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 The Life Story of Elsa Hunter Nelson Mendenhall 
From the Mendenhall biographies collection “They Led the Way” 
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When my parents, Bengt Nelson Jr. and Sarah Catherine Hunter, were married in  April 1886, they 
moved onto their own lot in a little two roomed house.  This was in Cedar City, Utah.  It was in this 
house that I,  their second child and second daughter was born the 22nd of March 1889.  I was a fat, 
rolly-polly, blue eyed baby,  l’m told.                                       
 
We lived in this house until the spring of 1891 when we moved into our new brick home, which 
was built beside the one we had been living in.  We’d just got   settled when my first baby brother 
arrived.  Now there were Stella, Elsa, and Roice.  The other sisters and brother came along in turn.  
Altogether we numbered eight,  6 girls and 2 boys.  After Roice came Ellen, Euphamia,  Anna, 
McNone and Joseph Hunter came along.  
 
Our home was a wonderful place to live in, not luxurious, but clean, roomy and cheerful. Love was 
there, too.  My parents did everything possible to bring us up in the way we should go.  They set us 
a wonderful pattern of life.  We liked to go to Sunday School.  I can remember well, how on a 
Saturday night, this was while we were small, that my mother would get in the big number 3 tub, set 
it on the rug, half full of water and in no time at all we were bathed and dried.  Mama  would wash 
our hair and do the bathing. Papa would dry us.  It was a sort of game and fun.  
 
In June 1889 my parents began to dairy up on Cedar Mountain.  I was only 3 months old that first 
summer and each summer thereafter, until I was fifteen, I spent on the mountains.  As I grew older I 
did my share with helping to gather the cows, milking, making cheese and butter.  
 
We all loved the Great out Doors.    There were plenty of horses to ride,  so we all learned to ride 
well.  Papa stayed in town and farmed, so we had a 15 or 16 year old boy to gather the cows, etc. 
while we were too young to do it.  
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Every Saturday afternoon Papa would come up to bring 
supplies and to spend the week end with us.  We really loved 
those weekends for several reasons.  We could hardly wait for 
the days to go.  The weather permitting every Saturday 
afternoon, we youngsters that were old enough would go to 
meet Papa.  I think I was about 10 or 12.  Of course we had to 
have our clean dresses on and hair combed.  Now we were 
ready.  We'd all take hold of hands and down the road we'd 
go.  Sometimes he'd come right along and we wouldn't have 
to walk far,  but there were times when we'd walk 3 or 4 miles 
for that ride back.  He always had all kinds of fresh fruits and 
vegetables from Grandma and Grandpa Nelson's garden and 
of course a nice big bag of hard tack candy.  The walk was 
worth it.  

 
The older I got the better I liked it up there.  You know, I think that each Fall when it was time to 
move to town, so we could go to school, that the climax of it all was loading all those beautiful 
cheese into the double-bed wagon box.  Each cheese had to be so carefully packed, so the jolting 
over the road couldn't break or bruise them.  Our summer was over.  
 
Roice was just next younger than I.  We were like David and Jonathan,  inseparable.  We did 
everything together, even fought for each other.  Hunter was the youngest of the family, so Roice 
and I were Papa's boys.  I'd rather work with them in the field planting corn and potatoes, or hauling 
hay and grain, even to helping feed the cattle.  Anything that would keep me outside with them 
instead of working in the house. 
 
Mama taught we girls to be good house keepers and cooks.  I also took Domestic Science and 
sewing while in High School.  Our home was always a gathering place for young people.  We had 
an Organ, and until  Ellen learned to play it,  Mama would chord and many the hours we spent 
singing and learning to dance.  Papa taught us all to waltz while we were quite young.  
 
The 4th of July and Christmas were very important in my life.  I always got a new dress for each 
occasion.  There were the parades on the Fourth and I was given a quarter to spend as I liked.  
 
Christmas was such a wonderful time.  I never remember of not having a beautiful tree.  One that 
would touch the ceiling.  We helped make all our tree decorations,  paper chains, Chinese lanterns 
made of colored tissue paper,  cornucopias, popcorn chains, and a star on the top.   Later we used 
some tinsel and ornaments.  Our presents were always put on the tree.  Our dolls sitting in against 
the trunk.  Ribbons and ties over the branches.  Books in the lower crotched  of limbs, and 
hankerchiefs pinned on outer tips of lower limbs.  Sometimes a mug or a set of tin dishes and a few 
toys.  Of course nuts and candy in packages named for each one of us.  My Grandmother Nelson 
always made Twisters on Christmas Eve.    (We make do-nuts now) and Grandpa would bring us a 
big dish pan full.  Oh!  so good, and such a treat.  The  making of Twisters or do-nuts is a family 
tradition. I always made them for my own family.  
 
I began school in Sept. 1894.  The school house was built of native brick and stood on the corner 
where the First Ward Chapel now stands.  It was remodeled and added to twice while I 
attended there.  I graduated from the Eighth grade June 7, 1904.  I remember my first teacher was 
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Nellie Houchen and my 7th and 8th grade teacher was John S. Woodbury.   I taught school in this 
same building years later.                                          
 
My parents were not very well off financially,  
but they made the sacrifice so I could attend 
the Branch Normal School in Cedar City, 
Utah.  It was a three year high school.  I 
enrolled  in the B.N.S. Sept.1904 and 
graduated in June 1907.  There were only 
three buildings out on the Hill at th 
is time.  Old Main, the Science Building and 
a small Gymnasium.  There wasn't a blade of 
grass, so our class of '07 were the first to do a 
bit of landscaping.  �
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We hauled sod in wheelbarrows from a vacant lot near the school and made a Pennant in front and 
just south of the entrance to "Old Main".  It was left there for several years. 
 
