The lollowing was writlen by Eva Bullock

1 was born, of that fact ’'m practically certain! Place, Bountifui, Utaty.

Time, April 2™ 1895. Parcnts, Sara Fllen Easthope. Mother, William Scott, Father,
a combination, which proved to be none too profilable cither 1n the quality or
quantity of its products.

My mother, bless her. full of dreams of escape from the dreary hardships
of pioneer bife m the carly days on 2 smnall fame in Utak, walked the twenty five
miles from Bonntiful to Salt Lake City, a metropolis of probably three thousand
souls, to obtain work in the city.

wWhal woek she obtaincd I do not know, but in the matter of a few wecks,

She had met and married my fatber, a handsome and prolifigate member of an Trish
nnmigrant {amnly.

My mother, tall, raw boned, black haired and slender, carmyving constanily
a magnificent casc of wfenonty, having no ambition, save thai of wife and
mother. and bousckeeper, (she was a marvelously clean person, who was dirts
bitterest enemy), was the direet opposile of my cgotistical, roaring, fighting, drunken
{sorry} father.

My mother had been raised in a very poor, clean and strictly Latior Day
Saint houschold. She had ro knowledge of life other (han that which she had
cncouniered in the litlle village of Bountiful, where everyone she knew were of
the same faith and practicaily the same background. So she was most certainly
appalied to find hecsel{ married into a family who had no religion, few staondards,
na appreciable home fife and not even a nodding acquainiance with the dear and
treasurcd concepts of truth and beauty and lovely tranquility of the married life
she had piciured all through her stark aod deprived girlish days!

My mother had beaatiful dark eyes, and § have so often seen a look of naked
agony in them thal when | was smalt T would qun Lo her and pat her knee or place
1y arm protectingly around ber shoulders! “Hail ta you Mother [ear.™ | hope your
tired feet are treading the flowery paths of Heaven, with not a stone to irip you.
or a discardant note 10 mar the peaces of your timeless sojourn!

The marriage didn’t . as you can well imagmne, last. My father objected Lo
children and was harsh and unfeeling, if not actuaily cruel to my smister, Alice
Leone, who preccded me into this world by two years and who has preceded me
out of it by to date some 30 ycars!

I will mot say any more about my father, (what I know is very llle)
excepi to say, T hope he bas now repented. and that somewhere he gives a thought
pow and then o the two daughters he carelessly fathered and left to the tender
mercies of a none too mterested world!

Incidently, my father was six foot two, dark hair and eyes, heavy boned,
with prodigious strength. That’s a lot of potential man to walk the carth with no
panhood or scruple. Pardon the bitterness! Let me say bere, before 1 leave the
subject of my paternal ancestor, that never haviog been unlucky enough ta come m
contact with him, 1 fully and freely forgive bim, and thank him for the gill of
tife he conttibuied with frec and casy gusio no doubt!



Hec did visit my mother while she was convalescing afler my birth, leoked
down at me unconcernedly ad suggesicd | be called Lva. The one and only e
he ever saw me.

$p pow to pleasanicr things! Fxcuse me one moment! T do not know anything
of my father’s subscquent hife or death. if it has occurred. 1 hope to be able 1o
find and do work for his family and 1 promise that I shall do so. L.et us hope
that he was not ropresentative of his family and that there are many worlhy
souls who have lived paticnt and serviceable lives worthy of pointing to with
pride. Their blood boils and eurgles and runs hot and cold inmy veins, and
thinned considersble. | trust, in my children’s and grandchildren's. {1 bave at the

moment, genealogy of Scolts, who are excellent people, hope | can trace relationship).

My mother’s fathet, John Easthope, was 3 fittle ofd Englishrman of no
appreciable distinction in appearance. but with the heart and soul of God's
arcatest noblemen! He stood aboul five foot five. was very stooped from long hours
of child labor, and from the age of twenty was grey and later white, of beard and
hair. His hair was curly and wern long, and my earliest recollections were of his
pentle voice and hand, which guided and protected me m childhood. (My mother
returned 10 her parent’s home upon separating, from her husband so my carliest
childhood was associated with my grandparents). Grandtather, like so many gentle
dreamy men, had not talent lor making moncy. 1le loved to read, wiite and sing.
He was setl-taught as to schooling, never having had the opportunity to atiend
school, having worked in the cotton mills in Lngland from the age of cight.

He loved (o garden and always had a finc yogetable parden and fovely flowers.
His favorite food was bread and butter (both homenmade), radishes, watcreress,
youag green onions and milk.

1 can see him now, hair and beard snowy white, hair combed siraight back
from a high forehead, to fall in soft curls al his peck, his beard meticulously
combed and parted, his smalt frame bent and slightly twisted (one shoulder was
higher than the other, the resull of having W stand in a twisted posilion opcrating
a4 machine in the dark and unspeakably grim Esctorics of early days in England),
bending over a plate of homegrown vegetables in a smatl farm kitchen at home.

