build
on it and pipe spring water down the hill to the kitchen. In 1972
we took a vacation and drove our 1971 Rambler Ambassador to the area
near Springfield, Missouri, but nearer to a small town named Marshfield.
I had always wanted to go back and see if things were as I remembered
them. It made me heartsick to see the pond overgrown with reeds, the
banks broken down to the overflow pipe from cattle crossing there as
they grazed. The pond was on the side of a hill and was fed hy a
natural spring.

One day when I was about five years old, a little neighbor girl
came down to play with me and I'm afraid I wasn't a very gracious
hostess. I had a lovely set of tiny toy dishes and she was deliber-
ately breaking them. A fight ensued and I told her she couldn't
play with my ' dishes any longer. I'm surprised to think I had the
courage to defend my property but Mother came out and settled it all.

We also had an old blind mare. When she was saddled, the older
girls could ride her, but when I rode her someore had to lead her
around by the halter, which irked me. There were many wild-growing
berries and I remember being left with my elder sister, Nellie,
while Mama and Bertha went blackberry picking to make jelly.

When I returned to that area on that vacation, I found the
house we had lived in had burned down, leaving piles of flint rock
to outline the rooms just as I had remembered them being. After we
had left there someone had poured cement in the floor of the smoke-
house, but it was easy to locate. I also located the entryway to
the old cellar, which @ had a sod roof but had now fallen in. I can
remember very well the jars of canned fruit on the shelves, the hams
hanging fromkhe rafters, the saurkraut barrel, piles of Hubbard
squash, and boxes of apples stored for the winter. My father often
gave apples and things to a rather poor, shiftless family in the dead
of winter, which angered my mother. Not that she was a selfish per-
son, but they had a large family and they did not work hard to pre-
pare for the coming winter. My mother was a very compassionate,
generous person, but definitely a Northerner, who combed her beautiful

hair in a stylish mode and was newver completely accepted by the other
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women in our backwoods area. They wore their hair in a knot at the
back of their heads and made sour-dough bread or biscuits, while my
mother was an accomplished cook who made all kinds of pastries and

light, fine grained white-flour-bread.

On this vacation trip we found the Church we children attended
and the school which been converted into a large farmhouse. I met one
of our neighbors who took wus around to help us locate many places,
which helped because we didn't have too much time left that day. I
was in the first grade in that school and because my father had been
ill, we moved to Nebraska, where my mother's people were and I started
second grade there. I guess I'm the only one in the family now liv-
ing that has happy ' memories of the years lived in Missouri. T
brought a 20 pound piece of flint rock from the foundation of the
~house to each of my brother Donald, sister Nellie, and nephew Phil-
ip. None of them shared my interest in those childhood scenes. T
have collected rocks from many places in the Western States and hope
to use them someday to build a fountain.

I was a quiet, shy child, and I think this is the reason I spent
several summer vacations with my Grandmother and Grandfather Watkins
at Bayard, Nebraska. I remember one time when my Aunt Cora came to
visit and I slept with her in Grandma's big feather bed. I loved to
hear my elders talk of pioneering days and I wanted a book like my
grandmother had of a family history entitled "The Slafter Memorial."

I always admired my mother's appearance. She was an attractive
woman and had the ability to make her family and self look well on a
meager sum. She was an expert seamstress and artistically talented.
My father earned his way through the Seminary at Fairfield, Iowa, to
get his teacher's certificate but was too bashful to continue as a
teacher. He loved God's green earth and was happiest farming in
Missouri.

When my parents were first married they lived at Cheyenne, Wyo-
ming, and then on my Aunt Cora's ranch after her husband died. Be-
fore my sister Bertha was born they moved to North Platte, Nebraska.
Here my father bought some land and blocked it off in lots. He sold
some of these to build a house, selling it to build another where I
was born. When I was a baby they traded that for a farm in Webster
County near Marshfield, Missouri. It had a lovely spring coming out
of the hill above the house. My father planned to pipe the water to
the house and enlarge the house someday. He rented it and we lived
on another farm he rented, with a larger house and barns. We lived
there seven years and small though I was, some of my dearest memories
go back there.

I remember my sister Bertha and I writing on a big flat rock
down by the barn with pieces of brick or colored soft rock. My old
cat, Tom, and the many kittens arriving down at the barn. I played
with them like my dolls. The pond at the bottom of the hill and the
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creek with the crayfish in it. The swing under the big old tree

by the back door. The fruit cellar smelling of apples and me with
one in each hand. The hornets' nest I showed a little visitor and
they passed me by to sting her seriously. The buggy and team of
horses that took wus to town over a crushed rock road. Meeting my
father at the bottom of the hill by the little creek when he came
from town, and how I'd hold his hand and he would swing me up to sit

beside him. These memories are as sweet as the peppermints he brought
to me.

It was here I first went to school with my sisters. I can't
remember when my sister wasn't near and taking care of me. So it was
when I first went to school. In good weather we walked the miles. In
bad, Papa hitched up the team and took us. It was a one room school,
all grades to nine. We went to church at a little country church,
Mission Home Baptist.

After my father's health failed and he was hospitalized, my
mother moved us to Gering, Scotts Bluffs, Nebraska, where her family
lived. (It seems Savilla said her father had some kind of nervous or
mental breakdown and was hospitalized for about two years. This, of
course, was a great disruption to the family, and was seldom talked
about, which was in keeping with the era in which they lived. Other
than the brief mention above, I can find nothing in her notes and
mementoes concerning her father's illness.)

The remainder of my childhood was spent in Gering, Nebraska. I
remember that I amused myself mostly sewing doll clothes, playing with
paper dolls and coloring with crayons and water paints. On my 12th
birthday I received roller skates. I took on my share of household
chores including learning to cook on our wood or coal-burning range.

Gering is in the Platte Valley surrounded hy rugged hills. West
of the town is the range from the Bad Lands to the south, of Scott's
Bluff, and Dome Rock. These are famed landmarks on the Oregon Trail
and it was between the two, through Mitchell Pass that the wagon trains
had to pass. A rocky climb to the top was rewarded with a breath-
taking view of the valley. Chimney Rock, farther east, near Bayard,
was also a distinctive land mark on the Trail. When I was a child the
deep wheel ruts were still visible on the pasture land. Since irriga-
tion was made possible by large dams, I imagine they have been plowead
under now. I was thrilled to study early Nebraska history in school
and enjoyed talking to my mother about pioneer life. Her family moved
to the Valley in 1887. Her father preached the first sermon for the
Christian Church there. He was the minister at Cheyenne, Wyoming
at the time of his death in 1900.

I loved the hills and spent many happy hours hiking there. ,
There is a road built to the top now and Devil's Hole (or Slide)
is no more. The brilliant colored sunset over the hills is a picture
for anyone.






I entered the second grade at the little wooden building that
was east of the new Senior High School building. The next two grades
were in the old building north of the Senior High School. The new
Grammar School buildings were completed and the east side attended
McKinley and the sest side, Lincoln. The Lincoln School was one block
from my home. We were so proud of the new building and moved in
during the school term. It was a thrilling experience and very well
organized (so it seemed to me!). My parents taught us to love and
appreciate our public buildings, something I think the children of to-
day take for granted too much. I enjoyed school and was quite fond
of several teachers. One was Mrs. Coughlin, sixth grade. Junior High
School was upstairs at the Senior High building, about seven blocks
from home. The subject I enjoyed most and recall often now was the
history of Nebraska. I guess that was because my grandparents were
early pioneers and I heard the personal experiences of my mother as a
child. It was in Junior High that a penmanship teacher shamed me for
using my left hand to write and I tried to change. The result made
me nervous and Mother found out and stopped it. But my writing with
my left hand did not seem as good as before. I am most decidedly left-
handed in action and thought. I graduated from eighth grade on May
20, 1926.

In Senior High School I took college preparatory work, intending
to be a teacher. We could take the state teacher examinations on work
completed in the Normal Training class. My grades were excellent for
the examinations I took. Among my subjects were General Science, Bio-
logy, Algebra I & II, Geometry, Latin I & II, Agriculture, Junior Re-
views (Normal Training), Glee Club and Physical Education. My favorite
teachers at Gering High School were Alice Lewis, Science: C.E. Tavener,
Math, and Amanda McHenry.

A highlight of my Junior year was the Junior and Senior Class
Banquet. It was a lovely occasion and I have a newspaper clipping
describing it. I had the honor of giving the last program number of
the evening, a poem I composed portraying a fictional glimpse into
the future of the seniors. The poem was a big hit with the crowd.

I loved high school and I am sure the biggest mistake of my life was
my sudden decision to marry at the end of my Junior year. Many ser-
ious mistakes and much unhappiness that resulted in divorce was the
result of two young people who married before they were prepared for
that responsibility. I did not lack much at that time to complete

my high school education and tried three times to return to school

to do it but something always prevented my continuing. I finally suc--
ceeded in 1965. It was a long cherished dream.

I began going steady with William Henry Bliss in July, 1928. It
was during the Oregon Trail Days celebration. I had met him at church,
although he was one of the older fellows who came to Gering to work
in the Sugar Beet Factory and stayed to paint at the factory in the
summer too. His father and mine worked there too during the season
of harvest and my father liked Bill. In the spring Bill quit because
of poor health and went to the Pine Ridge Indian Reservation to farm
flax on virgin soil. When he came back in June we suddenly decided to
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be married on the 15th and I returned with him to South Dakota. We
were married at my parents' home with Mr. and Mrs. Jesse Spray as wit-
nesses. Mama picked the beautiful red peonies just beginning to bloom.
I wore my Junior-Senior banguet dress Mama had made, beige georgette
over rose satin. In July we went to Gibbon, Nebraska to visit his
parents and married sisters. This was 1929,

(A note from another source on the same period) "At the time of
our marriage William Bliss was employed at the Great Western Sugar
Factory at Gering as a carbonator in the manufacturing season and a
painter in the off season. He quit this work to raise flax on the
Seoux Reservation, not realizing the flax seed imported from Australia
was for fiber and not seed, he lost all he had invested."

We made our home at McCook, Indianola, Franklin, and Gering, Neb-
raska until 1933. My son, Wilbur Lee Bliss, was born at my mother's
home in Gering, May 5, 1930. He had lots of dark brown hair, blue
eyes, .and weighed seven pounds. His hair became light within a year
or so but dark brown as he grew up. His skin is fair and sunburns ea-
sily.

I made by first baby's first dress all by hand. I was so happy
and proud to do it. I don't think it will ever mean as much to Wilbur
as it does to me for I see it with a Mother's loving, expectant eyes.
The stitches are not as small or perfect as I thought they were then.
It does, indeed, look very plain and ordinary but when I pick it up a
million memories make it beautiful to me once more.

Wilbur first smiled on June 8th, had his first hair cut on July
5th, first put out his hands to Opal on September 27th, fell off the
bed on July 10th, fell out of a chair on October 2nd, first crawled
on November 22nd, and first burned his hands on November 23rd.

(Part of a letter written to D. & B. in 1964 gives this informa-
tions)

"Sorry to hear about you having such a large boil, or carbuncle
and the kids having them too. I'm  sure I've told you, but it bears
repeating -- When Wilbur was a baby and I came to Nellie's in Long
Beach for the summer for my health, all of Nellie's family had boils
and Wilbur and I got them. I had 13 at one time on my body. My
cousin took me to the doctor and he said they were very infectious.
He gave me a perscription for bischloride of mercury tablets and dir-
ections to sit in the tub of water with two tablets in it to bathe
and soak the boils. Then open them carefully, pressing away from
the core, washing with bichloride solution and then take towel and
all clothing I had worn and put in the bath water for sterilization.
I got rid of mine but Nellie and family still had theirs a year later."

Then came the depression years and it was a struggle to keep body
and soul together. We moved to McCook, Nebraska where Bill became a

Raleigh Products Dealer. Although he was a successful salesman in that
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county, the depression hit hard and many farmers could not pay their
bills. The cities had their bread lines but only those who lived it
know what it was like, to plant seed to feed hungry livestock and
fowl only to see it dry up in the hot, dry wind, and the valuable
top soil blown about and piled in drifts. To add to the miseries of
the depression, the Midwest was suffering at that time from severe
drought and dust storms.

Nellie also was having her problems and her children were sent
to Gering to be with us. I was expecting a baby in January and the
food we had was not a good diet for me. It was difficult for everyone
that year. The factory season was short and that closed the small
hotel my parents were managing. Both my father and Bill were out of
work, trying desperately to find anything to do, without success.
Dorothy Ilene Bliss, my daughter, was born January 10, 1933. She had
dark brown hair and brown eyes. Soon after she was born my husband
left for Lynden, Whatcom, Washington, where he could find work and
where there was an abundance of food being produced on the small farms.
Uncle Will, his father's twin brother, had settled there sometime pre-
viously. The last of June I followed on the train with the children.

Before I left Nebraska for Washington, our friends, Jesse and
Opal Spray, had their first baby, a beautiful little girl ' who died
from injuries at birth. They had been married seven years and wanted
a baby so badly. It was sad indeed. Years later they had a son.

Whatcom County, Washington was a beautiful place of dairy and
chicken ranches, orchards, fir and pine trees, and fresh air. My hus-
band started by selling for the Watkins Products Company and was
quite successful. Later we bought a house and orchard at the north-
west corner of Lynden, Washington, and made a small store and Standard
0il Company station there. With various hired help I managed the
store during the day and he helped at night and weekends.

I failed to mention that I had been baptized by Mormon mission-
aries when my son was a tiny baby, on July 26, 1930 (my sister, Nellie
and her husband had joined a little earlier). I then had no contact
with an organized ward until I was contacted at Lynden, Washington,
by Bishop Henry B. Lindenbolt in 1938. Church was held in Bellingham,
20 miles south, and I frequently attended. I really knew very little
about the Mormon faith when I was baptized. I had been converted to
the truth of the Book of Mormon but my parents and friends were strong-
ly opposed to my becoming a member of the Church of Jesus Christ of
Latter-day Saints. At one time I evVen renewed my membership in the
Christian Church in which I was raised and an active member. It has
taken many years of contact, chiefly to begin with, by my desire to
raise my children in the Latter-day Saint way of life, to gain the
testimony to the truth of this gospel that I do have now. Sometimes
I feel it has come too late. Too many mistakes and heartaches mixed
up with the joys I've known.
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I had grown up attending the First Christian Church of Christ and
it was a shock and a disappointment to my parents and friends when I
became a Mormon. I was vice-president in the Christian Endeavor in
1928 and became president when Miss Hazel Ewing (president) got mar-
ried. I loved the Evangelists, Warren and Phyllis Anderson very much
and appreciate their love and influence. But that is one of the dear
friendships I lost after I became a Latter-day Saint.

I've loved my activities and associations in the Mormon Church
very much. It is my prayer that I may have the health, time, and
initiative to continue to serve my Heavenly Father in a better way and
to be successful in my work in genealogy. I know this is the true
Church of Christ and that Jesus Christ is the Son of God. It is my
prayer that someday my beloved husband will come to know these things
are true and be baptized, and that my grandchildren will never falter
in this faith.

(A gquote from a letter to D.& B. gives these insights into
Dorothy's babyhood) "Did not want to be held or cuddled very long.
Quiet and sometimes mysterious for one so young. Othentimes :she
would sgueel with delight and giggle at another's antics without
feeling any need to be a part of the activity. Later she would ask
1,000 guestions and want to know WHY for everything." Dorothy also
weighed seven pounds at birth.

We built the neighborhood store and gas station to a pretty good
paying trade. It would take more space than I have here to recount
the many experiences living there. We belonged to the Farmers'
Grange Association and both held offices at one time or another. He
was treasurer and I, "Pomona." The climate and locale was conducive
to picnics at Birch Bay, Lake Whatcom, Mt. Baker, Canada, or the
Seattle Zoo. There was an abundance of food to can at home including
garden vegetables, fish, beef, chicken, fruit, -and berries. I took
some prizes at the county fair with such entries one year, and bought
myself a much needed pair of shoes. It was while at the store that
Wilbur had mumps and whooping cough at the same time. I was busy
taking care of business and it was hard on both of us. The trials of
the depression continued and both Bill and I had to work wvery hard to
make a go of it. I well remember one time when I did not have one
good dress left, or money to buy one. We had lost everything in bus-
iness failure and were starting over. Mother sent me dress material
for .my birthday andhow glad I was for her thoughtful gift. I was so
happy to be able to sew and used this skill to keep my family quite
well dressed in spite of the hard times. I learned the skill of mak-
ing over, making do, and making warm quilts from cast-off articles.

Later we bought a house on the Guide Meridian, fondly known to
the family as "The Glass House." The children had a dog named Trixie
and in many ways things seemed ideal. There are many good memories.
Swimming in the lake is such a fond memory. Wilbur's knee injury
when he fell on a thorn or spike is not so pleasant. It was very
painful to him and treatment seemed inefective. The elders administered

*(and a cat named Minnie)
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to him and the next day it was well. An earlier happy memory was
when Wilbur planted onions in the garden and we couldn't imagine

why they never came up until Dorothy, only a toddler then, was spotted
eating the tiny sprouts! Bill's sister Lilah broke her leg and came
to stay at our home where I could give her care. I was always very
fond of Lilah and we remained friends even though Bill and I divorced.
Actually it seemed as though we were never alone as a family. Bill's
brother, Darold, lived with us quite a bit of the time and others
were with us from time to time.