I wanted very much to become a school teacher so I wanted to find a job to earn money that I might 
attend the University of Utah,  so I could get a Teacher's Certificate,  My father said, "You go on 
the ranch and help your mother this summer.  We'll see that you get to school."  I was  thrilled to do 
it.  
 
Aunt Euphamia Dotson,  mother's sister was living in Salt Lake City.   Mattie and I roomed and 
boarded with her.  We lived at 849 Park Ave.,  just north of Liberty Park.  I will always be grateful 
to my parents for making it possible for me to attend the University.  
 
The nearest railroad station was out at Lund,  35 miles across the desert. I had never seen a train 
before and now I was going to ride on one.  Papa took Famia, Stella, Mattie and I in a covered 
wagon, drawn by his big team of horses to Lund, Sept. 13, 1907.   It took us all day to make the hot 
dusty trip.  You have heard them say, "The train came round the bend,"  Well it was dark when the 
train came in, and what a sight, as those head lights came round the bend a few miles down the 
track.  What a noise!  What a monster!  It made me have the shivers and goose pimples for sure.  
 
Papa put Mattie and I on the train, Now I was on my first trip to Salt Lake City.  We had a pleasant 
trip.  We got into Salt Lake in the early hours.  Uncle Will Dotson met us at the depot,  it was 
wonderful to be in a big city.  Aunt Euphamia had a great surprise for us.  That afternoon she took 
us to the matinee in the Salt Lake Theatre.  It was the Operetta "Robin Hood".  It was one of the 
beautiful things of my life.  
 
I enjoyed attending the University.  A number of my graduating class from the B.N.S. were up there 
too.  We sort of fraternized and it made it rather pleasant and enjoyable.  
 
On Thanksgiving Day I saw my first Football game.  Six or eight of we girls went together.  It was 
really exciting, but I didn't get any Thanksgiving dinner.  We all rode the car from the "U" down 
town,  but each had to take a different car home.  I just didn't take the right car so when I got off I 
was completely lost, and turned around.  I knew I had to go South.    
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I walked about 15 blocks way out to old Salt Palace.  I 
knew that land mark and realized that now I was blocks 
too far south of home.  I didn't see a policeman to ask 
help from.  I Just kept asking different people who were 
in their yards.  Every step I took seemed the wrong way 
and it wasn't until I stepped on the Waterloo car track, 
just a half block from home, that I was straight.  By this 
time it was dark.  Dinner was over and forgotten, but I 
didn't even tell them that I had been lost.�

 

At home for the Christmas Holidays, the first thing I saw when nearing Cedar City, in the Stage 
White Top were the electric street lights.  They had been installed while I was away.  Another nice 
surprise was that we had the telephone.  
 

It was really wonderful to be home,  because I did get 
plenty homesick.  I think that Christmas was about the most 
wonderful I'd ever had.  My family was so grand to me and 
the crowd of young people that I went with had so many 
parties planned,  besides all this there were all the Holiday 
dances.  Not a dull moment all the time I was home. 
 
I received my teaching certificate the 3rd of June 1908. By 
the close of school I had secured me a teaching job down at 
Mapleton, Utah Co., Utah.  I spent the summer at home 
keeping house for Papa, while the family were at the 
mountain ranch. 
 
I left Cedar City, Sept. 3, 1908 to go to Mapleton to teach.  
I went up on the train to Spanish Fork.  Mrs. Rose 
Woodward, the Principal's wife was to meet me there and 
take me to Mapleton, which was about four miles east of 
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Spanish Fork up on the bench.  She didn't meet me.  This was  Friday.  I  stayed in a Hotel over 
night.  Across the street from the Hotel was the city Park, and an open air dance pavilion.  Talk 
about being homesick, I could hear the music and   laughter over there, and I didn't know a soul.  
Mrs. Woodward came for me Saturday morning.  She had gotten me a place to live not far from 
school with a Mr. and Mrs. Phillip Houtz and family.  

�
#���$����
�%�
�
����������


����!�&�
����

�
!�&�
�����	�����%�
�
����������������"'�����

 



15 

I had a teacher's meeting that afternoon.  I was going to teach two grades,  2nd and 3rd. There were 
five teachers, 3 ladies and two men.  The principal was R.L. Woodward, a Mr. Bushman, Azua 
Peterson,  Margaret Bean and I were the other teachers.  
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On Sunday Mrs. Woodward took me for a drive in a cute, one horse 
buggy, so I could have a look at Mapleton.  It was a farming 
community and still is.  The people live on their farms.  She was 
telling me about her daughter having a young man,  Joseph 
Mendenhall, in the mission field,  so in our drive, we stopped at the 
Mendenhall's.  While we were sitting in the buggy talking to Mrs. 
Mendenhall a group of young people came by.  They had been to the 
Big Hollow for Baptismal services.  A young man ran in the house 
for a moment.  Out he came in an  awful hurry, to catch up with the 
others, but Mrs. Woodward called to him to come meet the new 
school teacher.  He was John William Mendenhall.�

 
He was bare headed and you could see he was a bit annoyed at the delay, but he came over.  He had 
gone in to comb his hair and as he stood by the buggy, it looked as if it had just been marcelled.  His 
hair was coal black and the deep waves shone like satin.  I don't think I ever wanted to touch 
anything so bad in my life.  I wanted to smooth that beautiful wavy hair.  I always said it was his 
hair that I  fell in love with.   He was about five feet 8 inches tall, slender built, deep blue eyes and a 
very sweet smile.  He talked a few minutes and then off he went to catch the others.  Our first date 
was to a missionary farewell.  
 