His clothes few, but constantly brushed and spotless. were nearly always howme-
made. My grandmother had no sewing machine, bul sewed everyihing by hand.

His voice was gentle and low. He spoke rarely { both because with Grandma
he couldn’t eet 2 word in edgewisc and becausce he was naturally reficent), but
sang and hummed a great deal. ths favorite ejacalation was *Great Scottl” ot
“Oh dear!”

Chewing gum was a strictly American habit and was nol 10 be tolerated by
Well brought-up pcople-

1 remember sweel corn was something unknown o their dict and he never would
wuch it. However, they had never made the acquamtance of the succulent and
highly desirable sweet com of our times. 1L had never been developed!

| remember he used to make a great fuss when he was “washing up”, The wash
basin used lo sit on a low beneh inthe kitchen, together with the water pail, soap
dish, hand brushes, ete. The towcls {always spotiess) hung on a mail beside a ymall
mirror and as be began his ablutions, Grandma, like z fussy hen would rush
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over and remave everyibing removable and Grandpa would proceed o really

splash! Hatr, beard, neck, cars, atms, elc. would receive a thorongh wetiing, lathening
and rinsing, accompanicd by a fierce snorting and blowing and grunting! 1
sormctimes (hink it was his way of blowing ofl stcam when driven to the point

of desperation by Granny’s na gging!

Tle would meticulously wipe everything up, walls, floor, shine the basin, bang
the towels out to dry, polish the mrror. I1is snowy beard and hair would glisten
like silver snow and the curls along the hack of his neck would curl adorably.

Simple, kindly dear old Grandpa, with his wonderful deep dark eves and his sett
Taught hands that wrote such deep meaningful words in his diary!

[ was thirfeen when he dicd in 1908. {le had been ill a long time with Bright™s
Disease. He couldn’t lic down in bed, but sat day atter day tn an old fashionoed
platform rocker. Fis abdomen was %o swollen that the pain was unbearable! The
ncarest doctors were 25 miles away and the hospital al Lethbridge over a hundred.

So he sat and sulfered sitently, the only evidence of agony. the constant pat, pat, pat
of his hand on the padded chuir arm! They had a little two room home that he had
built himself and the “front room” where he sat was also the bedroom. I can see it
now. A shiny black coal heater in the cenler of the south wall, the bed covered with
Grandona’s quilts in the northwest coroer. Huge chest {which they brought from
England) in the northeast comer, and a “bin” as Granny called it in the northeast
comer. The “bin” was used Lo store fond, flour, sugar, Taisins, beans, eges, ele.

1t was painted an ugly red, and en its top cxcept where the lid counld be raised wore
souveniers of Utah and of England and with ncat doilies under. On the walls were family
pichires. Gentlomen in long whiskers and sidebures, grim Jooking ladics with

hair pulled tighily into a knot al the top of the bead and mouths pullcd down al the
comers. Their stiff and brocaded silks wert claborately tucked and nuffled..

On a homemade shelf on the aorth wall over the bed was an cight day clock, with a
charming bell-like toneg. Otien in my chikdhood. | have wakened from a teoubled dream
to be soothed by the mellow tick tock of the otd Lnghish clock companionable and
reassuring. What little cashomy grandparents had was kept in a little drawer at the base of
this clock.

[t was here my Grandpa died. His gentlc hear stilled and the pain forever fefl behind.
[Ie had been adprinistered Lo many Wmes and in one of these blessings he had been wold
he would live as long as he desiret! 1o,

I know that he had wanted for many yeads Lo tefum o Utzh 10 see his second family
and 1o do work for his dead in the temple. (There was no (cm ple nearer than Salt La ke).
He had hung on through months of suftering, hoping to be able to do those things, but
onc night, sitting in bis chair, the household asleep. e must have whispered, “Take me,
[ am ready” and ], coming in from the sunlit ficlds next day, entered Lhe darkened “hving
roam”. where my beloved Grandpa jay on & sheet draped table, a cloth dip ped ina
solution of carbolic acid and salt petre over his face, to prevent discoloration. To this day
the umell of Lysol or carbolic acid brings back to me¢ the desolation 1 felt then.



I hope that God has Jenced a spol.
With richest soil somewhere

And said to Grandpa, “Lhanks a lot

For the things you did down thers!”
“Take now this little garden place

and plant these finest seeds
And 1 will see that rain and sun
are arnple for your needs!™
You never morc need sweal and toil
I[n weariness and pain,

All hoaven rejoices now dear sod,
That you are home again!™

I yee my Grandpa bending, there
Ilis back is broad and straight

He tends the Nowers lovingly
Beside a liftic gate.

For Grandpa loved the simple things
The minos ccstasies

Would thrill his soul, for he was grcat
God makes few men fike these.
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