(In the absence of Mom's own written details, I am filling in a
bit here - Donna).

In 1934 or 1935 there was a silver thaw in Washington that created
a breathtaking display of beauty. We have heard it mentioned many
times over the years and even a er#EiEEEEEE,EEYe been preserved.

SILVER THAW IN WASHINGTON - 1934

Although on the surface everything looked fine with the marriage
of Will and Savilla, things were not fine. She felt his expectations
were far too great and that there was little appreciation for all of
her hard work and all that she accomplished. As Mom always gave
credit, he worked hard and long to support the family during those
Depression years and she found much to praise in his abilities and
accomplishments. He provided well for her financial needs but not
for her emotional needs -- at least in her view. He was a successful
salesman who loved to talk with his customers and seldom remembered
the time or that he was needed and expected at home. Romanticisms
were not his thing and she had a great hunger for them. He took for
granted that which he had, until he lost it, and then could never
become reconciled to the loss. There was a powerful force between
them that lasted throughout their lifetimes.

Savilla's long years of illness began early in her marriage.
She left a note saying she had surgery in 1935 in St. Luke's Hospital,
for appendectomy and repair of female organs. There was also the men-
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tion of going to spend some time with Nellie shortly after Wilbur was

born -- for her health. About 1940 she was tested for tuberculosis,

a fact that caused her mother much anxiety because Bertha had died

of it. |
|

Savilla continued to express her innermost thoughts in poetry
and perhaps her poems are the best place to gain an idea of some of
the inner pain she was feeling during these years. Others with whom
she shared her poetry admired it greatly and urged her to seek publi-
cation, which evidently she did, though not very successfully. The
following record in Savilla's writing gives some clues as to these
efforts. There was also a short story she tried to publish that
Bill had in his possession until a few years before his death when he
gave it to Wilbur.

|

|
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Good friends to Savilla and Bill were the Gutenburgs, Thedie
and Jack. Thedie became also, a close personal friend and it was to
her Savilla turned when her marital problems became most unbearable
to her. It was to the Gutenburg home she fled when she felt separa-
tion from Bill was a necessity, and it was also there that she met
Jesse Ralph Walton, a cousin of Thedie's, home on leave.

Savilla's life story for the Covey book put it all neatly in
two or three sentences. "We were divorced in March, 1940, and I took
the children to my sister's in San Diego, California. Later we went
to my parent's home in Gering, Nebraska. That fall I took the chil-
dren to Brooklgn, New York, where I was married to Jesse Ralph Waltoq
RMIC in the U.S. Navy." Fortunatly there are some miscellaneous notes
to help fill in a few of the details.

. Although there is not 'much written among Savilla's life story
notes concerning it, there can be little doubt that the romance between
her and Jay was a powerful and lasting one. A look back at their lives
reveals so many obstacles and serious problems to contend with and yet
the love light in their eyes never grew dim. Jay was a romantic and
provided the tender phrases and moments that she had always longed for.
He romanced her with songs, special words and phrases, and with gifts
and cards containing their own secret meanings. "Harles' (the meaning
their secret still) and "Always in All Ways," come guickly to mind.

No doubt her song "Kiss Me With Your Eyes" was written for Jay -- and
other poetry as well. He seemed to add a special touch to everything
and their moments together were special enough to make all the waiting
in between bearable. His special little touches enriched the family.
At his instigation the Morse Code signal for Z became the "family"
signal. "Da Da Dit Dit" brought (and still brings) all ears to atten-
tion. It's easy to understand why his charms were always irresistable
to her and we're so happy she had this great romance to enrich her
life and that it promises to be an eternal one.

There are two letters from Savilla's mother that I'm going to
include here. The first was written on June 29th, 1940 and addressed
to Savilla in Long Beach, Ca. at Nellie's house where she stayed for
awhile after her separation from Bill. It doesn't look as though it
would xerox well. The other was written the previous November and I

am encluding it mainly for a sample of her handwriting, which was
very pretty.

"Gering, Nebr., June 29th/40. My dear daughter and children,
Received your ever welcome letter this P.M. Sorry to learn you were
ill. I do hope you are better by now and I do hope that T.B. test
will prove you are no worse.

I don't see why you did not come direct home at first instead
of Nellie's, of course I realize you wanted to visit Nellie. Glad
Ilene is better. But the time has come to _act immediately you have
got to come home here as soon as possible. But the bus or train
fare is the question, now. Whlch way will you come by train or bus?
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"Bill may be short but if he can help get you and kiddies home,
it will be a help as we are short of cash. This high altitude and
dry hot summer climate will be a help. Bill better arrange to change
climates too. He can put in for a change of climate to Nebraska or
midwest states and get a route in a different location.

"I always worried about that climate in the west, it was so wet.
You see what money you can raise from Nellie, write Bill by air and
see what money he will send you. You must of had that cold when he
washhere. Did Bill know of your T.B. test? Answer and in the mean-
time let us know how you are at once. We must get you home and built
up above it quick. Very few had Bertha's kind. Then let us know by
air how much fare money needed, how much you can raise from Bill and
Nellie, as we all must act now.

"Answer by return mail by air if possible, everything how you
are, what the test proved, and about the money.

Loads of Love, Mother
Mrs Clark Long."

Savilla left quite a few writings to use in the compilation of
her life story but there are some pretty large gaps which she covered
with a few short words. These include the wartime years. Perhaps
they were too painful to recount. The letters from Jay would no
doubt give much interesting information but it is just too time con-
suming to try to use them for that purpose. Mom had intended to com-
plete her story and left little note reminders to herself which I
will quote here for whatever insights they provide.

1. Leaving San Diego (this would be from Aunt Nellie's after separa-
tion from Bill) 8/12/40
Leaving Gering 10/14/40 for Brooklyn, U.P.R.R.
(Evidently she spent two months with her parents. Jay's in-
structions for arrival in Brooklyn are on following page.)
Leaving Miami 6/16/41 - for Philadelphia.

2. 1940 -- New York World's Fair -- General Motors Futurama, largest
and most realistic scaled model ever constructed.

3. 1941 -- Feb. Hospital in New York -- Kings County General
(Was this the time she told me about that she nearly died be-
cause she needed blood transfusions and the interns, unable
to find a vein, were allowing the blood to just run down the
drain of a nearby sink? This was also a frightening time for
the children because Jay was at sea.)

4. Feb. 18, 1941 - Weights -- Savilla 110 1lbs, Wilbur 75 lbs,
Dorothy 51 1bs.

5. March 1941 -- Miami -- Agquarium -- Leave canceled.
6. Children left Bellingham alone. Back - to New London, Conn.

Jay St. Beldon furniture. (this written on bottom of
March 1941 note)
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ASSUME YOU ARE TﬂK ﬁG THE TRAIN, OKAY .

YOU ARRIVE, PRORARLYZAT PENA”??AT:ON IN N.Y. AT (744/16, UNT(L
NITELY WHAT. SYSTEM-YOU USE,. | CANTT %AY ANYTH NG

MORE ON THIS SgFJECT. |

| CAN, |F NECES SnﬁY, MEET YOU I

N N.Y. AT 0744/16 BUT THINK T
UMNEGE SARY gﬂtEO‘ YOU THINK YOL

|
J'LL NEED HME RIGHT THEN |
LL BE SO |

YES. GET thkrTo FROY NEW YORK_TO BROOKLYN. 1T VI
MUCH EASIER FOR 3AGGAGE TO BE TAKEN GCARE OF. BY GETTING T1CKETS
FROM N.Y. TG BROOKLYN THL T?UNK WILL ALSO BE SENT TO_BROOKLYN,
OBVIATING BAGOAGE GHARGES WHIGH WOULD OTHERVISE HAVE TO BE WET .
11 ALMOST 'AS PUGH A STRANGER HERE AS YOU ARE. SO | DON'T KNOW
JUST WHAT YOU WILL MEET UP WITH IN REPURCHASING TICKETS TO BKLN.
| THINK YOUTLL uavL NO TROUBLE AT ALL AND YOUR BEST BET I3 TO
TURN YOUR BACGAGE CHECKS OVER 10 A REDCAP VHO WILL ATTEND TO
ALL DETAILS/ AN “1VV YOU THE RIGHT DOPE ABOUT TRANSPORTATION TO
SROOKLYN, QtUuAH; CHARGE 104 PER PACKACE CARRIED AND 10¢ PER
BAGCACE Hr@ ANDLED.. A MERE TIP TO HIM WILL NOT SERVE. !T?S

TEN CENTS P\CKA@C AND TEN CENTS A CHECK.
LM QUITE SURE J1LL BESABLE T0O MEET YOU IN N.Y.PROPER AND WILL

\‘ “\;

DO MY BEST (3”017 OF . LEAVE) IQ DO 80. AT ANY RATE, NO MATTER
WHAT HAPPENS, “IF f DO NOT MEET VOl/lT WilL BE BECA(SE | CANNOT
TAKE THE TIME oUT D JUR I NG OFF ICE HOURS. |

IF | DO NOT zgrr YOU IN N.Y., YOU WILL ASSUME THAT | CAN'T CET
AVUAY FROM HERE AND YOU WILL PROCEED TO BROOKLYN ON THAT ASSUM~
PTION-WITH YOUR' NEW TICKETS. |

AT PRESENT, | UAVL NO IDEA WHERE, IN BROOKLYN, YOU WILL LAND,
LET ME KNOW N, YOUR NEXT LETTER WHAT SYSTEM (RAILWAY L|NE3 Witk
BRING YOU Lﬁlu_uﬁx, THAT WILL DETERMINE,FOR ME, WHERE YOU |
.;.Hl{l L LA‘ T\ i'\t Qh)f)Ol/\L\‘/i\l i = Rk S |

IF | DON'T MEET YOU IN N.v,, YOU'LL KNOW 1 COULDN'T GET AWAY
AND YOUR FIRST MOVE WILL BE TO CALL BROOKLYN,CUMBERLAND 6-530
AND_ASK FOR THE RADIO STATION, THEN ASK FOR ME. T WILL BE HER
WAITING FOR YOUR CALL. (1F 1 DO NOT MEET YOU IN N.Y.) |
WHATEVER HAPPEHS, IF YOU GET 1087 AFTER ARRIVAL N N.Y., CALL
THE NUMBER GIVEN IN PARA.9. NO MATTER ”HAT HAPPENS, IF WE MISS
EACH OTHER, | WILL CALL BACK HERE, T O,)' ) WE WILL USE THIS PLACE
AS A CENTER OF O”ERATIONS. _ , .
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7. 3/1/41 -- We three left New York
3/3/41 =- Arrived Miami
3/4/41 -- Jay left on cruise
3/16/41 - Jay hitchhiked to Key West - Miami
3/17/41 - Returned via bus

8. 30/August 1941 -- Arrived New London. Kids returned August 27.
Arrive N.L. Saturday. Bike ride across river in
New London.

9. Dec. 7, 1941 -- Jay left ("We were arranging newly purchased
furniture in an apartment in New London, Con-
necticut on the day of the Japanese attack on
Pearl Harbor.")

Lucille moved in.
Ilene baptized. Navy house.
Elders held Primary in our house. Always left it immaculate.

10. 1942 -- Children in Washington. Dorothy hit with shovel.
Church in Lodge Hall.

11. 1942 -- Met children in New York
Statue of Liberty
Double~-decker bus and shopping.

12. Aug. 1942 -- Our Navy Magazine listed authorized advancements
to C.P.O. A.A. of men passed exams.
Visit Statue of Liberty when children
arrive from Washington.

13. South Elliott Place. Children crowd around to cross street. First
lesson in race prejudice. |

14. May 21, 1942 -- Commencement exercises Gering High School for i
Philip.

Papa died ("In 1942 my father died and mother and Phil
came to live with me in New London, later going to my
sister's in Philadelphia. Papa worked as a caretaker
at a cemetery and one day he died while on the job, of a
heart attack.") \

15. October 1942 —-- New Orleans Children November
Mama -- Nellie Phil in the Army |
Worked at Thom McCann's Store (shoes)
Christmas Party "And the Worms Came!"
Ride to end of line -- 15 cents (For an after-

noon's entertainment Savilla, Wilbur, and Dorothy
rode to the end of the bus line, spending their last
15 cents - 5 cents each. Fortunately the bus driver

didn't make them get off at the end an@ they were able§
to wait until the bus returned to service to return home.)






‘Mr. and Mrs. Clark Long, in this city,

“has been_ an employe of the sugar
| company here for some time, his home

William H. Bliss and Miss Savilia
E. Long were married last Saturday
at the home of the bride’s parents,

the nuptial ceremony being pronounc-
ed by Rev. E. H. Maynard. Mr. Bliss

having been Batesland, S. . The

happy rair left for that section after |

the weddisg, but will in due time re-

turn here to make their home. Each |

' of them has a circle of warm friends

who wish them great joy in their wed-

ded life.

= o r

" Aileene Bliss, of Lynden, is stay- b
ing at the Martin Everts home

' while her mother is at St. Luke’s
Lg_gxzﬁeralﬁ!zg:spigglﬁm Bellingham. —

,Savmdf&nss. has filed suit in su-_
“perior court for a divorce from Wil-
liam Bliss, charging cruel treatment.
\The couple married in Gering, Ne-
‘praska, 1929, and there are iIWO
‘children.
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T}le ideal of every normal wom- 7
aun is a man in whose keeping she

e

ean commit her life to be coi-
trolled, guided and protected.
Otherwise she had better remain
alone. For such as they ave of no

ecarthly use to mar

1.
V. PHILIP HAFFNER.

Today Is _Mine

I've shut the door on Yesterday

Its sorrows and mistakes;

L
1!
2

e

Tve locked within its gloomy walls |
Past failures and heartaches; '
And now I throw the key away

To seek another room,

And furnish it with hopes and

smiles

And every springtime bloom.

 No thought shall enter this abode

That has a hint of pain,
And every malice and distrust
Shall never therein reign;

T've shut the door on Yesterday

And thrown the key away—

Tomorrow holds no doubt for me

*’_Sil_lce I have found Today.
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DEAREST DARLING SALLY BABY;-

~/ JUST A RUSH LINE ON ACCOUNT OF WE ARE
GETTING UNDERWAY IN A FOO MINUTES AND | HAVE JUST LEARNED THE REAL
PROSPECT IVE DOPE WHICH MAY OR MAY NOT BE ADHERED TO.

WE LEAVE HERE MARCH 6TH AND ARE DUE BACK HERE FOR ONE DAY ONLY IN
LATE APRIL. AS | SEE IT, HOWEVER, THESE BOATS ARETTNCAPABLE OF
MAKING TRIPS SUCH AS IS PLANNED WITHOUT BEING GREATLY IN NEED OF
OVERHAUL OF ONE KIND OR ANOTHER. THIS PORT OFFERS TWO SHIPYARDS
WHI1CH CAN DO SAID WORK, SO IT'S MY PRIVATE OPINION THAT WHEN WE
COME BACK HERE WE WILL STAY HERE FOR MORE THAN ONE DAY. A WEEK OR
0 LS. MORE "L IKE [Ts

SO START PACKING, HONEY. PUT EVERYTHING YOU DON'T ACTUALLY NEED i
IN THE TRUNK - INCLUDING ALL MY CIVVIES - AND STORE IT. LEAVE EVERY-
THING YOU DO NOT ACTUALLY NEED IN STORAGE AND MAKE ARRANGEMENTS TO
LEAVE FOR MIAM| AS SOON AS YOU GET YOUR ALLOTMENT CHECK. WE WILL
HAVE NO MORE THAN TWO DAYS TOGETHER THIS TIME, BUT ALTHOUGH THIS

| SORT OF MOVE MAY SEEM FOOLISH EXPENDITURE NOW I THINK WE CAN SAVE

| IN THE LONG RUN, RENT CAN BE HAD VERY CHEAPLY AFTER THE TOURIST

| SEASON ENDS. OUGHT TO PAY NO MORE THAN 15 BUX PER MONTH THEN.,

SEE MR.SLADE AT NR 3 SOUTH ELLIOTT PLACE AND GIVE HIM THE NOTE |

WILL ENCLOSE. WHEN YOU READ THE NOTE YOU'LL SEE WHY | WANT YOU TO
>~ CONTACT HIM, CALL ON HIM AT ABOUT ogpy AND IF NECESSARY WAIT UNTIL

HE GETS HOME. HE IS A YEOMAN FIRST CLASS, ON SHORE DUTY AT THE YARD.,

['*M SENDING THIS AIRMAIL BUT WILL WRITE TO GREATER LENGTH TONITE.