There were no telephones in Mapleton, so during that school year Aaron,  Will' s youngest brother, 
who was  in the 8th grade, was a messenger boy for us a  lot of times.  I always knew when he had a 
note for me.  He was so cute about it.  Those notes would pass from his hand to mine without either 
of us raising our hands.  No one ever knew.  
 
One night. Will took me to the Provo Theatre a distance of nine miles to see "Twelfth Night”  a 
Shakespeare play, but this took place before we could go.  Will had borrowed a nice little horse and 
buggy from his Uncle Richard for us to go in.  He left it standing, the horse tied to the fence while 
he went to get  ready.   When he came out to go for me,  he found that his brother Joseph had 
changed the wheels.  He’d  put the hind wheels on the front and the front ones where the hind ones 
should be.  Will says he has never been any angrier about anything in his life.  Joseph changed those 
wheels back in a hurry,  but he’d made us a little late for the play.  The performance was so 
wonderful that we soon forgot about the awful joke.  
 
My first and only fishing trip, I experienced while teaching that year in Mapleton was on Provo 
River, with Will, his sister Retta and Len Hill her fiancé.  It was a lot of fun,  but we didn't catch a 
fish.  Retta and Len came down the bank with a fish on a stick, but it was one they had picked up on 
the bank. They weren’t any better fisherman than we.  
 
I got along so well in my school teaching,  that I knew it was what I wanted most to do.  My winter 
in Mapleton was very enjoyable and rather eventful.  I became engaged to that black haired young 
man.  
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The following winter of 1909 and 1910 I taught school in Paragonah, a little town in the northern 
end of Iron County.  
 
We were married June 8, 1910 in the St. George Temple by David H. Cannon.  It was a four day 
trip with team and buggy.  Mama and my sister Ellen went with us.  The first day's travel was to 
Leeds, where we stayed over night.  The second day we went from Leeds into St. George getting 
there about noon.  In the afternoon Will and I and E1len went to the Court House for our License.  
Ellen was as tall as I,  and Will was kidded about trying to take two wives.  We were married the 
next morning and traveled back to Leeds, where we again stopped for the night. Our last day of 
travel was dusty and hot.  
 
My  parents gave us two lovely receptions at their home.  One for the older married friends and 
relatives and the other for the host of young friends that we had.   We received many lovely gifts for 
housekeeping.  
 
That summer we lived in my parents home, because the family were up to the Ranch.  In the Fall we 
moved into a two room, unfurnished apartment, on the corner of 1st South and Main Street. We 
were so happy and thrilled to be by ourselves and to think we could furnish those two rooms with 
all new furniture.  Imagine the thrill we got from choosing and buying the things we wanted.  
Our bedroom suite was beautiful birdseye maple, dresser, chiffonier and commode.  The iron bed 
was bronze color, with a good pad of springs.  The ostermoor mattress was the best to be had.  We 
put an ingrain carpet on the bedroom floor.  The rooms were papered and painted when we moved 
in.  There were nice big windows too.  
 
For the kitchen we got a Universal Coal range, the best to be had.  (We used it for about 38 years) a 
nice dish cupboard, a beautiful Hoover Kitchen Cabinet and an extension oak table and six chairs.  
We put a linoleum run on the floor.  It was really a dream home when I got my  curtains hung and 
everything in place.  
 
My trousseau was beautiful and practical.  While teaching school in Paragonah I was able to buy me 
some silverware.  I bought the sheeting for my sheets and made them by hand.  I hand hemstitched  
the bottom hems and did drawn work in the tops.  My pillow slips had wide crocheted lace trim.  I 
crocheted for some and Mama did the lace for a pair or two also.  Some were hemstitched to match 
the sheets.  I double hemstitched my big 2  yard long tablecloth on the ends.  My dresser scarfs were 
either embroidered or hemstitched,  my doilies were either crocheted or embroidered.  I cut out all 
the blocks for my quilts while in Paragonah.  Mama pieced them into quilt tops.  She then had them 
made into quilts for me.  They were really beautiful quilts.  That same winter I pieced by hand, "The 
Irish Chain".  I copied the pattern from an early pioneer quilt.  It was made of three colors, white, 
red, and green.  Several years after I was married that I had this quilt made up.  The Relief Society 
Ladies quilted it for me and the quilting stitches are so small and the quilting pattern so intricate, I 
ve always thought it too lovely a piece of hand work to use.  I’ve never used it.   lt’s really a 
priceless heirloom.  I also had pillows, towels, wash cloths, and dish towels.  
 
We lived here  nine months; then we moved into a rather old house on 4th East  street.  We fixed it  
up and  it was  comfortable.   There was an orchard of apple trees on the lot and a nice garden space, 
where we raised our first garden.  It was in this house that our first baby was  born,  Sept. 29,1911.   
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It had been raining for days and the roof of the house was leaking in several  places.  There was 
even a pan on the bed to catch the water.  The streets were so muddy that the Doctor had trouble 
getting his horse and buggy from place to place.  
 
The Parley Dalley’s were having a new baby too,  that same night,  so the Doctor's time was divided 
between the two places.  Our baby came first, a 10 1/4  pound boy just before midnight.  The 
Dalley's  got a girl just after midnight.  We’ve always told  Lovell he had a twin sister.  We gave 
him the name of William Lovell Mendenhall.  He was blessed by his Great Grandfather Nelson,  He 
was Grandpa’s first Great Grandchild.  
 
The long evenings that winter were wonderful.  We had a beautiful baby and each other.  We had 
plenty of apples that we raised, to eat and we read a lot of good books together.  
 