THAT'S ALL FOR NOW, HONEY. | LOVE YOU AND WILL BE COUNTING THE
HOURS UNTIL YOUR ARRIVAL. LET'S TAKE WHAT HAPPINESS WE CAN WHILE
TRECORPORTUNITY PRESENTESS

ALL MY LOVE AND KISSES AND B/E FROM YOUR
DADDY

SRy

P.S. OSAVE EVERY PENNY YOU POSSIBLY CAN, HONEY. BUY GROCERIES ONLY
AS YOU ACTUALLY NEED THEM - FROM MEAL TO MEAL. | THINK WE
CAN MAKE OUT QUITE WELL AND IF NECESSARY | CAN BORROW ENOUGH
TO MAKE UP THE DIFFERENCE WHICH CAN BE REPAID OUT OF THE
MONEY SAVED IN RENT AND GROCERIES HERE. C? O HONEY
COME A-RUNNIN'?
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16. 1943 -- Jay to the Pacific
We to L.A.
Apartment until furniture arrived.
Ilene operation
D. skipped 5B - 6B

17. 1944 —-- Braces

Additional "War Time" quote: "My husband served eight years on the
U.5.S. Arizona just prior to our marriage and it was with shock and
horror that we listened to the radio on Dec. 7, 1941 and learned

that it had been sunk by Japanese bombers. He had many acquaintances
on board. 1In the following six years we followed him to Miami, Phil-
adelphia, Baltimore, Norfolk, New London, Provincetown, New Orleans,
and Los Angeles. He served at sea during all of World War II. During
that time we could count a total of six months together as we met when
his different ships came to ports up and down the east coast, and fin-
ally back to the west coast in 1943." This all amounted to a lot of
traveling, which prompted this note by Savilla "Travel was not one of
my childhood dreams, nevertheless enjoyed very much."

During those war years Savilla not only traveled, with all the
preparations that required, but made every dwelling a pleasant home
for her family. I've heard her tell of certain things she always
packed in such a way that she could get to them guickly and make

each new place seem familiar and home-like. Savilla also had several
jobs to help with the support of her family. As she put it "I worked
in several stores but liked photo-finishing best." Meanwhile, besides

all the stresses and strains brought on by the war, the réithe stresses
and strains brought on by the divorce from Bill. Bill could not seem
to give up the hope of winning her back and his many communications
were a mixture of pleading and anger, with implied threats. The agree-
ment was that the children would spend their summers with him and that
required the two of them to cross the country several times on the
train. This was a great worry, in addition to all the arrangements
that had to be made. Wilbur as "big brother" shouldered the respon-
sibility very well and the two of them were able to see a great deal
of this country while gaining experience and independence. And mean-
while, they were growing up. This poem was undoubtedly written for
Dorothy, and since it wasn't included in the poetry booklet, I will
include it here, even though it doesn't appear completely finished.

Don't put away your dollies
For it means you're growing up
Or your little toy tea set
With its one remaining cup.

Life may beckon with its glamour

Like a precious shining star

But you'll look back and wish you were
The little girl you are.
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Don't rush away and leave the land

Of Make Believe and Nod

For no where in this world you'll find
Such magic in the sod.

Remember how a cup of dirt
(And some got in your eye)
Mixed with a little water
Made your dolls a perfect pie?

There was a time when Mama's kiss
Was balm to every pain

And tears were dried by laughter
Like sunshine dries the rain.

But now you think you are so big,
I'll . never understand...

Have you forgotten it was T,

Who showed you Fairy Land?

(Alternate ending "Who shared your Fairy Land?)
(An excerpt from a letter written in 1963 to the Joneses in Samoa)

"I find that in my desires for the besqthings for my children in
this life that I set goals too high for Wilbur to jump upon and there-
fore was critical of his little failures -- which I know was very
wrong. It made him feel he could not please me sometimes -- why try?
He was always affectionate and did little things to show me he cared
but I missed the potential he had and fell short in the encouragement
and understanding he needed. I am so happy to see him pull himself
up by his bootstraps."

Jay was hospitalized for 6 weeks in 1946 at Long Beach Navy
hospital for stomach ulcers. 1In 1948 he finished 21 years of service
and was transferred to the Fleet Reserves as a C.P.0. Savilla went
to work for City Photo Service and Jay went to school for three years
hoping to gain good health and a new vocation. He graduated from
Long Beach City College in 1951 and received an A.A. degree in refrig-
eration. Instead of working in refrigeration however, he went to work
that fall for North American Aviation.

In 1947 the Waltons bought a home at 3166 Golden Avenue in Long
Beach, California. Prior to that the family had lived on 24th street
in Los Angeles and in Truman Boyd Manor, which was Navy Housing, in
Long Beach. They thought it wonderful to own their own home. At first
there was no garage, but in a few years they added one. Savilla said:
"There are so many memories in every room of this house. Jay's sight-
less father, my mother, -and two children, all lived together here

for a time, /mid much activity. The children were by then teenagers
and were active in high school and Church activities."
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Savilla's little reminder notes to herself, for the time when
she would complete her life story, provide more clues as to ewents
she considered noteworthy between the war and 1950. They attended
Wilshire Ward in Los Angeles and the children went to Foshay Jr.
High School. In Long Beach they attended Long Beach First Ward, which
was then meeting in the Masonic Temple. The children attended Frank-
lin Jr. High and Stephens Jr. High, and Long Beach Polytechnic High
School. They moved into their new house on Golden Avenue in July of
1947 and Wilbur planned a surprise birthday party for Dorothy on
January 10th of 1948. The kids from Church were invited. (I remember
that party -- it was lots of fun and we had a terrific Scavenger Hunt).
On December 25, 1947, they took Wilbur and Dorothy to Christmas dinner
at the Naval Station on Terminal Island, California.

In 1948 Wilbur was married and this is what she wrote in her
Book of Remembrance about thate

"Wilbur has always been an affectionate and thoughtful son.
When he was a little boy he brought the first flowers of spring to
me and we marveled at their beauty. FEach spring I looked forward and
wondered which flower he would bring this year.

"When he was a young man I suddenly realized one spring day, he'd
forgotten to bring me a flower. When I told him, he gave me an embar-
rassed smile and said, "I took it to Donna." Then I knew my son's
heart belonged first to someone else.

"They were married at the home of her parents, Charles and Nora
Tyler on July 16, 1948. It was her parent's wedding anniversary.
They were sealed for time and eternity, October 26, 1953 in the Mesa,
Arizona Temple.

"I lost the first flowers of spring but I gained a daughter.
As the years go by I find her sweet, gentle nature, snd gracious man-
ners endear her more to me. She is truly my second daughter. I am
especially happy and grateful for the sisterly love and friendship
between my daughter Dorothy, @and Donna."

In 1948 Jay made Dorothy's birthday cake and it fell. He tied
it with string and it was a happy occasion "proving that it's the
spirit that counts."

On 20 February, 1949, the first Sunday School was held in the
newly completed Long Beach First Ward Chapel. With donated labor,
the final cost was $146,000. It was dedicated 17 April 1949.

On April 1, 1949 Dorothy was 'Queen of the Rosette Ball' with
Joyce Jacobs as her attendant. And then this note about Dorothy:
"If you could see Dorothy window shop -- no prices." Dorothy grad-
uated from high school on June 15, 1950 and their graduation gift to
her was a Lady Hamilton watch. And Dorothy worked at the town hall
office in 1950.
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Savilla continued working as a photo finisher for Snap Pack at
city Photo Service in Long Beach, California. She made a note'of.
this "City Photo Snicker: Angie, 'Did you work in a photo studio in
Switzerland?' Margerita, 'Oh no! A butcher shop.' Angie, "Oh well,
it's similar."

A whole new phase of life began for Savilla on February l6th,
1950, when Andrea, her first grandchild was born. Right away she gave
a dinner in her honor, with lovely table setting and place—carqs, ligte
ing herself as "Grandma." She was only 38 years old but the title of

Grandma was okay by her.

There was a sad event that year also. Their little dog, ?uddie,
that they were so very fond of was poisoned and d%ed. The reminder
note says he took sick on September 2, 1950 and died on September
8th. They were heartbroken.

Dorothy was ;married in 1951 and Savilla took special pleasure
in being able to make her wedding dress. "There is something about
making a wedding dress that is like stitching all your fond hopes
and dreams into a wordless blessing. I loved every painstaking part
of it. What a thrill to see it fit smoothly in the bodice without
pulling any place. After several attempts the slip held it out just
right without breaking the flowing lines. Dorothy wanted it floor
length without a train. Finished it just cleared the floor evenly
all the way around and it was so full she could hold each side shoulder
high. A nylon tulle skirt over the satin skirt seemed to be just the
thing to make the dress especially for her. I practiced on the scraps
until T could roll the silk for her veil in a tiny unstitched hem. I
covered the little Juliet cap with satin and lace. So many things go
into a wedding dress, a few tears, a few laughs and a mother's love

and best wishes." (Swu@hels d%7

For her Book of Remembrance she wrote "Dorothy has always haen
a sincere, affectionate and dependable girl. Her guiet manner often
hides her intense loyalty to those she loves. She is usually calm and
easy going but with the ability to be persevering and careful when
necessary. Once in a while she seems lost in deep thoughtﬁhat rejects
intrusion, yet again, her spontaneous delight in response to someone's
clowning, is a delight to see.

"I should have known as she collected many dolls and would not
part with any, that little children would be her chief interest in
life. Her family comes first, then her work in Primary, but often
she opens her heart and home to other little ones.’

"She has always known what she wanted, and her favorite expres-
sion is, 'There must be a way.' When she was to graduate from Poly
Highschool, she wanted a red suit of a particular shade and style.
We shopped until our feet were sore, but we found it, and ten years
later she still wore it with pleasure.”



-50-

"And so it was when she met Broadie F. Jones, the nephew of
our next door neighbors. As the summer passed I realized they were
falling in love, and I thought of the red suit, for it seemed once
more my daughter had found her heart's desire. "

"They were married December 20th, 1951, at Long Beach First
Ward, with the reception following. The next spring, 1952, she
graduated from City College. They were sealed ﬁor time and eternity
in the St. George Temple on September 12, 1953.'

"Broadie is a hard-working, ambitious, family man. I am so very
grateful Dorothy found someone she could depend on who shares her love
of the Gospel, children, and home. The harmony that exists between our
families is one of my choicest blessings."

(Excerpts from a letter written to Janice, a cousin, June 9,
1964) ;

"My daughter, Dorothy Ilene Bliss, married Broadie Firmon Jones
Jr., of La Jolla, California. His aunt and uncle are our next door
neighbors, so you can see how they met. Every date they had she took
the Book of Mormon with them, or "Preparing for Marriage," an L.D.S.
book, and he was baptized the month before they were married. I
thought at the time he may have jeined the Church because she did
not want to marry outside the Church. I could never have been more
wrong. He has never wavered in his faith and has been a most enthu-
siastic worker in the Aaronic Priesthood, Boy Scouts, and Church and
Los Angeles Temple Building programs. He is a licensed
electrician."

Savilla's own writings: "The Korean War recalled many service
men to duty, among them my husband. He was sent as an instructor in
radio to the Naval Training School in Nerfolk, Virginia, in March
of 1952. We rented our house and went to Norfolk where I worked at
Campbell Photo Service and learned to print and develop. I loved
photo finishing and continued to enjoy it as a hobby in a small way,
for several years.

When my mother became seriously ill and his father died, December
23, 1952, we returned in haste to Long Beach, California. I stayed
to help solve the problem of Mother's care. She had been living with
my sister while I was in Norfolk and my sister's husband was ill too.
Jay returned to Norfolk to obtain a transfer near to Long Beach. Soon
after his arrival in San Diego he was hospitalized because of his ul-
cers and underwent surgery at the Naval Hospital there. During his
convalescence we borrowed a tent and spent three weeks at Sequoia and
Yosemite National Parks. After his transfer again to Fleet Reserve,
we moved back to our home."

While Jay and Savilla were in Norfolk, Dorothy graduated from
Long Beach City College -- the 12th of June, 1952, and their second
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grandchild, Rand L. Bliss, was born -- June 15, 1952,

Before going to Norfolk, Savilla and Jay had become interested
in square dancing and joined a club of square dancers called the
Lazy Eights. This brought each of them a great deal of pleasure
and Savilla did herself proud with matching costumes for them to
wear. On November 4, 1951 they participated in the South Coast
Association of Square Dance Clubs Promenade (the fifth) at the Long
Beach Auditorium. They continued with the sguare dancing after their
return from Norfolk. Savilla said, "A few years ago we had learned
to square dance. My husband and I had so much fun in this friendly
fashion until my health stopped it. He loves music, close harmony
in trio, and square dancing."

It was after their return from Norfolk that Savilla became active
in Relief Society. She said, "I will always be grateful to Sisters
Caroll Appleberry, Maude Rowan, Beryl Garrett, and the late, dear
Jenness Conners for their influence and confidence in my ability to
help by serving, first as Magazine Representative and last as Home
Management teacher. Sister Garrett was the teacher for our Genealogy
Home teacher training class. I considered it a privilege to attend
the classes in genealogy by J. Grant Stevenson in the East Long Beach
Stake Center. In 1953 I had purchased a copy of "The Slafter Memor-
ial" from an antique book dealer and began to think seriously about
genealogy but didn't know how to start. Eventually I took several
B.Y.U. courses in genealogical research and all the classes my sister,
Nellie Gamage, taught for many years. We both searched the available
public records, but the most help in compiling these records has been
through correspondence, family records, pictures, and personal con-
tact.

"The collecting and verifying of these records has been an exhaust-
ing, expensive, and time consuming, but interesting hobby. I am most
grateful to a patient, generous husband. I have collected family
photographs from my mother, Aunt Viola, and Blanche (Siver) Henry,
which gave me valuable clues for genealogical research. I have another
negative file of pictures I have taken and a collection of colored
35 m.m. slides as a result of 'my hobby."

In April of 1953 Savilla's third grandchild, Rochelle, was born
and lived only four days. Rochelle was Dorothy's first child and
Savilla eased her heartache by writing a poem of comfort for Dorothy
and Broadie regarding the loss of this sweet and beautiful baby.

Savilla's words again: "On November 7, 1954, my mother died and
our sorrow was dimmed only a little because she no longer suffered.
It is truly heartbreaking to see one who has been so sweet and gentle
and kind to everyone spend their last years in confusion and pain and
misery.

"Just before Easter, 1955, I went to work again at City Photo
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Service for one year. The following spring we took a trip to Canada
and the scenes of my husband's childhood in a convent on Vancouver
Island. I had bought an Argus C4 and projector while working.

In Oregon we bought an Ansco reflex. I really had a wonderful time
sight-seeing and snapping pictures.

"In August, 1956, my husband was transferred to Van Nuys, Calif-
ornia and we bought a small home one block from work and three blocks
from the Van Nuys Stake Center. While there I continued my genealog-
ical research."

They were happy to be able to move back to Long Beach a year
later because they had so much missed their family and friends.
It was about this time that the Christmas tree decorating parties
began (perhaps closer to 1954). Savilla decided she was not going
to put up a Christmas tree because she no longer had children living
at home. Dorothy took a dim view of that, and together with Wilbur,
planned a party in which the two families arrived at the Walton's
door, tree in hand, and singing Christmas carols. It proved to be
such a wonderful evening that it became a tradition. Savilla con-
cluded each evening by having each -grandchild choose a favorite
tree decoration, to keep. Even today, at each Christmastime, those
ornaments remind of those pleasant evenings together at Grandma and
Grandpa Walton's house.

Savilla speaking again, "I always seemed to have one health
problem after another and about this time difficulty I'd had with my
foot flared into arthritis and with other physical difficulties, I
was frequently limited in my activities both in Relief Society and
sepcial life. In March (of 1957, I think), I had surgery at Corona
Naval Hospital, and again major surgery there in June. Everyone was
so kind to me. I know I was truly blessed when Brother Norman and
Brother Arnold administered to me. It took longer than I expected to
completely recover but I've had much to strengthen my testimony."

Quote from June 9, 1964 letter to Janice, "Two years ago Dorothy
and Broadie went to Apia, Western Samoa, where he is Superintendent
of buildings and grounds and in charge of the Boy Scout program in
that new nation. His most recent Church assignment, I think, was
stake president of the Elders' Quorum. I really can't keep up with
what they are doing. There are so few members from the United States
that they have to double up on jobs, but they say it has been the
most wonderful experience in their lives. Dorothy teaches the Relief
Society literature lessons, the Stars in Primary, and the five-year-
olds in Sunday School. One time she had to fill in teaching school
to finish the sememster when a teacher returned to the States before
school was out. Their assignment will expire in October and we will
be glad to welcome them home. I suely have missed them. We were a
close, compatible group who got together frequently."
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Letters are the best source of information we have about Sawv-
illa's life in the 60's. Fortunately she kept copies of most of
the letters she wrote to Dorothy and Broadie while they were in
Samoa.

Savilla's long held dream was realized when Jay was baptized.
In a letter to brother Don, she said, "I think I told you Jay was
baptized a Mormon in November, 1962 and was made an Elder last Jan-
vary. Through all of the difficulties ofkhe last year the Lord has
surely blessed us. We can always look at a situationbbjectively
and see that certain things are just a part of mortal life and could
be so much worse if it were not for the blessings we receive."

In 1962, when Andrea, the first grandchild, turned twelwve,
Savilla and Jay started a tradition that they hoped to carry out
with all of their grandchildren. We do not have an account of the
first one, but a letter tells of the plans for Randy's. "We will
bring Rand home because he was 12 years old Monday. Saturday will
be his own special day with Grandpa and Grandma Walton. That means
a new suit as he'll be passing the Sacrament after he is ordained,
and maybe new shoes. Depends on what we have to pay for a suit.
Then lunch at a cafeteria - anything he wants -- and off to Marine-
land. We want to help make it special for the children when they
enter Mutual or for the boys, when they are ordained Deacons. Im-
portant days in their lives to always remember. We try to make it
a special present of clothing such as they will wear to Church.
We're happy to help them remember it and in a loving way impress on
them the sacredness of the ordinances they receive, or step up in
Church activity at age twelve."

In a letter dated October 3, 1963, Savilla said, "You will know
by now that Belle is suffering no more from her fatal illness. She
was rational and unusually alert and well of mind to the last day.
She was unusually cooperative and complained very little, the head
nurse told us. We took Thedie back to the cemetary later, the day
of the funeral, and took pictures of the grave and the view from
all directions. We had bought undeveloped property in the new sec-
tion, but all 4 grave sites were transferred to the Vista section.
There is a beautiful little chapel nearby and by having a small,
virtually private funeral we could sit out in the lovely chapel in
front of the speaker, instead of using the family room. I am more
convinced than ever that that is my desire for either Jay or myself
when we pass on. I am much opposed to using the L.D.S. Chapel for
funerals. It is a place of worship for the living. Besides, fun-
erals are really for the family and close friends, like birth, or
marriage -- sacred to those concerned."

From 6 November, 1963 "Donna & Wilbur are so busy and last
year was such a flop that we are not having the Tree Decorating
Party. We will try to get together one evening here for fun in the
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Holidays. I think they invited us for Christmas dinner; I'm sure
they did. We may never have the tree party unless you want it when
you come home. It was no fun without you. We sat around after get-
ting off to a bad start by the tree not being wup and Jay cutting it
too short for the holder. Finally it was up and we threw on a few

~lights and decorations, tried to sing carols -- no one was in the
mood --"made a tape which did not go right and finally eating the
refreshments -- missing you all. (We remember that too. We arrived

all dressed up and excited, determined to make the best of it even
though we knew we would miss the Jones family badly. Our feelings
were hurt when nothing, absolutely nothing was ready. It was as
though it wasn't worth the effort without Dorothy and family. A
year later, with the Joneses still gone -- we had no heart to try it
again. DB)

Early in February, 1964, Jay had a heart attack. There seems
to be no account of the immediate happening, but several letters
give information concerning it.

Feb. 12, 1964: "Just a letter in haste today to tell you Jay
is getting along well. He is a little unhappy to have the Doc make
him put the bed no higher than 12" and no pillow at all bunched up
under his head so he could see T.V. with his bi-focals. He seemed
cheerful this morning so I guess he has adjusted to it. He has had
no pain, he says, since the morning after the attack but the Doc said
that makes no difference. It is impossible to tell how much damage is
done until later. He was not in shock and was walking around until
he went into the hospital so I feel it will not be very bad. I am
going to take his specks out to the Base to let them see what they
read and they will make him a pair of distance glasses free -- rather
that is one of the fringe benefits he has earned."

Feb. 20, 1964 - "Jay had a complete physical exam last month
because I felt something was wrong. He was so tired looking and fell
asleep everytime he sat down. The Doc said he had no heart trouble
then so this was a surprise. The doctor expects him to come home
next week and in 3 weeks be able to go back to work. He isn't going
to let Jay rush it, thank goodness.

March 26, 1964: "I took Jay to the Doc's office this last Wed.
for the first time since he came home. He was feeling so good he
was sure he would be allowed much more activity than before. The
EKG shows a small amount of improvement but not enough to permit
much added activity. He feels good but said he felt a starboard list
when he was walking while downtown. Yesterday I took himko the hos-
pital for his blood test and it showed the need to increase the Cou-
marin (for the thinning of the blood) by doubling it 3 times a week.
Dr. said at least two more weeks of rest. He can be up between meals,
flat after he eats for a half or one hour but no working. He can ride
for 15 miles. I can see he looks tired.
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April 9, 1964 "I, Jay, came from the hospital Feb. 28th and
have been up and around for the past few weeks except for a prone
half hour after meals. Yesterday I went to the doctor who said the
prognosis at first of three weeks in the hospital and after three
weeks at home I'd probably " go back to work was just a soft approach
to a man in the midst of a heart attack. He said yesterday it would
be another month before I could possibly go back to work. I feel
good, eat well, have gained about 10 1lbs., look (they tell me) ten
years younger, but as to whether I am going to be able to go back
to my former work remains to be seen.

June 9, 1964: "Yesterday I went to the doctor and was given a
written release to go back to work with no restrictions. Now I must
pass the doctor at North American before I can actually return to
work. That will be done this week,because my medical leave expires
June 15th. The EKG's showed the blood clot which my medico says is
a permanent thing. I, however, feel no ill effects at this moment,
nor have I at any time since I entered the hospital. No pains at
all, ever. I must continue medication for blood thinning and pro-
thrombin tests periodically to check progress, but all in all I
think I'm a very lucky man."

July 8, 1964+ "I don't know whether I have written you since
June 15, but if so I'll repeat that I went to work on the 15th day
of June and am now half way thru my fourth work week since the fate-
ful day. Counting it out, I found that I had been off work for four
months and eight days. Quite a vacation! Hope my next one isn't
due to such a drastic cause. I am very well, indeed, and am having
no trouble keeping up with theherd."

Jay's illness was, of course, a hardship on Savilla also as she
had everything to handle herself. Doing all the driving was a respon-
sibility she did not relish and she said at one point that Jay was
going grey from the experience of her being always at the wheel. But
by July their lives had begun to get back to normal.

July 9, 1964: "Surprise! Donna and I are taking swimming lessons
at Norwalk Park. Much fun but Oh! Our painful sunburn and aching,
long unused muscles! I go early and we are making ourselves some
much needed dresses. I can turtle float, jelly fish float and come
out of it without a splash. If I get to floundering in my efforts to
swim -- I just go into a turtle float and up I come smooth and con-
fident. Hi, Hi and another HI! When I was kicking with a paddle

board I went backwards ————- the instructor said she didn't know how-—--!"

June 18, 1964: "The MOST WONDERFUL THING happened this week!
Daddy Jay received a package from Western Samoa and wheﬁhe opened it
there were pictures of our four precious grandchildren -- you look
so far away: I know it is God's will and you are doing a noble work,
but you'll newver know how much we've missed you. You, my son and

daughter, know how much you love your children but you have yet to
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know what it means to have them grow up, marry, fand have babies.
Those children are just as dear as your own are but you must not say
the wrong word or usurp any of the parent's privileges -- because
these children God has given to them to yraise. You, as grandparents,
have been over the same road and don't know all the answers but you
are wise enough to know you do know a few of the answers. So you
must stand by and silently see if your children can do a better job
of raising their little ones than you did. You must not spoil them,
not because of the parents alone but because the cild will only suf-
fer later in life. Sometimes you love them so much your heart will
almost burst and sometimes you would like to lovingly but firmly turn
them up (and their parents too!) and paddle their pants. Then sud-
denly they are thousands of miles away and ¢ime goes on. You know
they are growing up and you wonder what they look 1like??? You'd love
to put your arms around them. Then comes the best gift of all --
pictures! YOU WILL NEVER KNOW WHAT JOY THEY BROUGHT UNTIL YOU ARE IN
THE SAME OLD BOAT! THANK YOU¥

The time finally passed and the Jones family was due to come

home. The letter written October 8, 1964 reveals the following

"The closet, chest, etc. in the middle bedroom is empty for you to
use. We plan to sleep at Clarence's and Wanda's. You will have our
room without the drawers and closet. The folda bed in front bedroom
sleeps two big girls, middle sleeps 2 small girls, B.J. and D.D. and
Son in back B.R. and excess gear in garage. O.K? You'll feel the
difference in climate. I'll come down when Wanda goes to school and
the men go to work. We'll go out there to sleep. Jay's sleep won't
be disturbed, you will be alone with your family at night and when

you get your house back and ready -- good. We will meet you and
probably Wilbur and Donna too. If not we can drive both our cars
to the airport —-- the Rambler and the Vauxhall. Will cash checks as

requested. I have not found figures on things I sent. Twixt Jean,
Belle, and Jay's illness I have done my best and it sometimes wasn't
good enough. Such is life. We are happy to have each other and our
children and grandchildren and what we do have. This is such a fleet-
ing thing -- life on earth. Tomorrow you will be home..." There is
also a slip of paper that says it contains the date and time of the
Pan American Plane which brought Dorothy and family back to U.S. from
Western Samoa. Actually no date is given. However, they arrived at
Gate 29 at 7:20.

The reference to "Jean" is another reminder of the many kindnesses
Savilla gave to others. Jean was a daughter of Jay's cousin, who was
also Savilla's good friend. When she was expecting her second child
out of wedlock, Savilla and Jay opened their home to her and little
Cindy and looked after them for six months -- growing, of course,
very attached to Cindy in the process. Their grief was considerable
when she died a few years later as the result of a severe burn.

It was also about this time that Savilla returned to school to
complete the requirements for graduation from high school. She en-
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joyed very much being back in the classroom. Fortunately she saved
some of the original compositions she wrote for those classes. They
give valuable and interesting information about her life and I will
guote some here.

A GOOD EDUCATION
(Walton, Savilla -- 3/10/65 -- 703, Wed.)

A good education is the key to success. A diploma will open the
door to a better occupation. The knowledge acguired will build self-
confidence, technical skill and appreciation for higher learning.

The earlier in life a good education is acquired, the greater an in-
dividual's chance for success will be. Many persons could improve
their opportunities by going back to school after they are grewn and
married. It would help the wage earner to merit a promotion or the
homemaker to be more creative, interesting and thrifty. Time spent
in learning skill is like putting money in the bank.

BEST TIME OF LIFE
(Walton, Savilla -- 3/29/65 —-- Mon. 9-:00)

We frequently hear this remark made and followed by numerous
reasons why that specific time was, is, or will be, to the speaker,
the best time of life. It is good that youth thinks of it often
as tomorrow, next year, -- the beckoning arch of a promising rain-
bow. It is good for the mature person to think of it as today --

a day to dare to do all of the worthwhile things maturity recog-
nizes, appreciates, comprehends, visualizes, and hopes to accom-
plish. It is good for all of us to appreciate the ruminations of
those who are nearing the sunset of life. Some of these petple

found pots of gold at the end of the rainbow, some are eagerly, zest-
fully still striving on to new horizons, and some, disallusioned,
have given up.

SAVING BY SEWING

(There are two scratch copies of this -- perhaps it was never fin-
ished and handed in. But it contains Savilla's thoughts and I
will do the best I can with it. It is dated March 29, 1965.)

More saving by sewing in the home should be done. The family
income seldom increases to meet the grawing needs. Money saved by
sewing is a double saving because it can lessen expenditures and
is not taxable! Valuable skills are learned and taught by utilizing
discarded articles and new materials. While it will clothe the fam-
ily less expensively, the savings are not limited to making wearing
apparel.

Children's play clothes and costumes can be made from out-grown
or partially worn garments or from curtains, tablecloths and bedding.
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Pillow cases are quickly made from the good outside strips of old
sheets. Wash cloths, bibs, bedroom slippers, pot holders, dish tow-
els, sofa pillows, buffet or patio napkins, decorative and useful net
dish or bath scrubbers, curtains, personal small laundry bags, quilts
and bedspreads are some of the many items that can actually be made
from discarded clothing, turkish toweling, sheets, tablecloths, for-
mal evening gowns, blankets, net petticoats, and draperies. The list
is as endless as necessity, imagination, and desire are present.
These seldom reguire spending more than a few cents for thread or
patterns and trimmings. It is a pleasure to discover what you can
possess for a trifling cost and two willing hands with scissors,
needles and thread.

One Christmas we made adorable toys -- poodle dogs from a
black, machine laundered ' ¢oat and a lamb from a pink chinchilla
coat. I almost hated to part with them.

CHILDREN ARE DELIGHTFUL
(4/5/65)

Children are an endless source of delight to me. Their astute
observations, candid remarks, and amazing vitality are usually under-
estimated by their parents.

When my son, Wilbur, was a child he frequently volunteered for
extra-curricular activities, an admirable trait but we moved fre-
quently to follow the Navy ship to which my husband was assigned,
at our own expense. Just before payday while in Miami, Wilbur came
home from school and asked for money to go with a group to the local
weather bureau.

"You would volunteer," I exploded, "if it takes my last dollar
of bread money: Here, take it!"

The next afternoon he came home from school and happily handed
me the dollar bill. "My teacher said she didn't want anyone going
without bread!" He explained that she, therefore, paid his way. I
almost dropped dead then but have laughed many times since.

My grandson, Larry Wilbur, saw mud hens diving for food at the
lake and exclaimed, "Look at those silly shickens (sic) trying to
drown themselves:"

Christine, my daughter's little girl, loved to hold a book and
jabber before she could talk, much less read. My husband was en-
tranced and patiently listened. His training in communications en-
abled him to pick up a definite rhythm and inflection in her attempt
to read. We were all amazed when he discovered she was repeating,
"Send a dollar, send a dollar," that sounded like "sed a dolla, sed a
dolla." She had heard it on the radio.
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I could continue with my experience in.the Bon Marche, when an
innocent (?) little boy in front of me, swatted an elderly mainfenance
man who was polishing brass trim near the floor. I was carrying an
umbrejld. It rains frequently in New Orleans. That is as high as the
gentleman could see until he looked up into my surprised eyes!

Children are delightful!

MY FUTURE FOR THE NEXT TWENTY YEARS
(6/16/65)

I have given serious thought to my future during the next twenty
years. I realized the goals I had made were obsolete. Some things
that were important to me twenty years ago, such as raising and ed-
ucating my children, buying a home and helping my children to become
successful in their married lives, were finished.

I had worked while my husband went to school. Now, he is es-
tablished with a secure future. However, my desires for more educa-
tion have been often put aside. It is too late to become a school
teacher, therefore, new goals must be set.

I have time and ability to learn, perhaps make it profitable
financially, with new goals, I will be a more interesting person,
as a wife, with new interests. I may delve into new avenues that
will attract participation from my husband.

We have our home almost paid for but need to replace a few
furnishings before my husband retires. We have only seven years.
Purchase a new car.

In the next twenty years I want to acgquire an A.A. degree. I
hope we can be sealed in the L.A. Temple of the Latter-day Saints
Church. I want to learn the techniques of writing for an emotional
outlet, fun and perhaps profit. I want to take care of my health
to remain mentally and physically active. TLast but not least, I
want to strive for independence as an individual.

In these efforts I hope to reach retirement renewed inbpirit
with something to offer of myself to my husband, family, and society,
that is of value. I hope to be prepared to share my time, to travel
when we retire and always, to be too busy to need a rocking chair as
long as I live.

There are two more, which can be copied as she left them, plus
this little observation that was written on May 17, 1965: -
"One Saturday in April my husband and I took a friend back to
the departing Lurline and then we drove over the Vincent Thomas Bridge.
As we crossed this span of magnificent engineering, the large ocean li-
f p: i at about five knots.
ner was approaching o c ol i
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Walton, Savilla

727 M 9300

May 17, 1965
PROMENADE OF A SQUARE DANCE DRESS

I had a humble beginning and who would have guessed that I, fashioned from six
yards of printed percale, a scrap of French organdy and eighteen yards of black bias
tape, would travel so far or bring joy to so many people? Many of my contemporaries,
more beautiful and expensive than I, were discarded long ago. I am happy to share
my promenade through life with you,

I was conceived in the mind of an enthusiastic Lazy Eight Club member for the
Fifth Annual Promenade of the South Coast Association of Square Dance Clubs in 1951,
What T lacked in quality was made up in quantity as the voluminous skirt was skill-
fully put together., The provincial print of tiny white hearts outlined in black on
the blue cotton material, was a symbol of the love two happy people shared and I
adopted it as my personality image, I didn't need the fluffy petticoat she wore to
make me bouffant, By the night of the promenade I was eagerly awaiting my debut,

I had heard Her and Him talking and I knew I could twirl with the best of them and
form a star as high as she could reach, 1 proved myself that wonderful night at the
Long Beach Auditorium and expected my life would be one of gay episodes with periods
of absolute rest between,

Imagine my surprise after five faithful years of service, to hear Her say she
would have to give up square dancing and I was tc be given to her adorable grand-
child, No more parties or Promenades? How horrible! With a vivacious flourish she
presented Me to the Little Lady the next week, She was a beautiful child only eight
years old, Her long, curly hair was tousled, and her cheeks pink after she had suc-
cessfully struggled to dress up in Me, My skirt fell all over the floor., Little
Lady could not possibly dance in Me, Before I could be downcast she swept Me up in
her arms with a flourish and exclaimed, "Oh, Grandma! I love itl" Dancing about,
she promised, "If you ever want it back, you can have it, I'll be ever so careful
with it,"” I travelled to the Land of Make Believe many, many times with the Little
Lady and her friends, I had my picture taken more times than I did when I was with
Her,

One morning I was surprised to find myself swishing furiously in hot, soapy suds
and heard Her telling someone that I was going to an International Program at the
church, With my coloring, a good starching and ironing and the addition of a white
cap and apron, I would serve very well as a Dutch costume, It was a lovely, inform-
ative evening, There were flags of all nations, colored slides projected on a large
screen and several pecple spoke about the importance of loving our fellow men.