When Lovell was about one month old Will went up into Cedar Canyon for wood to burn.   I 
expected him home before dark but he didn't come.   I waited and waited and the longer I waited the 
more upset I became, fearing he had met with an accident.  It was now about ten o'clock.  Uncle 
Sam Leigh was night watchman at the power plant about 2 miles up the canyon.  I knew he'd help 
me,  so I walked and ran until I came to the plant.  He was fast asleep in his chair.  I just couldn't 
disturb him.  All I could do was to keep walking, hoping and praying that I'd soon meet him (Will).  
After about another mile I could hear the chuckle of the wagon wheels over the rocks.  Imagine my 
relief when I met him.  He had worked too long getting out his wood, so then he hurried to get it 
loaded.  While loading the big logs he injured his chest.  He has never gotten completely over that 
injury even though he has been to several doctors.   I  hadn't even thought of leaving my tiny baby 
alone, but he was still sleeping when we got home.              

The fall Lovell was a year old, I was 
asked by the school board to teach school 
that winter.  Even though I hated to leave 
my baby to the care of someone else, I 
did.  We got Will's sister Retta to come 
from Mapleton for a few months  to care 
for him.  It was at this time just as Lovell 
was beginning to walk that he got 
whooping cough.  He was an awfully sick 
baby.  He didn't walk until nearly spring.  
After Retta went home, Marsha Hunter 
took care of him until school was out.  
She was young but good with children.� �
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Lovell never did learn to crawl.  He would go, as we called it,  belly-wise.  The fronts and sleeves of 
his rompers were plenty shiny after crossing the floor a time or two.  One day I came in from 
school, Marsha nor Lovell were anywhere in sight; but I could hear a splash, coming from behind 
the cupboard door.  Lovell was splashing as fast as he could with both hands in a pan of milk.  
Another time he sampled the jelly.  He was covered from head to toe.  The cutest picture ever. 
 
Our farm of 120 acres, when we acquired it was a forest of tall sage brush.  It was about six miles 
north of Cedar City.  We moved to our three roomed home on the farm at the close of school.  It 



 
 

was wonderful living out on the farm.  Will fenced a big lot with close woven wire fence to keep 
out the Jack rabbits.  We had a nice flowing well with a big cement box, into which the water fell, 
then went out through a pipe into the irrigating ditch.  This box was partially covered.  This was our 
deep freeze or cold spot where we kept all our milk and butter. 
 
The soil was excellent.  We set out an orchard and several shade trees.  There was one cottonwood 
and several Carolina poplars.  They were huge limbs cut off from the parent trees and planted.  
They took root and it wasn't long before we had shade. The best vegetables,
ever grew were grown on this farm lot.  We had a huge lawn too.   This  was all watered with the 
well water.  The corrals and stock yards were west of the lot.  
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Spring was surely welcome to us all.  I was so thrilled to be home again with the children and ready 
to do a bit of gardening.  Raising flowers has always been a hobby of mine since I was a girl, so 
now was my chance.  I planted all the old favorites and m
 

My friends  and neighbors that I had in town gave 
me plants.  I had Snap Dragons, Shasta Daisies, 
Chrysanthemums, Pinks, Lilies. Iris, Hollyhocks, 
Roses, Nasturtiums,  Mignonettes,  Pansies, 
Petunias, Sweetpeas, and everything I could beg 
or buy.  I truly wanted a beauty spot in the desert 
and we had it.   
 
My  father once said to me, "You can make a 
palace out of a barn."  I never was quite able to 
accomplish anything like that, as much as I 
would have liked to.  Our vegetable garden was a
success too.  Such a variety.  
 
That summer Will's father came down and stayed with us.  He came to help Will clear the sage 
brush off the land so it could be plowed for farming.  He was a wonderful man.  
It gave me a chance to really become acquainted with my father

20 

was wonderful living out on the farm.  Will fenced a big lot with close woven wire fence to keep 
had a nice flowing well with a big cement box, into which the water fell, 

then went out through a pipe into the irrigating ditch.  This box was partially covered.  This was our 
deep freeze or cold spot where we kept all our milk and butter.  

excellent.  We set out an orchard and several shade trees.  There was one cottonwood 
and several Carolina poplars.  They were huge limbs cut off from the parent trees and planted.  
They took root and it wasn't long before we had shade. The best vegetables, melons and flowers we 
ever grew were grown on this farm lot.  We had a huge lawn too.   This  was all watered with the 

The corrals and stock yards were west of the lot.   

�
�����
�������*����
*�+���� �*�%���������
�
�

We had cows, chickens, pigs, a team of 
horses and a few sheep at one time.  We 
loved it all, even to the lonely howl of 
the coyote every night. 
 
We stayed on the farm until December 
when we moved up to Grandpa Nelson’ s 
home, where Karl Bengt, our second 
was born 11 Feb. 1914. 
 
Again we moved back to the farm in the 
spring, remaining there until Sept.,  as I 
was going to teach school that winter.    
Marsha took care of my two babies for 
the time I was in the class room. 

Spring was surely welcome to us all.  I was so thrilled to be home again with the children and ready 
to do a bit of gardening.  Raising flowers has always been a hobby of mine since I was a girl, so 
now was my chance.  I planted all the old favorites and many new ones.   

My friends  and neighbors that I had in town gave 
me plants.  I had Snap Dragons, Shasta Daisies, 
Chrysanthemums, Pinks, Lilies. Iris, Hollyhocks, 
Roses, Nasturtiums,  Mignonettes,  Pansies, 
Petunias, Sweetpeas, and everything I could beg 
or buy.  I truly wanted a beauty spot in the desert 
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That summer Will's father came down and stayed with us.  He came to help Will clear the sage 
brush off the land so it could be plowed for farming.  He was a wonderful man.   
It gave me a chance to really become acquainted with my father-in- law.   
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We had cows, chickens, pigs, a team of 
horses and a few sheep at one time.  We 
loved it all, even to the lonely howl of 
the coyote every night.  

We stayed on the farm until December 
when we moved up to Grandpa Nelson’ s 
home, where Karl Bengt, our second boy 
was born 11 Feb. 1914.  

Again we moved back to the farm in the 
spring, remaining there until Sept.,  as I 
was going to teach school that winter.    
Marsha took care of my two babies for 
the time I was in the class room.  

Spring was surely welcome to us all.  I was so thrilled to be home again with the children and ready 
to do a bit of gardening.  Raising flowers has always been a hobby of mine since I was a girl, so 
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You see, when I first met Mr. Mendenhall, that was while I was teaching in Mapleton, he made me, 
more or less stand in awe of him.  He was stern, but not to the point that he couldn't enjoy a good 
joke.  He would go out to burn brush about four o'clock every morning and come in about seven for 
breakfast.  Always when he would be about ten feet from the kitchen door, he'd call as loudly as he 
could, so it seemed to me, "Good morning Elsa", and begin to laugh.  Right now my two little kids 
were wide awake and out of bed.   More times than not I would be furious because of his waking 
them, but I’d soon feel ok about it, because he didn’t realize he was doing it, and I wouldn't tell him.  
He loved those little boys.  
  
 
We had a big wicker rocking chair that he liked to sit in.  Many times after supper while I was 
clearing the table,  he'd take both of them one on each knee and rock and sing (he couldn't sing at 
all)  "A Mormon Boy" and "0 Ye Mountains High".  How those kids loved it and him.  
 
He liked to read.  He was reading Jane Eyre.  After dinner he'd say, "Well Elsa, "where's Jane?.  
He'd begin to read, but in five minutes his book would fall from his hands and he'd be sound asleep.  
He was too early a riser to stay awake.  
 
He said I ironed too much, so he and Will hid my  irons in the wheat bin until I promised not to iron 
my sheets.  I've kept that promise.  
 
Just close your eyes and think about the nicest and largest water melon and cantaloupe you’ve ever 
seen.  We grew just such ones that summer.  Brother Mendenhall would say to me, "Elsa, would 
you mind if I took some of those nice string beans and a melon or two to Sister Matheson?".    This 
lady had a large family and she was ill.  He was really concerned about them.   
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He’d walk to Enoch every Sunday to attend Sunday School 
and Meeting.  He made friends readily with old and young 
alike.  The young people of Enoch surely liked him.  A time 
or two on a beautiful moon lit night they rode over to the 
farm on a hayrack, just to visit him.  They even serenaded 
us on the Fourth of July.  Those visits he always 
remembered. 
 
I taught school again that winter until Christmas time. 

We were living in Mattie and Jack Booth's home.  On April 13, 1916 another baby boy came to us.  
He was the first one of the three to have any hair.  It wasn't much but it was dark and his eyes were 
dark blue.  He is known as Rulon John.  When he was only a few weeks old we went back to the 
farm.  That winter while we were living at Booth's we almost lost Lovell with Bronchial 
Pneumonia.  
 
They opened a one room school out in Midvalley in Sept. of 1916.  A young single man from Cedar 
was the teacher.  He would ride horseback to and from school.  He taught for about six weeks and 
quit.  The School Board asked me to take this school.  I did.  I had 28 children from the first to the 
8th grade.  
 

�
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This was a new experience for me.  The children lived all over the valley and most of them had to 
ride quite a distance to school. I didn't know the parents at all.  My first thought was that I must 
get to know the parents. Will and I 
decided to have a get acquainted 
party at our home.  I sent invitations 
home with the children.  They were 
something like this: 
 
“N.G.A," at Mendenhall’s 
Friday evening at 7:3O o'clock 
Please come. 
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They were all curious as to what it was all about and all came.  We sure had a houseful. It was 
really a "Neighbors Get Acquainted Party”' and a lot of fun.  I served ham sandwiches, pickles, 
cookies, cocoa and apples.  
 
The school house was a frame building 24 ft. by 34 feet.  It was heated with a big coal stove.  One 
of the 8th Grade boys was the janitor.  I had to ride about one and a quarter miles to school.  In the 
winter I drove the team and buggy but when the farm work was on and Will was using the team, I 
rode a horse. 
 
To get baby tenders and girls to do the house work was really a headache.  They didn't like living 
out of town.  As a rule they would go home Friday night and be back for Monday.  It was quite a 
round, as of times we would have to work on Sunday.  Once we had the threshers on Sunday.  We 
had to can fruit and sometimes do a washing.   
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I enjoyed teaching this one room school but it 
surely kept me on my toes.   The older boys were 
taller than I.  Lovell's first school year was in the 
Midvalley school house and I was his teacher.  
There were eleven families whose children I 
taught,  four Matheson families,  Dan, Owen, Will 
and Lorenzo's,  George Esplin's,  Franklin Stevens,  
David Murie’s,  John R. Robinson's,  James C. 
Parry's,  Higbee's and Lovell.  

�
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We had no water right to our farm land.  It was awful watching our crops burn up every summer.   
No storms to help at all.   Always wind, wind and no rain.  Will's father thought we could do better 
up in Utah County, so we sold our farm to Millard Halterman and moved to Payson in August of 
1918.  It was really a bad move for us, as the land there was as much too wet and full of alkali as the 
one we left was too dry.  
 