As might be expected after such a thorough renovating, I was folcded neatly and
put in a box in the attic because Little Lady no longer played Make Believe, A few
years later I recognized her voice immediately when she asked, "Grandma, may I have
that square dance dress to wear to the Pioneer Day celebration?*® Liberated once
again to fill an assignment} I was almost a perfect fit for Little Lady after a
generous tuck under a ruffle, We had so much fun! Almost like old times when we
were square dancing,

However, I knew it would be back in the box for Me, I lay there for ages, it
seemed, and then I could scarcely believe what was happening to Me, An excited,
laughing boy about twelve years old, was pulling and tugging to put Me on., Shocked
as I was, I held myself together and was soon off to a Halloween party, I was mas-
querading Little Lady's brother as a girl! I was quite efficient in this new as-
signment and we had a "ball” (that is not the same as a Promenade or Dance).

By this time I was accustomed to my routine of odd assignments and then rest in
the attic., I enjoyed the variety of ‘experiences, the interesting people I met, and
wondered what would be next, I hoped it would not be like the time I travelled to
Seattle to the World's Fair and was never taken out of the box, I heard Her tell
friends they had spent a week at Victoria, B.C,

The next time they put Me in the attic my box was beside others labeled "Bazaar".
Boxes from this stack were removed and replaced and added upon, As time passed the
activity increased as if there were a deadline to meet, Finally,all the boxes were
brought down and my box was the first one opened. I heard Her say, "1 knew this




would do, The "Good Old Days", to me, meant square dancing, This will carry out the
theme,” My spirits rose when I heard Her telling a neighbor about the entire year's
planning and work by the women for this event., To separate the dining and shopping
areas in the Cultural Hall, a large General Store had been made with a simulated
facade, from large cardboard cartons, There would be men in Firemen's hats and red
flannel shirts to serve the diners and a Barbershop Quartet would entertain, I was
no longer an ingenue and took it in my stride, happy to be able to contribute in a
small way to the atmosphere,

After the big night at the bazaar I was tossed, rumpled and limp, into a sack
and given to the Little Lady's mother, She left Me in the den at the mercy of any
children who came to visit that large, gregarious family. Surely this was the end
of Me; T was the same age as Little Lady, fifteen years old, and I had given con-
siderable service I have not mentioned, I wasn't faded or torn, but a certain mel-
lowness pervaded my being,

One day I heard Little Lady's mother talking to Her on the telephone. What's
this? "... five dance numbers: ...two girls to dress, ... three costumes for each,
.s» two chiffon dresses to make, ... an old, white dotted Swiss party frock to re-
juvenate by dyeing (dying? dyeing?), ... two square dance numbers!" My spirits
soared;, I was a square dance dress, long and fulls surely I would be called to
swish and swirl above dancing feet, I waited patiently while three, not two, white
chiffon dresses were made for three girls and magic had turned the dotted Swiss to
seafoam blue, My turn at last: Imagine my dismay, Little Lady did not want Me and
chose a black and white check dress that was two years older than I. Soft brown
hands claimed Me and soon scissors were snipping away at my skirt, cutting off six
precious inches, I knew I was ruined and lay damp and enervated under the charging,
hot iron, What pecadillo had contributed to this fiasco? Was it because I flirted
with that whirlwind? More likely, it was the time I got caught in the car door when
she locked the keys inside the car: Not given to loquacity, I could only ruminate
as the steam poured forth and the pressure was on,

Two hours later, as I hung on the hanger near the door, I realized this was the
most important assignment of my career, I would be the square dance costume for
Little Lady's foster sister, a young Navajo Indian girl, I will call Princess, We
will participate in the "Portraits en Danse", the 1965 M,I,A, Area Dance Festival at
the Long Beach Auditorium where I made my debut fifteen years ago, This time, too,
there will be twelve hundred dancers on the floor at the same time,

I am so glad to be what I am and have the pleasure and opportunity to bring hap-
piness to so many people. I wonder where I will go from here? .,.to college, maybe??

-~ Savilla Walton
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We hastened to find a good vantage point along the western shore
and were rewarded with one of the most beautiful sights I've ever
seen. It had stopped raining7 the sun was shining cumulus clouds
were drifting from the north across the deep blue sky to catch the
crest of a vividly colored rainbow. Even the water was unusually
blue and calm; the rippling surface reflected the sunlight in silvery
sheets.

I longed for my camera to capture the entire scene as the Lur-
line passed under this immense suspension bridge. I felt insignificant
yet uplifted, as I realized we are linked to the rest of the world e-
ven as this network of steel and concrete has united the harbor cities.

The bridge and ship, in contrast to the surrounding water and
land, with the clouds and rainbow over all, was indeed a most beauti-
ful and moving picture. I know I have found a place I will return to
many times. The setting is such, I will always find, I'm sure, an
ever changing picture of beauty and interest."

Savilla realized two of her longtime dreams in the summer of
1965. She graduated from the Long Beach Evening High School in May
and received her Temple endowments and was sealed to Jay and to her
parents in July. Dorothy was also sealed to Savilla and Jay at that
time, while Wilbur waited until November of 1973, largely because of
remaining heartaches from his parent's divorce and the difficulty of
thus seemingly rejecting his father. However, there never was any
doubt that his strongest allegiance was to his mother. She never did
pressure him to make a decision on this and could therefore just re-
joice when he chose this step.

November of 1965 marked the Silver Anniversary for Savilla and
Jay. She insisted she did not want any big celebration, 'such as the
one she and Nellie had been so helpful in planning and organizing for
Donna's parents. But it seemed too special an occasion not to mark
it in some special way. Wilbur's and Dorothy's families planned a
party to be held at the Jones home in Los Altos, California, and
attended only by family members and friend, Lucille Larse. The grand-
children participated with song and dance and stories, the scripts of
which cannot be currently found, if indeed they were saved. However,
the narration, which I believe was tape-recorded by Wilbur, was as
follows (it seems that Jay and Savilla were given the tape and perhaps
Jay still has it):

IN TRIBUTE

We've gathered here this evening to pay loving tribute to two
very special people who have now marked 25 years of married life.
The romance has nover gone from their relationship and theirs has
been a love that has survived good times and bad, since that day in
1940 when they took their vows.

There have been many rough roads along the way. Right at the
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beginning there were the hardships of the 2nd Workd War with the new
husband and father having to be away much of the time defending our
country.

In an effort to be together as much as possible the family
followed him around the country -- to New York, New London, Miami,
and New Orleans. The periods of being together made all the difficul-
ties worthwhile and the travels gave the children an education that
they could not have gained any other way.

Things were not financially easy during this time but the family
was happy and they found great enjoyment in such simple things as
taking long bus rides and walking many blocks to the cheapest movies.

Except for the periods of separation, the memories of those
years are happy ones because they had learned the secret of enjoying
one another to the fullest during their times together.

This being a normal home, with children, it cannot be denied
that there weare moments when the war was not all abroad, but also
at home.

(Danny and Laurie)

But love, of course, prevailed. Always the romantic, the young
sailor husband charmed his bride with the tender songs he sang to her
to the accompaniment of his ukelele. When he sang to her he was
totally irresistable -- and he knew it -- and many a tense moment was
soothed as he serenaded his true love and placed the stars once again
in her eyes.

Through him, the children too, gained a greater appreciation of
music and singing. One of the songs they best remember him singing
to them and with them was "Play Mates."

(A1l grandchildren sing"Playmates")
During the lonely times when they were, of necessity, separated,
they devised many means of keeping their love intact and growing, and

meaningful letters, poems, and gifts passed between them.

The memory of him singing this little song to her sustained her
on the days the mailman passed right by.

(Danny and Larry do song)
While he brought music and laughter into her life, she brought
into his the security and contentment of .a homelife he had not exper-
ienced before. Truly the characters and talents of these two comple-

mented each other and together they were one complete and happy whole.

Her talent for sewing and getting the most mileage from every
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dollar helped the family through the many difficult times.

When the one she loved most in all the world was aboard ship
in the midst of the great war, she always had a prayer in her heart
for his safety.

(Andrea singing "Whispering Hope")

And we all rejoice that her prayers were answered.

It is a great talent to be able to laugh at yourself. The mem-
bers of this family had this talent and their many funny experiences
are often. repeated -- much to the enjoyment of us all. Remember this
one?

(Larry and Janae —-- "Getting Lost")

The years passed. The war ended and the family moved to Los
Angeles where they took up a more normal life.

More guickly than they liked to realize,the children were growing
up and their unity and love for each other were a great aid in solving
the many problems that arise in parenthood. Sometimes the children
had their own solutions and brouyht much happiness to our honored
couple. An example:

(Christine and Randy - about the Willy Nights)

Soon the family bought a home in Long Beach and really began
to take root in a community for the first time.

Already -- could the years really have passed so guickly? --
they were faced with the problems of teenaged children.

(Andrea and Daniel)

It's a good thing these parents had a good sesns= of humor to
carry them through. There were happy times when the mother and dau-
ghter sewed together and the father and son shared interests in
mechanics. And less happy times when husband and wife shared concern
over the safety of their children when they were out on dates.

Soon the children were married and they were faced with the task
of adjusting to the changes this brought about in their lives. It
was lonesome around the house and they decided to heed Arthur Murray's
suggestion to "Put a little fun" in their lives -- and tried dancing.

(Andrea and Randy doing the Tango)
No, No, Not the Tango (pause) Yes, the Square Dance!

(Andrea and Randy square dancing)
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They were happy members of the "Lazy Eights" sguare dance group
and were a colorful sight iqkhe pretty handmade dresses and shirts.

The children may have been married but they were still wvery
much a part oﬁ&heir lives and they truly made the son and daughter-
in-law feel a part of the family. The occasions when the whole fam-
ily met together gave great pleasure to all.

One traditional . get-together had a unique beginning. Because
the children were married and no longer living at home, it was decided
one year not to have a Christmas tree, but instead to decorate the
table and place the gifts under it. The two children got together
and decided this was not to be. They, with their families, and a
Christmas tree, arrived at the Walton home one December evening and
thus began the annual Christmas tree party so much enjoyed by one
and all.

At a recent meeting between Wilbur and Dorothy the conversation
went something like this-

(Wilbur and Dorothy)

Both of these dear ones have suffered considerable ill health
over the years. Always they were a source of comfort and strength
and love to each other during the major surgeries and other afflic-
tions that have assailed them both. And through the years they have
also been a source of comfort and strength and love to their family
and friends.

While at first they did not share the same religious faith, they
refused to let it be a source of contention between them. He support-
ed her in all her callings inkhe Church ‘and often went along with
her to meetings.

It was an answer to her prayers and a time of great rejoicing to
them both, as well as to the children and grandchildren, when he
joined the Church and subsequently took her to the Temple, thus seal-
ing their love and unity for all eternity.

Each grandchild -- there are 9 now, has been a source of great
joy to them, and they in turn have been a source of great joy to their
grandchildren. They never fail to remember their special occasions
and give extra attention when they're sick -- in addition to the loving
attention they render at all times.

All of us here tonight love you both very, very much, and want
you to know how glad we are that you found each other and that we
have you to love. You have always been, and are, the piller of
strength in our lives. The ones we turn to in times of trouble and

?OY- .May_God bless you both with many 'more years of happiness together
in this life and an eternity of joy together in the next."
(Turn Time over to Broadie)
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Pets continued to be important inkhalives of Savilla and Jay.
Buddy was replaced with a little black dog named Sheba which they
had for many years. Sheba especially loved it when the children
came to visit and when they were getting ready to leave would beat
them to the door, hoping they would take her with them. Savilla
also had canaries for several years and derived much pleasure from
their songs. After Sheba died they got a little white toy poodle
named Champ, short for Champagne. Champ did not prove to be very
healthy but they enjoyed his breed and soon after he died had another
toy poodle of the color and name of Cocoa.

Savilla's health problems increased during the 60's, as a few
guotes from her letters will verify.

Jan. 17, 1963 "I consulted a specialist and start taking tests
the 27th. At best he promises only 50% relief from my headaches
from allergic causes. He says the serious illnesses I have had that
should have had better attention at the time, have contributed to
them and make them more difficult to cure. Measjes. is one."

October 27, 1963: "Just take a bit of advice from Mama and don't
burn yourself out physically before your age. We can't possibly
de alﬂthe things in the world or in the Gospel we want to do in a
lifetime. Neither can we take on all the cares of the world for too
long of a time. God gave us today to work and set the sun in the sky.
He knew we needed rest so He gave us a beautiful moon to light our
way for occasional periods of certain activities but mostly rest. We
have a whole life ahead of us and if we are to be productive, creative
and self sustaining, we must use wisdomjin all things. The Words of
Wisdom are more than just abstinence from tea, coffee, alcohol, and
tobacco.

"I speak from experience, knowing I can't live my life over.
The last month I have had several sick spells. The doctor said it
was from exhaustion and to rest, but where was there time or money?
Last Wednesday I had to go back to bed and Thursday went to the Navy
Dispensary. The doctor ordered an electrocardiograph, blood tests,
ete. I am sure it will prove to be functional and not anything organ-
ically wrong. I'm just tired out. This has been a hard year for us
but things are looking up now, I think."

May 7, 1964 - "Mommy has undergone physical exam from my Dr.
Johnson. He has prescribed some kind of pills for her that give her
a great deal of rdief from her ever-present backaches. She also gets
considerable headache relief from another type of pill. The poor gal
will never be what one might call strong, though. It's just a thing
with which she was born and must live. I'se sorry for my Mommy!" J.R.W.

January 10, 1964: "I was sure I needed to be taking hormones and
something for a thyroid deficiency, as I did previously. He affirmed
that I-needei?oth badly and probably would for the rest of my life.

I can't seem to get feeling well and haven't gone out much during
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the holidays. When I feel good and look decent I go. Appearances
are deceiving. I look well but feel lousy! I'm plagued with head-

aches the pills do not always squelch. Yesterday I went to an aller-
gist."

A letter to her cousin, Janice, in June of 1964, gives some good
information about Savilla's Church work. "My activity in the Church
has been mostly Relief Society. I have been Home Management teacher,
Relief Society Magazine Representative and Work-Day leader in the
ward. I was Stake Magazine Representative in 1961 and 1962 and went
to conference in the fall of 1961 at Salt Lake City. It was one of
the biggest thrills of my life. I had to give up my stake job because
of 111 health. Today I accepted the ;job of Work-day leader in the
Long Beach Fourth Ward. I don't know how I can do all I am committed
for in genealogy onthe Covey line, my own sewing and household tasks,
and accomplish what needs to be done as a work leader, but I guess the
Lord will provide the way if I work. My talents are best suited to
the work department and our president badly needs someone with exper-
ience to take the job. There is very little finished work in the cup-
boards for the upcoming bazaar, but we are going to try to schedule
it for the first Saturday in December."

Oct. 8, 1964 — to D & B —— "Yeg, I am up to my ears and more -—-
in work for the Bazaar. Your Samoan friends and people could not be
more childish and unreasonable to work with than some of our elderly
women. There is such an undercurrent of feelings being offended and
such."

Dec. 4, 1963 —-- "I was called to teach the genealogy class while
Belle was ill and I was not well. I do not feel I have had the support
from the Bishopric I should have had and the publicity it was supposed
have had to get it off to a good start. I've knocked myself out to
give a good lesson, with visual aids at my own cost -- and it has been
a flop.... I have had so much on my mind to do besides the class. Re-
sult: I have had repeated attacks of headaches —-- prescription pills
about $20.00 a month and still waking up at 3 - 4 A.M. with a bad
headache. I got no good from the Navy Base doctors. These folks
that want socialized medicine so bad won't like it so well when they
git in a clinic for hours and then seeing a new doctor, who couldn't
care less, each time they need to go. So to finish it off -- I went
to Bishop Norman's home Sunday evening and told him how I felt about
the emphasis on the new file system, its merits and doubts about it
even being endorsed by the genealogical committee in its entire out-
line as taught by Bea Robbins, my own physical condition, and asked
to be released. I did not feel well enough to take it to begin with
and told him so, and now he said I had proven it to him."

Included in all of her anxieties was Savilla's constant concern
for the happiness of her sister, Nellie, as evidenced by this letter
of October 8, 1964

"Tt would take too long to bring you up -to date on my activities.
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I am up to my ears and MORE in bazaar work. Our ward has changed and
we have many young marrieds and many more older women from Gold Star
Homes (part of old Truman Boyd). Nellie felt she was not wanted so

I made her my hand-craft chairman. Nellie is in poor health, overly
generous, super-sensitive, artistic, dexterious with' her hands, bur-
dened with financial problems (as always), affectionate, sweet, filled
with ideas (some impractible) she has neither time nor health to
execute, needing to have praise and love beyond normal, worried (as
always) by the problems of her children and their children ---- and
she is similar to others. It drains me dry. I have made two trips
with her to Temple City to see and buy for Relief Society, two trips
last month to Moskatels and 5 Fridays to work at the Genealogical
Library at the L.A. Temple grounds and one -more trip to Moskatels
that she drove. Tuesday after Relief Society I took Nellie and three
other widows to Moskatels. Yesterday I had a work meeting at our
house to make ribbon flowers. Next week Work Day and a meeting

here Wednesday. I just cannot control things when the new president
says "don't hurt her feelings." She will be wiser a year from now.
Jay has made up his mind we are selling and moving out of the stake.
He wants to go to Whittier. You can't help loving Nellie but she has
to run everything or she is hurt. It is nothing new -- only worse
and now her heart is so much worse. She is not to be upset -- doc-
tor's orders."

These "words of wisdom" were found awmong Savilla's things, in
her own writing -- the date or object not known.
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At some point, while Savilla was working in Relief Society --
teaching the theology class, I think -- she gave this talk in Sacra-
ment Meeting. |

We are fortunate in our Relief Society to have $o many
capable women who love the gospel and their sisters in
the ward, It is pooven by the love and friendliness at
our work meeting, That is the day when busy hands take
time to pause and welcome a new sister, New friendships
grow and old friendships are renewed on work day,

In sharing our spiritual experiences we gain strength
from another's experience because we know the person and
it is real to us, We count our many blessings and our
testimony grows, I've seen the joy on everyone's face
when another's prayers are answered and she tells us she
and her husband are going to the Temple, Or the interest
we all feel when someone has had a letter from a son or

a daughter on a mission, Experiences we may never know,
but their testimony strenglhens ours,

Our Relief Society was the first women's organization

in the world to hold a chatter for the collection and
disbursement of moneys for charity We do not receive
any money from the church budget for our expenses, All
year long we are making things to sell, Many of our
faithfull and busy women take material home to make
things, In the Fall we have a Bazaar. This year it is
November 20th,

Doing something without thought for personal gain, but
for the good the organization can do as a group develops
the individual more than anything els

We all have varied talents, some still undisgovered,
Sharing our talents is such a wonderful way to gain
friends, It is good for us to learn how to use ouxr
hands creatively, and sometimes we discover by doing =
we, too, had unsuspectedq talents,

Occasionally the work is for the welfare of others,

Here the words of the prophet, Joseph Smith, are exem-
plified:"True sisterhood consists in being armed with
mercy, full of tenderness, prudent in thought and action,
pure in heart®,

Sometimes we have special days when a program is planned
that is not only entertaining, but inspirational 8s well,

Working together harmoniously, we are truly blessed,

I wish everyone could have been at the last work meeting
and heard the happy hum of the busy women at work, There
was such a sweet spirit of love and friendship, many
people commented on it, We want all the women of the
ward to join us and get better acquainted,

In such an atmosphere of love and affection our test-
imony is strengthened,
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(savilla was always concerned about the writing of her life story,
which prompted two efforts to help, by her loved ones. - This first
was written by Andrea. I don't recall why the blank spaces ~--
perhaps Andrea remembers.)

LIFE STORY OF SAVILLA EVELYN LONG #ALTON
by her grendrughter, Andred

Once upon & time there was a little girl named Savilla,

but everyone called her 3slly. She was born in ’
and did most of her growing up in 3 with her sistars.,
znd , &and brother, . Her psrents worked

hercd to provide for thelr children,

One day Sally met a Loy named ¥Yilliam, but his friends
called him Billy. They liked each other right off snd were
married In practically no time at all, But since they were
still children, it didn't work out. So after two children,

and , they par%eé Ways,

It wasn't long before Sslly met & man in uniform celle
who sviept her »ff her feet. They were married in
New York snd to this day are happily ever aftering.

Since he was e navy man, they spent most of their first
six years of merried 1life writing letbers to each otrer.
They did a 1ot of travelling, but (gpa) dildn't get to see
mich but the navy bases and ports along the cossts.: . Their
dresm is to do s-me more traveling after he retires from

ars.

3}

where he has worked for ye

Now our 3a8lly = isn't any plain Jane, She's swfully
talented. ‘Yhy I1'll bet if she hadn't devoted so much bime

and energy to her family snd church, she'd be the poet laureate
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and her greet grandchildren would study her writings in a
high schnol literature class. Or maybe she'd be a famous
artist and Norton Simon would be offering her thousands

of dollars for her paintings. She might hsve been a well

kn wn dress designer with her dresses setting trends all over
the woyrld. WFaybe she would be wealthy by now from doing
genealoglcal resesrch for John Doe and finding he was the
long lost helr of the fortune. 4nd maybe she'd be

a photographer traveling all over the world to photograph
rulers and oresidents in the most flattering poses.

But even i1f she h=sd chosen to pursue any »r &ll of
trhese cereers she  could not have benefited mankind any
more than she has with her many snd variled talents. She 1is
alwavs esger to share her talents end ablilities with ne
orice tag sttached,

Yer seetry ond writings, though not offered to publisheas,
have given pleasure and Jjoy to frlends and family. Her
dressmaking and designing skills are constantly utilized
much to the delight of dsughters and gran@,daughters.

Her psainting interest is usuélly puéhed sside because .

other pursuits take her time, but the talent is there and
often shows up in decoratbtive endeavors in behalf of her
family,friends, asnd church.

Vo prnfessionsl photographer ever pesed his models sany
more skillfully or imaginatively than she. PFamily menmbers
may frown when they see her with csmers in hend but never fal

to be hsppy with the results. She 1is slso skillful at

retouching negatives and tinting portraits.
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Her deep interest in geneslogicel research and history
seems to have successfully blended together many »f her
telents, Fer Pournslistic abllities, artistic sbilities,
attention to detall, chotogresphic knowledge =and skill, sll
are useful in this field which probably has to take credit

for being her deepest and most sbsorbing interest. The
famlly histories she has compiled and corrected and the
besutiful Books of HRemembrsnce she hsas created sire matlers
of great pride to hef family and will be for generstions to
COME

She gives of her time freely and genserously to her familly,
friends, and church, She has great compession for the needs
snd feelings of others, offering transportetion to the elderly
delicious dishes to the 1ll, snd always a friendcly,

Listening eer Lo every ne, b 9 &

Tesus Chris?

Fer Church service in the Church offlLatter dsy Saints, fo
which she convertec in s has included offices in the
Primary Assoclation, Womens Relief Soclety Orgenlization, ward
and stake, and as genealongica2l instructor. She has assistec
her busband in his esllings as Rlders Jusrum President snd
Sundsay Schionl Superintendent.

One of her greatest pleasures in life is spending ULime
with her grendchildren, with whom she has grest understanding
and rapposrt. Each in turn is Invited to spend time with the
W=2lton grencparents and each dizcovering anew how young in
heart the older generation csn be. Dreams are shared 2nd

enlarged upon and the importsznt bond between child anad

grandparent 1s strengthened,
(I'm quite sure this was written about 1965 when Andrea was

15 years old. That is also probably about the time that
Jay made the record that follows.}:
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NOTES FOR LIFE STORY OF SAVILLAZWALTON ( il 457 ;’?/
She was a small town girl who never quite got used to living in a big city, altﬂomgh

she was no stranger to New York, Los Angeles, Seattle, although crowds terrified her,
bor 2 b 2 1

She loved music, poetry and art,and was somewhat gifted in all three mediums,
having at the same time a deep feeling for all humanity, especially the uﬁderdog.

Her children were her life and those feelings were later to include her grandkids,
and is ‘

while at the same time giving deeply of herself to her husband, She was/very ur=
selfish, giving of herself and material things until she had little more to giv%,
Perhaps the biggest disappointm?nt of her life was her inability to give to heri
husband an heir, a child, becauzg/her former marriage . . a crippling operationi

had been performed on her,

She died many times when Navy men, visiting her as emddsaries of her sailor husﬂand,
would tell her implausible tales of his danger-filled life in the war at sea = ﬁhich
she believed implicitly and which drove her nearly out of her mind, In those d%ys
her favorite popular song was "Put Me In Your Pocket",

She ; tells of having two ehildren, Actually, she has three, Her husband has ne%er
really grown up, although at present he is 63 years of age, He is a child at h%art

and most of the responsibility of home management fall upon her shoulders, beca@se

she is as deep=~thinking as he is shallow, i
It is, perhaps, solely through her far~sightedness and planning that she and heﬁ
husband have acquired a house and all that goes with it, Too, though he is usu%lly
ready to help her in most of her undertakings, it is still she who makes the de@is~
ions as to what shall be done and when,

One wonders how two such differente-minded people ever got together, They m@&
because he was a sailor on leave who visited her best friend, his cousin, and were
introduced to one another, There was no mutual attraction at first, He was qui&e
a bore to her and she was just another person to him, But he saw in her a love of
life and people, he found her easy to talk to, she found him to be gentle and ge%t-

lemanly, He liked her and her kids, So they married and both have been very habpy

in each other,
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NOTES FOR LIFE OF SAVILLA (LONG) WALTON.....2. ~ 42~
Their first six years together wase mostly periods of separation = perhaps a total
of six weeks together out of the first six years of their marriage due to the war
then in progress and his being so much at sea,

After completion of -~ 21 years service they were finally able {o live a complete
civilian life together = for a time, Then he was recalled to serve during the
Korean conflict. for another 19 months, but this time she was right there with himg
most of the time,

The children, Wilbur and Dorothy (she was called Ilene in her early life), thought
their step=pop was a bit of all right, Dorothy so much so,that she had herself
sealed to her stepfather in a religious ceremony, which also included the sealing

to each other of her mother and stepfather,

The children were more than a little deprived of the father - child relationship
because he, as a stepfather, didn't want to alienate them from their natural father,
For this reason he held himself aloof from them and thereby missed some of the closem
ness that might have resulted had there been no such restraint,

Remember some of the things that happened to them (Savilla and Jessej Wilbur and
Dorothy), Picture Savilla (Sally) and Jesse on a streetcar in New Orleans in ware
time, A crowded time of day, he holding on to a strap with one hand and steadying
her with the other because she, too, had to stand, "What will we do if your husband
is home when we get there?' he asked in teasingly loud tones somewhat directed toward
a pair of disapproving spinster=like women seated nearby, She was quick to catch
the reason for his query and both were delighted to see the even more disapproving
looks cast at them by the good ladies, They had a lot of fun on that occasion,
Picture another time in Miami in spring when Jesse and Savilla were out for a walk
hand in hand, He spots a pretty little wild flower, picks it and gives it to her,
She puts it in her hair and says "Wish I had a mirror", No sooner said than done,
for Jesse, usually quite unobservant, spots a broken fragment of mirror embedded in
the ground, picks it up and hands it to her, He thought her fairest of them all!
Recall the time she and the kids had just arrived one evening in Miami from New London
Connecticut, Jesse met her with long face, although mighty glad to see her and the
kids, His reasons His ship was going to leave at 6 A,M, the following day for the

very area she had just left!
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|
What about the time again when she and the kids, still in Miami, were reunited ﬁith
Jesse as he began a two week leave, Once again it was not to be, An order comes
to him cancelled leave,report to Naval Base, Philadelphia for further transfer to
USS Antaeus, a converted Grace Liner turned Submarine Tender, He reports for duty
as directed, only to find he is cooling his heels for nearly a month and doing éb50~
lutely nothing, Could most certainly have been still on leave with his family, To
add a warm note to this otherwise unhappy talej When he was recalled from leave he
had but a dollar or two on hand, His prospect was to hitche~hike back to Philadele
phia, No, says his loving wife, we will get the necessary bus fare somehow, She
goes to the nearby little grocery, lays the problem before the kiddly storokeepdr,
asks for the loan of bus fare until the first of the month when her monthly Navy
allotment comes in the mail, The grocer had been a serviceman once and recognized
the need and the responsibility of the couple, Without demur he loaned the rem
quired amount and Jesse was on his way to "Philly", Needless to say, the grocer
received his money back when the allotment arrived, Jesse and Sally always paid
their debts, hard though it might be to make ends meet,
They, Jesse and Sally, have beensand still are, very much in love with each other,
To say they never disagree or have harsh words is simply not so, but they are in
love with each other and never stay out of agreement for long, He is of the firm
opinion that if he had the opportunity he would choose to have her for his OvM 4

always in all ways,

During the late part of the 1960's Jay was serving in the
Elder's Quorum presidency and a ward program of barbershop singing
was planned, along with, it seems, @2 ward dinner. Savilla took the
responsibility for the table and other decorations. The results
were beyond anyone's dream -- so clever and well made were the little
(a foot high perhaps) barbershop singers, in full costume, on every
table. It was a huge undertaking and Nellie and Dorothy, among others
helped her. The ewening was a huge success -- largely because of
Savilla's efforts. Many pictures were taken and you will be sure to
want to see them in Savilla's Book of Remembrance under Hobbies and

Activities. ( dn /.)mmm 7 @nofﬁytm,‘,tum M,,Q)

But the Sixties did not end on a happy note. Dorothy and
Broadie and Family moved to Utah! Savilla always regretted not hav-
ing them nearby. She did her best with letters, wisits, and phone
calls but it was just not the same, or the way she wanted it.
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(This letter containg so much wonderful information

about Savilla, her dreams, the terrific vacation she Long Beach, Calif.

and Jay had in 1971, her feelings about his com- July 6, 1971
ing retirememt etc. It must be included in its
Dear Ones, 1 entirety.)

This letter will explain many things, I hope, and T hope you will
understand my motives or reasons for doing what I do. ~Sounds ominous, doesn't
1t? Not really. It is something I should have done vears ago (for my own
benefit), but my wonderful husband didn't want we to. I will keep you in
Suspense no longer: I have gone to work at my old type of employment and my
major hobby or second love - photofinishing as a Printer.

We are in no financial bind, it is for my best interests. I worked
for many years and I never seemed to click socially in church groups. The
ones I knew and loved best have died or moved away. I have gradually lost
my self-confidence and become a bore, partly because the things I liked to
do were not of interest to my Ward members and I could not seem to adjust
to their way of thinking. I love the Church and T will work five days a
week, off Saturdays and Sundays, i1f I can keep my job.

The first day of work proved I could still read a negative, or, in
other words, judge the exposure time, after fifteen years of not working . Now,
if T can improve my speed, I will be OK. The place 1s a large, air-conditioned
plant, the machines are improved, the working conditions so much improved from
what I knew. I like the Manager and the women are of all ages, some older
than I, many younger - all in all a better class of girls than I once worked
with in one plant.

Jay will be 65 next January and may retire. He has earned it. Many
people do not realize that if he died I would not receive his Navy retirement
pay he has had since 1953. I would get a widow's pension (about ¥65. a month) .
I would not get his North American pension (20 years this Fall). I am too
oung to collect his Social Security for a few years. S0, I would have our

Jme, our new Rambler and the insurance that would be in force at his death.
I was raised to be independent if physically able and I think this work will
be good for me in many ways.

When Jay retires his life-long dream has been to have a trailer and
travel all over Canada and this wonderful country of ours to really see it -
staylng as long as we want wherever we want. Remember, he has sailed the high
seas for 21 years plus an 18 month recall period to teach communications and
typing during the Korean War. He was at sea in war or battle zones all during
WWII. The first six yearg of our marriage was spent moving as the Service
directed. I followed, even for short periods at our own expense, to be to-
gether. All in all, we had a total of 8ix months together in those vears .

But we were blessed more than many - we saved our marriage from the casualty
that often happens to those separated for long periods, and we are well aware
that many servicemen gave their all for our country. Jay only gave %70 of

his stomach (ulcer surgery) but I really did not mean to be facetious. I know
there are far more men in V.A.hospitals, who will never walk or write or talk,
than most citizens realize. I would like to do volunteer work in the hospitals
with the blind, because Jay's father lived with us and he was blind the last

20 years of hig life. I understand them and feel I could share my eyes with
them and make their world a little brighter. That may come, too, some day. Now,
I feel T have become such a bore and a bundle of nerves that I must first

g0 to work and lose myself in the magic game (and work) of pressing the right
exposure button as I look at a negative and see the beautiful pictures come

out of the dryer. I can't 1ift and do the heavy work in our yard I'd like

to do, or cleaning, or painting. This photo job requires no’ lifting. I've

- nted to go back to work for years, but another reason was the working hours
+« recent years. To give 24-hour service, most plants worked from 9.00 PM %o

3.00 AM. This Plant used to. It now starts printers working at 4 .00 AM and
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and they are finished at noon or a half hour later. I arise at 2:45AM, drive
almost all of the way on nearly deserted freeways (35 minutes) and am coming
home between the rush hours. I sleep in the afternoons and Jay gets home

at about 4:PM, at which time I arise. I go to bed at about 8:30PM and if

MY DARLING wants to watch that idiot box longer, he may. I guess you all
know I am no TV fan. Most of it seemg so insipid, or boring, to me. Even
the David Frost show interviews people I wouldn't care to know or imitate.
S0, Why clutter my brain or waste time with TV?

My other love is genealogy.....and how many people really want to
hear that I just found my great Uncle John in a census? See what I mean?

I need this Jjob, even if Uncle Sam gets most of the pay, and I hope I can
improve my speed and prove my employer needs me,

My only sister, who has had more than her share of illness, plus a
serious heart condition, has had a bowel blockage for five weeks. Not complete,
but serious. The Navy Hospital hag taken at least 30 X-rays, and more to
come. She has polyps in the entire intestinal tract and a tumor or something
besides. Her husband is retired and home with her. A daughter lives next
door and two other daughters live within 15 miles. Another daughter lives
at San Diego and another one in Oregon. If she has surgery, she will be in
the hospital for quite a time, I am sure. She ig golng to be 71 this Fall,
I feel terrible about it, but life goes on and I don't feel my staying at
home will help her. Please write to her. It would cheer her, because she
doesn't get out as she used to and people like that get so they feel nobody
cares or remembers them.