 
 

Our farm was out by the West Mountain.   This was West and North of Pa
There were five of the Mendenhall brothers out there on farms,  Byron,  Harvey,  Joseph, Jesse and 
Will.  It was just at the close of World War I and things were pretty rough for all of us.  Not one of 
them is still out there.  
 
It was while we were on this farm that our fourth boy was born July 11, 1920.   We named  him 
Grant Nelson.   

Our children had to ride to school in a bus.  They were in 
town all day until  4 o’clock. Because the children were 
allowed by the teacher to roam the
little Karl B. was run over by an automobile and killed 
April 29, 1921. 
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We came back to Cedar City in the Fall of 1922,  leaving a part of our hearts there.  We 
place to live in.   We had no home,  so Papa advised us to get a home of our own,
waste our money paying rent.  He gave me a city 
lot and financed the first payment.  The lot is on 
6th West Street.  We built a new brick house with 
five rooms and bath and half basement.   We 
moved into the new house in Feb. 1924. 
 
While we were still renting and waiting for the 
completion of the New House we had another 
addition to our family.  This time it was a 
beautiful baby girl.  We surely felt that we
been blessed.  She made her appearance the 12th 
of June 1924.   We knew she had come to help fill 
the place left vacant by little Karl B.
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Our farm was out by the West Mountain.   This was West and North of Payson about six miles.  
There were five of the Mendenhall brothers out there on farms,  Byron,  Harvey,  Joseph, Jesse and 
Will.  It was just at the close of World War I and things were pretty rough for all of us.  Not one of 

as while we were on this farm that our fourth boy was born July 11, 1920.   We named  him 

Our children had to ride to school in a bus.  They were in 
town all day until  4 o’clock. Because the children were 
allowed by the teacher to roam the street at the noon hour,  
little Karl B. was run over by an automobile and killed 
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We came back to Cedar City in the Fall of 1922,  leaving a part of our hearts there.  We 
place to live in.   We had no home,  so Papa advised us to get a home of our own, 
waste our money paying rent.  He gave me a city 
lot and financed the first payment.  The lot is on 
6th West Street.  We built a new brick house with 

ms and bath and half basement.   We 
moved into the new house in Feb. 1924.  

While we were still renting and waiting for the 
completion of the New House we had another 
addition to our family.  This time it was a 
beautiful baby girl.  We surely felt that we had  
been blessed.  She made her appearance the 12th 
of June 1924.   We knew she had come to help fill 
the place left vacant by little Karl B. 
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The next few years I was kept busy taking care of my family.  
Then when June was four years old another baby girl came to 
us.  She had dark curly hair and weighed 10 pounds.  She was 
the sweetest little roly-poly girl you ever saw.  She is known 
as Wilma.  What a wonderful family for us.  Two little girls 
for their older b 
 
rothers to tease and this they did. 
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yson about six miles.  
There were five of the Mendenhall brothers out there on farms,  Byron,  Harvey,  Joseph, Jesse and 
Will.  It was just at the close of World War I and things were pretty rough for all of us.  Not one of 
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We came back to Cedar City in the Fall of 1922,  leaving a part of our hearts there.  We rented a 
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The next few years I was kept busy taking care of my family.  
years old another baby girl came to 

us.  She had dark curly hair and weighed 10 pounds.  She was 
poly girl you ever saw.  She is known 

as Wilma.  What a wonderful family for us.  Two little girls 



 
 

 
 
It was quite a struggle for us to pay for a 
new home and do what we could to help 
the children.  Will's job was a tri
Rural mail carrier.  At times it was 
necessary for me to take boarders or to 
find work away from home to supplement 
what Will made. 
 
Our lot has always been sort of a beauty 
spot.   The very first Spring we 
landscaped it, planting lawn,  flowers and 
shrubs also fruit trees.  Each year since 
improving it.  We’ve always  had a big 
vegetable garden.  Our shade trees are 
beautiful too.   They are green ash and 
they really add a distinguishing touch.  
 
Our boys and girls have all completed high school, one or two have had some college.  Grant was in 
the school Band. Will and I went to Texas when he graduated.  
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I had another wonderful trip while Grant was still in training.  He couldn't get home 
sent overseas,  so he had me come to Riverside, California where he was based at March Field.  I 
stayed in the historical Mission Inn, where Grant had made reservations for me.  All the time he had 
away from the base he’d come into town.  We 
visiting.  I was there several days, but the time seemed so short.
 
Another wonderful trip we had was soon after Grant got out of the Service. Wilma was home then.  
Grant insisted that we take a vacation with him, so the  four of us went to San Francisco.  Rulon and 
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It was quite a struggle for us to pay for a 
new home and do what we could to help 
the children.  Will's job was a tri-weekly 
Rural mail carrier.  At times it was 
necessary for me to take boarders or to 

home to supplement 

Our lot has always been sort of a beauty 
spot.   The very first Spring we 
landscaped it, planting lawn,  flowers and 
shrubs also fruit trees.  Each year since 
improving it.  We’ve always  had a big 

shade trees are 
beautiful too.   They are green ash and 
they really add a distinguishing touch.   
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Our boys and girls have all completed high school, one or two have had some college.  Grant was in 
Will and I went to Texas when he graduated.   
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Rulon and Grant were in the 
service in World Ward II.  
Rulon was in the U.S. Navy.  
Grant was in the Air Force.  
Grant was stationed at 
Brooks Field
Antonio,  Texas when he 
graduated. It was in August 
1944.  He pinned on me a 
small replica of his Wings 
the day he graduated.  It 
was a real honor for me.
�

I had another wonderful trip while Grant was still in training.  He couldn't get home 
sent overseas,  so he had me come to Riverside, California where he was based at March Field.  I 
stayed in the historical Mission Inn, where Grant had made reservations for me.  All the time he had 
away from the base he’d come into town.  We had a marvelous time sightseeing, exploring and 
visiting.  I was there several days, but the time seemed so short. 

Another wonderful trip we had was soon after Grant got out of the Service. Wilma was home then.  
take a vacation with him, so the  four of us went to San Francisco.  Rulon and 
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Our boys and girls have all completed high school, one or two have had some college.  Grant was in 

Rulon and Grant were in the 
service in World Ward II.  
Rulon was in the U.S. Navy.  
Grant was in the Air Force.  
Grant was stationed at 
Brooks Field in San 
Antonio,  Texas when he 
graduated. It was in August 
1944.  He pinned on me a 
small replica of his Wings 
the day he graduated.  It 
was a real honor for me. 

I had another wonderful trip while Grant was still in training.  He couldn't get home before he was 
sent overseas,  so he had me come to Riverside, California where he was based at March Field.  I 
stayed in the historical Mission Inn, where Grant had made reservations for me.  All the time he had 

had a marvelous time sightseeing, exploring and 

Another wonderful trip we had was soon after Grant got out of the Service. Wilma was home then.  
take a vacation with him, so the  four of us went to San Francisco.  Rulon and 



 
 

Melba were living in Reno so we went by way of Reno and visited with them.  I’ll never forget the 
beautiful and breath taking scenery all the way.  The ride over Donner Pass was
there you felt like you were at the top of the world. 
 
It was September and we were warned to be prepared for fog and cold when we got down into San 
Francisco.  Such a glorious surprise we had.  The weather was clear and beautiful.  We co
way out over the blue Pacific.  
 
We went in over the Golden Gate Bridge and came out over the Oakland Bay Bridge.  The  trip was 
the most wonderful of any I’ve ever taken.  Golden Gate Park, Fisherman’s  Wharf, China Town, 
Trolleys and steep hills, all this is San Francisco and no other place in the world is like it.  
 
Coming home I’ll never forget the wonderful San Joaquin Valley.  Acres and acres of grapes were 
on either side of the highway stretching for miles down the valley.  It was harvest t
were huge truck loads of grapes being taken to the winery where the Roma Wine was made. 
 
We visited Lovell and family in Las Vegas on our way home.  Surely a memorable trip.
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This concludes the story of Elsa Mendenhall's
concluded by her youngest daughter, 
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Melba were living in Reno so we went by way of Reno and visited with them.  I’ll never forget the 
beautiful and breath taking scenery all the way.  The ride over Donner Pass was
there you felt like you were at the top of the world.  

It was September and we were warned to be prepared for fog and cold when we got down into San 
Francisco.  Such a glorious surprise we had.  The weather was clear and beautiful.  We co

We went in over the Golden Gate Bridge and came out over the Oakland Bay Bridge.  The  trip was 
the most wonderful of any I’ve ever taken.  Golden Gate Park, Fisherman’s  Wharf, China Town, 

, all this is San Francisco and no other place in the world is like it.  

Coming home I’ll never forget the wonderful San Joaquin Valley.  Acres and acres of grapes were 
on either side of the highway stretching for miles down the valley.  It was harvest t
were huge truck loads of grapes being taken to the winery where the Roma Wine was made. 

We visited Lovell and family in Las Vegas on our way home.  Surely a memorable trip.
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Elsa Mendenhall's life as she wrote it. The balance of her story is 
concluded by her youngest daughter, Wilma Mendenhall Goodman.  

Melba were living in Reno so we went by way of Reno and visited with them.  I’ll never forget the 
beautiful and breath taking scenery all the way.  The ride over Donner Pass was magnificent. Up 

It was September and we were warned to be prepared for fog and cold when we got down into San 
Francisco.  Such a glorious surprise we had.  The weather was clear and beautiful.  We could look 

We went in over the Golden Gate Bridge and came out over the Oakland Bay Bridge.  The  trip was 
the most wonderful of any I’ve ever taken.  Golden Gate Park, Fisherman’s  Wharf, China Town, 

, all this is San Francisco and no other place in the world is like it.   

Coming home I’ll never forget the wonderful San Joaquin Valley.  Acres and acres of grapes were 
on either side of the highway stretching for miles down the valley.  It was harvest time and there 
were huge truck loads of grapes being taken to the winery where the Roma Wine was made.  

We visited Lovell and family in Las Vegas on our way home.  Surely a memorable trip. 
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life as she wrote it. The balance of her story is 
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 During the trip to San Francisco with Grant,  Papa, and Wilma,  Mama complained of a stiff neck.  
She was fifty-six  years old.  This was the beginning of the Progressive Rheumatoid Arthritis from 
which she suffered for twelve years.  She tried every conceivable treatment.  I recall that she 
actively and faithfully served as Relief Society President even though she was suffering great pain. 
 
While I attended the BYU she went on a tomato juice diet (some quack treatment).  When I  
returned at Christmas time, she had lost a great deal of weight, and weighed around 120 pounds.  
From that time on she was very, very thin.  She tried Chiropractors, machine  massagers, herbs, but 
all to no success.  
 
A new drug called Cortizone gave her great hope.  She was able to move better, her cheeks were 
rosy and she looked well. 
 
She went to the St. George Temple with Karl and I when we were married, June 4th, 1952.  She was 
in such pain, but had a lovely reception for us in her home.  In June 1954. our twins were born to us 
in Cedar City.  My mother was ill but called me every morning to see how everything was and often 
brought me flowers.  
 