Now I have bored (?) you explaining myself, so let me tell you of
the most wonderful vacation Jay and I had thig Spring - 30 days. We went to
Philip and Louise Thurman's for the week of the Fiesta at San Antonio, Texas,
and that weekend to their mobile home at Lake Buchanan (100 miles away).
Then on through Oklahoma to Carthage, Missouri, toured the country's lasgest
marble mine, or quarry. Next night at Springfield, Missouri, in order to
visit the old 80-acre farm my Dad owned and the other one he rented because
it had a larger home on it, where we lived. I saw the school bullding,
inside and out, that was recently made into a dwelling, where I first went
to school; walked the land I remembered as it was, lugged a large rlint rock
from the remaining house foundation where we had lived - one for wme, one
each for my brother and sister. Pure nostalgia. No one has llved in the
hougse or on the land my Dad owned, since we left. The man we sold 1t to
just runs a few cattle on it and I gathered from conversation that he:makes
more money just letting it sit idle. What a pity our tax structure is as
it 1s. I'd love to go back and buy it, rebulld and add on, but I know it is
foolish., My family, friends and interests are not there.

We next visited with my brother Donald, and his wife, Ardis, for
six days. They work in St.Louls, but their home is 1n Cahokila, Illinois.
They surprised us on Sunday by taking us to a lovely L.D.3.Church lnstead of
one of their faith. We took Ardis with us to her mother's at Scott's Bluff,
via Independence, Missouri, (Historic church sites), stopping at Holdredge,
Kansas to visit briefly with my first husband's sister, and my good friend,
Hazel Eklund. I must tell you briefly about her home being invaded by those
cute 1ittle tree swuirrels. Quite a story of her efforts to be rid of them.
She is 76. They chewed through the attlc wall, near a tree. Her son had
modernized her home with a lower false ceiling and wood paneling. Well---
they chewed through into the hpuse in the bath, ran races in the falgse cell-
ing space, climbed her drapes, her furniture, knocked over vases, figurines
and sounded like a herd of elephants at night, she said. Exterminators
could not help because a dead one could cause exbtenslve repairs. So they seale
ed up the outside with wire, metal and wood. then this amazing old(?) lady
waged a daily battle with a broom, chasing them outside , wheneyer them came
down for water or play. She won! and is now rid of those '"darling little
things" I used to love to watch.

y From there to Scott's Bluff, to visit relatives and old school.bgi1d~
ings, Scott's Bluff Hill where T struggled to climb long ago and now fin
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there is a fine road to the top and an Information Station (State Park). On
to Loveland, Colorado to vigit my mother's youngest sister, Aunt Viola, and ,
her husgband, who were in a lovely convalescent home. She has been such a help
to me on this genealogy manuscript we have just finished for the Covey Book

to be published this Fall. We are only a small part of it, for it goes back
to 1620, I think. We had such a lovely visit with them and I am so glad we
took the time to visit them. Only last week Uncle Billy passed away. He

had more cancer operations than I can count during the last ten years. They
were married for 65 years as of last summer and he was aged 86. They railsed
11 children besides having remarkable and profitable hobbies. In Cheyenne

we visited my grandfather's and grandmother's graves and discovered that
although grandma died in 1932, no one hag had the date put on her stone.

Then we breezed on to Mapleton, Utah, arriving in time for dinner
and our children Broadie and Dorothy Jones took us to BYU to an excellent
play. Broadie is Building Inspector of new constructions and is at present
busy on the huge new indoor athletic bulilding which can house two football
fields and has no center pillers. He took us through it one noon hour. Fan-
tastic!

They had a baby girl on March 1, 1971, making 7 living children. Our
six day visit with them was wonderful, wilth never a dull moment. I haven't
been well, off and on, for these past few years. After the first three days
of our trip, I rested up and discovered somebody inside me that's been hidden
for many years and Jay found a cheerful, enthusiastic, person he once knew,
as his wife,

We could hardly settle down after we got back, but we're slowly getting
back to it. Jay accepted Elder's Quorum 2nd Counselor, David Grotegut, Pres-
ident. A fine fellow. (Dave, that ig)!

T proceeded to rearrange the bedrooms as I have wanted to for years.
The front bedroom, that was a dinky den, 1s now a guest room with a double
bedroom set. The small middle bedroom that had a single bed and wmy sewing
room is now our dinkiler den, and I've done what I wanted to do for years:

T had Jay set our bookcase on top of our desk(!) I knew it would fit and

we saved all that wall space. The folda-bed will sleep two small adults, or
2 children, nicely. I have two large card tables already covered with gene-
alogy that I can "leave out", cover with a plastic drop-cloth, and go back to
work it whenever I have a minute, or pick it up if I want to "set up for
sewin'", I've still room for my lroning board and with the card tables up.
Gee, I love 1t!

The yard took a bit of a beating while we were gone, but it's coming
back. The four squash plants Bishop Norman set out for us (volunteers he had)
are doing nicely, plus a dozen or more tomato plants.

We felt badly to return and find that Dr. Orville Polly had passed
away. It won't be the same without him - a prince of a fellow!

Our son'stoldest boy has been called to a Church Mission in South
Argentina and leaves for BYU in August.

Please forgive us for not writing before, but know we love you all
and miss you. Besgt wishes, as ever,

et e et e £ bt e b e

Among Savilla's things are a few notes pertaining to the trip
she and Jay took in the spring of 1971, including these: "We traveled
5,918 miles on the trip to Texas, Mo., Kansas, Nebr., Wyo., Colo.,
Utah, California (April 13, - May 15, 1971). We used 352 gal. of
gasoline. Averaged 17 miles per gallon. Top spead 85 miles an hour..
Most of time 75 miles per hour.'
Notes to Remember: Jay: Singing "Wayward Wind" on road to Phoenix,
Arimona. Sally: Suggesting Jay take vocal lessons to develop breath
control and volume. Sally and Jay singing "Hey Look Me Over."
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- (This letter contains. the bad news about the cancer
diagnosis. Also the trailer purchase and the - ~ Long Beach, falif.
Patio slab etc. -- all important events) - July 23’?973

—3

. ‘Tt was so nice to get your letter and we apologize for not answering sooner.
Things have been quite hectic at times since I came home from the hospital, '

(s ) I have been sick off and on for the last two years, but the doctors could not find out
what the matter was with me, Last summer I was hospitalized for five days and they took x-rays
of my. gall bladder, kidneys, stomach and bowels = upper and lower G.I. They said I had a small
amount of diverticulosis and a stomach hernia, but I grew more i1l than those things should hav
caused, On December 16 I slipped in the kitchen and broke my wrist (1eft, and I am left handed
Two minor accidents caused arthritis to settle in the fingera, Digestive problems and pain in
the abdomen made me lose 23 pounds, Finally an excellent Doctor located a lump on my right
side, sent me to ene of the best surgeons for exploratory surgery two days later, The swelling
was a lymph gland enlarged by cancer, There was also a mass of cancerous lymph glands around i
navel area, The lymph system is inoperable and thereforethe treatment, which is relatively new
is chemotherapy., Ten days after the surgery I had a 3-1/2 hour surgical method, called a
lymph angiogram, to plant dye in the lymph glands in my feet, which could only travel upward
and lodge in the lymph glands in my body and thereby become visible to the X-ray, The doctor
was successful on one foot, but not on the other, After a three week stay in the hospital T
went home for two days, and then returned for ten days, during which time I had two chemotherap
treatments, After the first treatment the swelling in the lymph gland went down until the
swelling could not be felt in my abdomen through my skin, This is excellent, and I know it is
a blessing from Our Heavenly Father, It is impossible for the Doctors to tell me what the
future will be, but I am sure that I will receive a lengthy remission and enjoy life for sever:
years, ,

Before I went to the hospital I asked Wilbur and Jesse to administer to me, Wilbur wac
inspired to give me the most beautiful blessing I have ever heard. After my surgery when I 1ay
—~here suffering, I remembered the blessing and started to pray. Suddenly, an invisible cloud

_owed through me, over me, around me and under me - as if to 1ift me from the bed - and my
pain was gone! T lay there in humble awe, that such a thing should happen to me ~ for I knew I
was the 8Spirit of the Holy Ghost, After a while I put my hand out from my body and ten or 12
inches from my body my hand felt beyond this the coolness of the airconditioned room, 1 drew
my hand back and it felt warm and I was more comfortable than words can describe and I went to

sleep, : o '

I -am getting along fine and we have been blessed in so many ways, It's hard to remem-
ber them all, — & ' ‘ - -

Last November‘we bought a 19~foot trailer intending to do genealogy research in the

Cleveland,Ohio area, go on to the Northeastern States and back through Canada and 1o here.

The Doctor says I may not travel for a year, so we decided to build a patio = which will be

completed this Friday. (At this point I, Jesse, take over for a bit and tell of patic), tell,
we first contacted and contracted with Sears to do the whole thing,..a 18 X 18 foot cement slal
covered by an aluminum overhead which two rain downspouts. “The digging would cost $150,00,
which would include hauling away old cement and dirk, Wilbur and his son Larry agreed to help
me and we split the 150 three ways, .Then, the contractor was late about coming in to pour the
slab and we decided to do it; too., Wilbur had had some experience, having built a 20 X 30°
garage and his house lot perimeter cement fencesas well as a number of small jobs, I called

* Bishop.Barton to rent tools and wheelbarrows from his tool rental business and he(Barten) vol=
unteered to get together a working party to help, There they were, when the cenent truck
arrived, 4 wheelbarrows and the Bishop, Bro,Jagerson, Bro, Bean and two young men you haven't
met - Greg Laret and X.,Cadena, Bro, Jagerson stayed on to do the finishing and Randel White
showed up to help with about a. third of thet, It was truly a blessing because Wilbur had worke
until 3AM and had to go back to work that afternoon at which time he was changing shifts and ht

= . i : f2us
. . .
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went home at 1:30 to go back to work at 7 the following morning to begin hls new work hours of
daytimes, Without the help of Bishop Barton's working party we would never have made it,
The Sears contractors will install thé aluminum roof on this Friday,

1, Jesse, am President of the 4th Ward Choir and as soon as we get the finishing touche
M\ our yard we will have a party for the choir, This fall, T expect to teach Boq1nn01s Geneal~

Jy in S,S. and Savilla will teach the Spiritual Living Lessons in R.,S,

Two weeks ago Savilla's brother Donald and his wife Ardis flew out from Cahokia,Ill,..
across the river from St.Louis to see her, He and his wife wanted only to visit only with
the Gamages, the Blisses and us. No big family get-together. - Ve had a wonderful visit,

Last nite Dorothy and Broadie called and they are coming on the 10th to 18th of August,
but will only bring the two smallest children, If Sally is able we will go to Mapleton and

spend Xmas there with them,

Wilbur's oldest boy, Rand, has béen on a Mission to Bueonos Aires and will be home on

Auaust 22, Second son, Dan, left this Sprlng on a mission to Spain,:

There are handwritten notes of a letter Savilla composed to
send to one of her doctors that explains well her frustrations in
getting proper medical care. It also gives good information about
her illness. Whether or not it was ever sent to the doctor, we
don't know. - On second look, perhaps it is what she intended to say
to him on the telephone.)

"Dr. Fass. I called you because I'm ill but first I want to
say something. When Dr. Richardson came to my room instead of you
‘ at the hospltal, ‘he said- "You worry too much."” And he didn't even
e _know me. When I saw him last week I had written down several
things because my husband is worried and insisted I speak to him.
Dr. Richardson again said: "You worry too much."” I told him he was
the doctor and if I couldn't ask him these questions, who could I
ask? I told him I'm not a hypochondriac. I'm going to get well!
I'm happy. I've been very sick the last two years. I've been pushed
around by too many young upstart, know-it-all doctors the last two
years and I'm not having any doctor treat me that acts like I'm a
hypochondriac.

, It will soon be a year ago that Dr. Malcolm called you in on

my case when I was a patient at Memorial Hospital. You saw me twice
briefly at Memorial and once in your office. At the office visit
I was kept waiting unt11 the last patlent,,regardless of an apoint-
ment time!

When I did see you,you had reached a diagnosis on the basis of
Dr. Malcom's exrays, kldney, gall bladder, and upper and lower G.I.
You told me I had a small amount of diverticulosis and a stomach her—
nia that I had probably had for some time. You also said pain was a
relative thing and some patients tolerance for pain was exquisite. I
told you I did not. Then you said I didn't thave to worry about cancer
because it wasn't in.the blood stream and if it was, by the time. they
found it there it was too late to do anything. Then you turned on the
psychosomatic bit and I laughed and told you I had had the best one
of the psgchiatrists in the area and left your office terribly disap-
“pointed in you.

I asked Dr. Malcom for | another doctor's name and he gave me
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me Dr. Eugene Bouch. Dr. Bouch obtained records from all my prev-
ious doctors and thoroughly examined me each visit, to the best of
his ability. This spring he found a lump in my abdomen and sent me
to Dr. Hickman. I had exploratory surgery which showad I do have
cancer of the lymph glands. I had a lymphangiogram and am now under
treatment with chemotherapy " by Dr. Fast.

I cannot help but feel my chances would be better if you had
practiced your specialty and truly sought my problem instead of mak-
ing a diagnosis on the basis of  xrays and then writing me off with
pulling this psychosomatic bit. Perhaps my case will help you become
a better internist.

The problems Savilla encountered just didn't ever ease up.

in the 70's, besides the health problems described above,
she suffered from arthritis, had several lumps (skin cancers) re-
moved from her arms, had her leg in a cast, and was mugged, with
resulting injuries. 1In spite of it all, she continued to be a
pleasure to be around and found something to laugh about in every
situation.

Throughout those years of sickness she always extended herself
to the utmost to do meaningful things for others. Her children and
grandchildren continued to me uppermost in her mind and she put a
great amount of effort into the gifts to them and the communications
with them. Realizing she would not live much longer, she actually
made a great time of choosing something to leave to each grandchild.
Often she was smiling through tears and pain but she was so valient
in her effort to keep things manageably light. She expressed her
desire that her Book of Remembrance, rings, and sewing maching go
to Dorothy and that her share of community property be equally div-
ided between her two children. She wrote letters and made tapes --
one " describing to her grandchildren a beautiful dream she'd had.

Much of Savilla's last summer was spent in the hospital but
she never gave up the fight for life or her pleasure in life. The
visit from the Jones family gave her a special 1ift, as well ss her
grandson, Larry's, return from his-mission. She often spoke of how
much strength she received from Jay just by holding his hand. Yes,
their romance survived even this.

The following is a quote from Donna's "book."

"We have sweet and precious memories of some of the things that
made my mother-in-law laugh during her final illness. Typically,
they usually revolved around her grandchildren. Once my teenage son,
Larry, was visiting his grandmother in the hospital. With his usual
curiosity, he pushed a tiny button on the bottom of the nurses' call
box next to her bed. In a moment the room was swarming with nurses
and orderlies he had inadvertently summoned by pushing the "panic

button." Mom laughed and laughed, and conseguently felt better all
the rest of the day. Another time she told Larry she was leaving a
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special book to his father but that it was eventually to be passed on
to him. She was absolutely delighted when he replied "Can't we elim-
inate the middle man?" As I said before, it constitutes cruelty to
separate dying grandparents from their grandchildren."

Savilla's suffering near the end was great but it seemed that
her will to live was even greater. In the last week it became so
unbearable for the family to see her suffer and linger so, that it
was hard not to plead with her to give up the struggle for life.
Her life was in order, ‘the important things God had sent her here
to do had been completed and it was time to return to Him. But it
seemed that life was so very precious to her that she could not willing-
ly give it up. She finally died quietly on August 29, 1977, just 5
minutes after Wilbur had hurried to her bedside. It was early in the
day and no one else in the family was with! her. He was able to wipe
away her last tear and kiss her goodbye before she left. He was grate-
ful to her for waiting for him -- her last gift to her oldest child
and only son.

Funeral services were held for Savilla Evelyn Long Walton on
August 31, 1977 at the Long Beach Fourth Ward Chapel of the Church
of Jesus Christ of Latter-day Saints. The eulogy was given by her
first grandchild, Andrea, which will serve as the conclusion of
the life story of Savilla.

SAVILLA
Savilla Evelyn Long Walton, -- sister, wife, mother, grand-
mother, -- friend, -- was born at North Platte, Nebraska, Feb. 13,

1912, to her parents, Leila Malinda Slafter and Clark V. Long. She

grew up near Marshfield, Missouri and in Gering, Nebraska, having

a pleasant childhood with her sisters Nellie and Bertha and brother,
Donald. When her older sister, Bertha, died, leaving a baby boy, he
was raised by her parents and Philip always seemed like a brother to
her.

Her mother was a professional seamstress and Savilla learned at
her knee, becoming expert at fitting and finishing clothing and at
embroidery, at which she achieved perfection few could duplicate.

After her marriage, the skills she learned at home were a big
help, because her children were born during the Great Depression.
With her ability to sew and make over, they never wanted for good
and stylish clothing. She was equally versatile in the kitchen and
they were never aware of want. Later she would relate many trials
that the children were totally unaware of at the time.
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Shortly after the depression came the war years and again she
proved her versatility. Wanting to keep the family together as
much as possible, Savilla took her children and followed her sailor
husband around the United States from base to base. She knew just
what to take to make every apartment seem immediately like: home.
She had a knack for deriving the most pleasure and humor in  the

smallest things -- and kept the lives of her loved ones happy in
spite of the hardships. The gift of love was hers. She knew how
to give it and how to receive it -- fully.

Savilla loved the Gospel of Jesus Christ. She converted to
Mormonism cwhen she was a young mother and raised her children in
the Church. She held varied positions through the years, particu-
larly loving her service in the Relief Society. While serving as
homemaking leader, she found great joy in helping her sisters per-
fect their workmanship. The supperb bazaar held that year will
long be remembered by the Long Beach Fourth Ward -- its success
due largely to her efforts —-- truly a labor of love.