 In the Fall of 1954 we were living in Salt Lake City when she came up to see us and went to the 
Salt Lake Clinic.  The cortizone had caused ulcers.  She was taken off the cortizone immediately 
and the reaction, coupled with the ulcers put her in critical condition.  All of the family were called 
to her bedside at the LDS Hospital.  She survived this ordeal and received a blessing at the hands of 
the priesthood.  The blessing stated that she still had a work to do.  
 
She began writing her life story and collecting and writing stories of her parents and ancestors 
which I typed for her. 
 
During the years of pain, she and Papa spent some time in St. George doing Temple work. 
 
One Christmas when we lived in California,  Mama was worried about our financial situation and so 
she sent a complete Christmas for our children. 
 
Since I was the youngest of Mama's children,  I always felt that she loved me most of all, and it was 
quite a shock when I realized that all of her children were equal in her love,  but still she made me 
feel that I was special. 
 
Everything that my mother did,  she put great effort into and did the very best that she could;  from 
her beautiful flower gardens to teaching Beehive girls and making her Honey Comb.  I have a great 
deal of respect and love for her and the example she left to me of a very special person. 
 
She died February 14th, 1959 at the age of 69.  I  remember the scripture that her former Bishop, 
Sam Leigh, read at her funeral: 
“And then shall it come to pass,  that the spirits of those who are righteous are received into a state 
of happiness,  which is called paradise,  a state of rest,  a state of peace, where they shall rest from 
all their troubles and from all care, and sorrow.”  Alma 40:12. 
 
I received great comfort from this scripture because it applied so fully to my mother, Elsa  Hunter 
Nelson Mendenhall. 
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 * * * * * * * * * *  

 
From the Personal History of June Mendenhall Young. 
 
My parents were good people and I was always proud to be their daughter.  They had strong 
testimonies of the gospel.  I was taught by word,  but I think mostly be example,  the principles of 
the gospel.  So ingrained was righteous living into my daily life,  that I would never have done 
anything to bring displeasure or hurt to these dear parents I loved so much. 
 
My mother was a strong woman. She was self disciplined and never expected more from anyone 
than she expected of herself.  She was quick tempered and when we children needed discipline, 
most often,  it was she who administered it with a clip against the head or a willow across the legs.  
How that willow would sting your bare legs as you hastened to obey the voice you had been 
ignoring previously.  My mother had a deep appreciation of the finer things in life.  She always 
encouraged us to develop our talents and abilities.  She was a fine water color artist, loved good 
literature and music.  She, when possible,  saw that some of us, at least, had piano lessons. 
 
My mother was scrupulously clean and a good housekeeper, and an excellent cook.  She sewed well 
and most of what we wore she had stitched on the treadle sewing machine. 
 
Mama was a very hard worker and as we children grew up in the depression years,  it was necessary 
for her to help Papa supplement the family income in various ways.  My father built a small house 
at the rear of our home.  In this house mother, for many years took in college students for room and 
board.  Because of this, we had good meals that she had cooked.  Perhaps, even better than some 
families, but there were no extras even then.  She had great pride and though we didn’t have much 
money,  she saw to it that we went to school clean and adequately dressed. 
 
Mama worked very hard in the church.  She embraced a calling with great enthusiasm and excelled 
in whatever job she held.  The positions I remember she had were : Primary president, BeeHive 
teacher,  Stake Bee Keeper, and Relief Society President. 
 
Mama’s greatest joy was in her flowers.  Anything she touched grew.  Very early in the spring,  she 
would begin studying her seed catalogs and sending for more plants and rosebushes and etc.  Then 
she would wait impatiently til the weather permitted her to begin.  Flowers and shrubs of every 
variety made our home and yard a place of incomparable beauty.  People from the town would 
come and wander over the yard, drinking in the beauty she created. 
 
My mother was very ill the last few years of her life and we were thankful that a loving Heavenly 
Father took her home away from her pain, although she was only 69 years old.  She was a great 
influence in my life.     
 
 * * * * * * * * * * 
 
By Melba Dalton Mendenhall: My Mother-In-Law, Elsa Nelson Mendenhall was a school teacher 
by profession, but continued on throughout her lifetime,  teaching all of us many valued lessons.  I 
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believe she was the cleanest and cleaningest (new word) woman I have ever met.  You would have 
loved her.  She wanted everything perfect.  The house, the yard,  the cooking,  all had to be 
beautiful, and no mistakes. 
 
If she was house cleaning, the walls were scrubbed in sections, then rinsed, and finally dried with 
towels.  Her laundry was washed in a Maytag washer with a wringer that was turned by hand.  
Some clothes were soaked before washing.  The rinse was done twice, and all of the dish clothes 
were boiled in a long shaped oval tub on the stove top.  This process was done after the wash in the 
washer.  Clothes were hung outside summer and winter.  If snow came, they sometimes stayed 
outside another day.  Great for bleaching.  
 
Elsa was a wonderful cook.  At one period of time, they rented a small house in back of their home 
to college students and offered “Room and Board”.  The meals were always fantastic.  Years later, I 
would meet someone who had lived there, and they would always say how wonderful the 
experience had been and what an excellent cook Elsa was. 
 
At Christmas time, we can never forget the Christmas cake.  It was very similar to our modern day 
wedding cakes.  The only difference was that there were no posts between the layers.  The 
decorations were elaborate. 
 
Her yard and entire lot was filled with perennial flowers.  Something was blooming from the first 
day of spring until frost.  Many hours of weeding was shared by all of the members of the family.  I 
imagine that it was just as hard to get children to weed then as it is now. 
 
I must mention her long reddish blond hair.   There was a “fad” in that day,  (when shampoo had not been 
thought of, nor marketed)  to wash one’s hair in raw egg which had been slightly beaten, then rinsed.  It would 
make her long reddish hair shine.  I don’t know if it had ever been cut. 
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