Perfection was sought in anything she did and she often achieved
it. Each task was important enough to give her best, whether darning
an old sock, fashioning a wedding gown for her daughter, or a flouncy
dress for her grand =daughter. ‘

Photography was one of her many interests and talents. Her
young subjects -- her grandchildren, of course, often grew restless
during her posing instructions. But the resulting pictures are a
permanent joy to them all. She found much joy in sharing this hobby
with her brothers and son. She also loved to photograph scenery and
in addition had a talent for capturing scenic beauty in oil paintings,
a hobby she always intended to give more time to. But time ran out.

She loved to play games and played to win. These memories bring
great pleasure to her children and grandchildren. Especially her
squeals of delight as she took ‘the lead. She played with concentra-

tion, skill -- and mostly pleasure. She had a great zest for life
and found the greatest pleasures in the seemingly smallest things.
She never did anything by halves ---- submerged her whole self into

the task at hand.

Music and dancing were among her loves. She and her husband,
a few years back, belonged to a square dance group, . the Lazy Eights,
which they only discontinued when! her health interfered. As recently
as a year ago, she demonstrated the Charlston for the amusement of
her grandchildren. She always loved to listen to good music and re-
ceived great comfort during her final weeks when her sister or hus-
band played the organ for her. She and Jay had a standing Saturday
night date with Lawrence Welk -- a special hour for them both.
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Her children and grandchildren could always look to her for
interest and encouragement, whatever their fascination of the moment
might be. She initiated several traditions which are important and
dear in their memories. Included among them are:

At our families' annual Christmas Tree Decorating Parties --
allowing each grandchild to choose and take home his favorite
ornament from her tree.

Special occasion dinners complete with her best china and
crystal and all the trimmings. How she loved it when the group
began "singing" her crystal gobletS'withhheir fingertips. To
other grandmothers this would probably have been an annoyance
and forbidden. This grandmother joined right in, laughing and
loving.

The 12th birthday was always the occasion for a new suit or a
new dress from Grandma and Grandpa Walton.

Special effort always went into letters to far away grandchildren.

Her grandchildraen serving missions brought her special joy and
on these occasions, the best Missionary Bible available was
presented by these loving grandparents. The flow of letters
and tapes from them continued throughout the two years, always
lifting their spirits. So far, 3 grandsons and a granddaughter
have served missions for the Church. No doubt there will be
more and no doubt, from her special vantage point, she will
view them all with loving interest also.

She longed to do more traveling with her husband. As her health
caused them to give up one planned trip after another -- she never gave
up and continued to make plans. And she always rejoiced at the dream
trip they had been able to share whenfthey crossed the country visiting
loved ones and loved places from their childhoods.

Savilla, known to many as Sally -- was a friend to be cherished.
Nothing made her happier than to do a kindness for another. Many
times during her own illness, she prepared food to be taken to others
who were sick. Her perfect custards were a special treat received
at one time or another by many hew today. She made numerous lap robes
for patients in a nursing home during her final illness.

Some of her happiest hours were spent in pursuing the branches
of her family tree. One of her most satisfying ageomplishments was
compiling information on her ancestry for ‘temple work, as well as for
publication. Her greatest disappointment was not being able to do
more -- not having the health to pursue some of the leads she had un-
covered. To her children and grandchildren she leaves that task. As
in so many other things —-- she has set the example.
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Savilla is survived by her husband Jesse, the most devoted of
companions, a son, Wilbur, daughter, Dorothy, -- thirteen grandchild-
ren, two great grandchildren, a sister, Nellie, and brothers, Donald
and Philip.

There will be great sadness as her loving presence is no longer
with us. But the richness of the memories will sustain us until the
happy day we await with faith -- when we will meet again. Meanwhile
we trust she is enjoying her long awaited reunion with loved ones
gone before.

SAVILLA and JESSE, Eternal Companions
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Savilla saved this article -- it was meaningful to her. She had been
sick o long -- she too wanted people to realize her life had been more.

i f'?';:;A,,d forever 1s Iosmg a 5“’“‘“"3 or -
shoe e e i

s‘-"Who resisting or not must-do as .VOU

ill.
- aands that what you're tbmkmg, is that ;

whatyou see? . A
. .. Then open your eyes, nurse; you re

uotlookmg at me.
I'll tell you wbo I am, as I sit here so

,People Talk

: F ok Anderson

S':Hé’svgone now f i s .
rom the nursm

e

amonghe _ffects It res;;da poem the nurses found - L Asl do your bxddmg, asIeat o yom‘

: i will.
i i R : I'ma smalI’I clzld of Ifr)d thht: fathgr
- : and mother, brothers and SIS rs who
;oa s‘:’ézat do you see, nurses, what do love one another; -

ahe ""”What dO you thmk when you're look-

-4 crabby old woma

A young girl of 16, with wings on her

 feet,

1, not very wise, Dreaming that soon now a lover

uncertam of habit, with faraway eyes; - she’'ll meet. -
: A bride soon at 20, my heart. gives a
[ f;‘gpyWIeo dribbles her faad and makes no leap, remembering the vows that I
: When you say ina Ioud vou;e “Tdo promised to keep.

£t mshyou’dtxy

At ‘75 now I have young of my own,
" who need me to secure a happy home.

that you do

“*At 40, my sons have grown and are
- gone, but my man 1s besxde me to see I
don’t mourn. .

- At 50. once more babzes pIay mund
my knee, again we know chzldren my
_loved one and me.

Who seems not to uotzce the thmgs

2 5

:; is dead

dread. . - sy
For my young are aII rearmg young

--Dark days are upon Ine, my busband
, il

1 look to the future I shudder' v-wth_‘

of their own, and I think of the years and ;

the love tbat I've lmown

I'm an oId woman and nature is

cruel, ‘tis her jest to make old age look
like a fool.

The body it crumbles grace and
vigor depart;

There is now just a stone wlzere I

once had a heart.

- But inside this old carcass a young
girl dwells, and now and agam my bat-
tered heart swells.

I remember the joys, T remember
the pain, and I'm Iovmg and I:vmg Iu’e
over again. 2

... I think of the years, all toa few, gone

A woman of 30, my young growmg'

s " fast, bound to each other with ties that

shalllast.

.- o -

too fast, and accept the stark fact that
notbmg can last. :

.+ So open your eyes, nurses, open and s
i,see--nota erabby old woman, .=
s Look cIoser see. ME. -~

THAT’S the end of the poem, but not the end of

the message. For the words linger on to haunt the.

~thoughts of those who are blind to what their eyes see

and their hearts tell them. - 3

.= Look in the mirror, and what do you see" A face

,bmfa day older than yesterday, a lme that wasn't there
efore. iz

= Walk in the park and note the pace a half-step
Jslower the heartbeat two counts faster. -

-Sit on the park bench and think of the years
flymg by. Time will sit beside you, and you'll hold a
wake for what used to be and is no more.

You're in the sun, but the chill finds your bones.
‘as age finds and eviets your youth. Still the spirit
“harbors the child you were, the spirit that one day
becomes you only companion in a nursing. home, the
ronly 8 erson to whom your inner heart can speak.

nseen, unheard and unremembered you drift
qmetly out of this life to join the old. woman who left
‘a poem as a legacy. It was her autobxography—-—;t A
mxght well be yours. =~ .
~~ - Think about it. You’re older ‘than you wre when
“you started to read this' colunm. You're one step
closerto her oo e
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PROGRAM

Processional Orchestra
Invocation Rev. J. A. Moorman

“Tf With All Your Hearts”....Mendelssohn's ‘Elijah’
Eighth Grade Chorus

“I Love a Little Cottagf;" ........................... Stott-O’Hara
Beth Thornton and Helen Barton

“Gaily the Troubadour” ... o Bayley
Mixed Chorus

Introduction of Speaker..... J. Fred Nelson

Address Niles B. Olsen

“Beneath Thy Lattice” Hopkins
Girls Glee Club

“A Life on the Ocean Wave” Russell
Boys Glee Club

Presentation of Class Iva Lyda

Presentation of Diplomas ......... Pres. Harry Barton

Benediction ..o Rev. Harry K. Franks

Tighth Grade

Tommencement

The Tightly Geade
‘ of the
Bering
Hunior High Hclyoul
rveguests pour presence |
ut their
Braduation Lxercises
Migh Hchool Duditorium
Thesdap evening, Man Twentieth

wineteen hundred twentn-zix

at eight o’clock

CLASS ROLL

DANIEL ACHZIGER SAVILLA E. LONG

DPAL M. ALLISON ORAL WALTER MACKEY
MARIE ASCHENBRENNER ROYAL MACKEY

SILVA MAE BAKER ALBERT B, MOORMAN
HELEN EDITH BARTON BEVELYN E. OUTHOUSE
ERMA HARRIET BECK MARION PARKS
LAWRENCE GERALD OLURE MARGARET IRENE PECHIN
MARTHA CADELIA COOK ORVILLE LOUIS PROHS
DOYT LADEAN CONN ESTHER IRENE ROBINSON
FRANKTHORNTONDONAHEY EMMA SCHAFFER
BENJAMIN EHRHARDT DOLLIE VIOLA SELBY

ROY FENNING " WILLIAM JOSEPHSINDELAR
EMANUEL FLOHR IRENE KATHRYN SINNER
HANNAH FLOHR DONALD STANNARD
ROBERT GINGRICH BETH ALBERTA THORNITOY
HENRY F. HARDING ROBERT G. WARE

DORCAS JUANITA HEIM EVELYN WILSON

LEONARD VERNON HERRON CARLES LLOYD YOCUM
THELMA MAXINE LAMM JESSIE EILEEN ZIMMERMAN

Class Flower—Lilac

Class Colors
Heliotrope and White
Class Motto
“Gain everything fairly or not at all”
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FRANKTHORN’I‘ONDONAHEY TMMA SOHAFFER
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Class Flower—Lilac
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Class Motto
“@ain everything fairly or not at all”
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PERMANENT RECORD CARD — GERING SENIOR HIGH SCHOOL

Student Long Savilla Date of Birth How Verified
Last Name First Name Middle Name
Parent or Guardian Occupation Previous School (H.S.)
Date Enrolled /z%l‘ /426 Date Withdrawn ,&(— /929 Graduated from Jr. High
15t Semester 2nd Semester 1st Semester 2nd Semester 1st Semester 2nd Semester
GRIQDE Yr. Yr. GRQDE Y Yr. GR*AIDE Yr. Yr.
Marks Cr. Marks Cr. Marks Cr.| Marks Cri Marks Cr Marks Cr.
_Algebra 2 5 2 S| Geometry 2 [ 2 S| English 3 5
_English 2 5 2 5f Latin 2 2 5 2 5| Am. History 3 5| 3 5
_Latin 1 3 5 2 S| We History 2 5 3 5| Algebra | 2 51 3 g
PE s 2 s 2| Biology 3 5 2 S| Jre. Review| 1 5| 2 9
Gen Sci 3 5 Glee ) 3 Geog, Agri| 2 5
Agriculture 3 3. .50 Civics 3 5
Total_Credits 2% 22 Total Credits 2 9 || Total_Credits I po
Days Present : §2 RO| Days Present 8%, &§ 4 || Days Present 219N 28
Days Absent j 3 7l Days Absent 37 'b Days Absent 5:%_‘, 1%
Times Tardy 225 2| Times Tardy 0O o2 || Times Tardy 7 PR
Scholarship Code ... Key 1-94-100% 2—-86-93% 3—78-85% 4-70-77% 5—Below 70—Failure
Rank in Class Course of Study | College Prep | Commercial | Vocational | General
Number in Class Majors
.Average Grade et o :
Type of Diploma _________ Minors

Grades in Red from Other Scheols
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STATE FILE NUMBER

CERTIFICATE OF DEATH

STATE OF CALIFORNIA-—DEPARTMENT OF HEALTH
OFFICE OF THE STATE REGISTRAR OF VITAL STATISTICS

LOCAL REGISTRATION DISTRICT AND CERTIFICATE NUWBER

1A, NAME OF DECEASED——FIRST NAME : 18. MIDDLE NAME

Ic. LAST NAME

2a. DATE OF DEATH—wMONTH. DAY. YEAR }254 HOUR

RES!ZENCE BEFORE

Savilla i__Evelyn Walton August 29, 1977 | 11:45A.,
3, SEX 4. COLOR OR RACE [5. BIRTHPLACE (STATE OR FOREIGN 6. DATE QF BIRTH 7. AGE 1uast sirtncay, 1F UNDER 1 YEAR IF_UNDER 24 KOURS
Fem Cauc Nebraska February 13, 1912 68, v
DECEDENT |8 NAME AND BIRTHPLACE OF FATHER 9. MAIDEN NAME AND BIRTHPLACE OF MOTHER
”EESA?‘:AL Clarke V. Long, Iowa Lelia Slafter, Minnesota
10. CITIZEN OF WHAT COUNTRY 1. SOCIAL SECURITY NUMBER Lz.omé\g?ao,grgEFvven MARRIED. WIDOWED, 13. NAME OF SURVIVING SPOUSE «IF WIFE. ENTER MAIDEN NAME)
1IVOR (SPECIFY).
eSS A 535-12-9038 Married Jesse Ralph Walton
14, LAST OCCUPATION 19, R l(g SMQAEL%UL&\; EMPLOYING COMPANY OR FIRM 17. KIND OF INDUSTRY OR BUSINESS
Photo Finisher 10 City Pho to Film Developing
: 18A. PLACE OF DEATH-—NAME OF HOSPITAL OR OTHER IN-PATIENT FACILITY :185. STREET ADDRESS~—(STREET AND NUMBER. OR LOCATION) ;llssg.scllﬁlgis(:g; ﬁgr'wonm-: LIMIT
F’Lé\gﬁ Long Beach Memorial Hospital I 2801 Atlantic Ave. I yes
DEATH 180. CITY OR TOWN :185, COUNTY :lBF‘ LENGYH OF STAY IN COUNTY OF DEATH :186, LENGTH OF STAY IN CALIFORNIA
|
Long Beach | Los Angéles | 37 il 37 i
USUAL 19a. USUAL RESIDENCE-—STREET ADDRESS (STREET AND NUMBER OR LOCATION) 1195, INSIDE CITY CORPORATE LIMITS 20. NAME AND MAILING ADDRESS OF INFORMANT
RESIDENCE :(snscwv YES OR NO) |
(IF DEATH OCCURRED IN 3] 66 GO] den Ave 2 ! .yes .4Jesse R'wa1 tonA Enag ety K
INSTTUTION. ENTER  [19¢. CITY OR TOWN 190. COUNTY | 19€. STATE 3166 GoTlden Ave.
|

CAUSES STATEN BELOW AND THAT | HAVE HELD ON

<3Mission) Long Beach Los Angeles i __California / Long-Beach, CA 90806
21a, CORONER: IEiE3T CoT T T 210, PHYSICIAN: 1 ety P ot e Geetimis AT T31c. PAYSICIAN OR CONONER~— sutaruns syforctss on e 1210, DATE SIGNED
PH‘I/SICIAN'S HOUR "DATE AND PLAGE STATED ABOVE FROM THE | FROM THE CAUSES STATED BELOW AND 'HAT | AYTENDED THE DECEASED

28, NAME or«‘ CEMETERY OR CREMATORY

|
! 0/ 7
OR CORONER'S 1€ revains of oecease as Requinen 8Y taw |y ren “OFR;)M WAYG e bk | S erren e AND | ? : 7
CERTIFICATION ik : g 73 m?é”‘da? 5?““. 21e. ADDRES 11?65- 7W/C / {2“,' l;:«clis':c_«gi\;:“s”%;j%;
|
TTTTTTINVESTISATION OR TNAUESTT T T ! 77 é’ujd B W (ﬁ (/.‘ dfd 6 6‘/ S/J’
224, SPECIFY BURIAL. ENTOMBMENT ;223. DATTE
|

THIS 1S A TRUE CERTIFIED GOPY OF THE RECORD

FILED IN THE COUNTY OF 10S ANGELES DEPARIMENT

OF HEALTH SERVICES
PURPLE INK,

IF IT BEARS THIS SEAL IN

FEE
$2.00

s \Q 2,

Liston A Withertl!, Diroctor of Health Sarvices end Reglatrar

g 24, EM ALMER——SIGNATURE (IF BODY EMBALMED) LICENSE NUMBI
DRECIOR | BUrial 8-31-1977 | Rose Hills Memorial Park s
SECT SRR )7 //' o
DisECIOR Buria ose Hills emom 4,‘ yvey [ elhe,  A958
LOCAL 25. NAME OF FUNERAL DIRECTOR (OR PERSON ACTING AS SUCH) |26, ',FH,N;’gEgﬂ,w',:gsg:,ggﬁ?gggo:v;:. CAL REGISTRAR~—5| IATUR 28 ﬂ(gftﬂggg;;:g,\;“ REGISTRATIONIS
N
REGISTRAR Spongbey‘g Moy‘tuary (SPECIFY YES OR NO) %Wﬂ ﬂUG q 0 t977
29. PART |. DEATH WAS CAUSED BY: ENTER ONLY ONE CAUSE PER LINE FOR A B AND C
IMMEDIATE CAUSE )
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