Dean Theurer Lewis & Bonita Hancey

Life Story

By: Thomas L. Lewis

Dean Theurer Lewis


Thomas Cradoc Lewis and his wife Esther Mary Theurer lived in a large white frame house at 46 North 4th West in Logan, Cache County, Utah.  It was a house typical of the time period with no indoor plumbing and it was heated by coal stoves.  The house was on a very large lot (the largest on the block) and had a barn, chicken coop and a large garden plot out back.  

It was in this house that Thomas and Esther’s second son Dean Theurer (pronounced “tire”) Lewis was born on the 11 day of May 1916.  A doctor attended his birth.  Dean was the sixth of eight children.  Dean received his middle name to honor of his maternal grand father Fredrick Theurer.


Dean’s older sister Lois said, “Dean was a happy baby and was much spoiled by his older sisters.”  She also said, “your dad was a quiet child and never had a lot to say.”  This carried over into his adult life and when asked once why he didn’t talk a lot, he said, “Growing up in a house full of girls, I found that I didn’t need to talk much.”


As a child Dean had the typical childhood diseases of the time, Chicken Pox, Whooping Cough, Measles, Mumps and etc.  Aunt Lois said that, “when a contagious disease was in a household, it was required that they put signs on the door and the house was quarantined.” 


When Dean reached the age of 5 he began school, attending the old Woodruff Elementary School on 1st West and 1st South.  Aunt Lois said, “Your dad liked school and never complained about going to school or the teachers.  Mom never had to get after him about his grades or his attendance.”


The family had some livestock.  They kept two Jersey cows for milk, raised two pigs per year to slaughter in the fall, had a coop full of chickens and when available would raise “bum” lambs.  

As a youngster Dean’s chores were feeding the livestock and moving the cows to pasture (about a block away) each day.  As he got older, the daily milking of the cows was included in his list of chores.  During the summer he would help weed the large garden that they kept and in the fall he would dig potatoes and pick apples.  Aunt Lois commented that, “your dad always was a hard worker and willing to help around the house without complaint.”

Aunt Lois said that, “we had a neighborhood full of children and because of our large yard they would often end up at our house to play.  We’d all play games like ‘run sheep run’, ‘Charlie, Charlie butcher boy’, and ‘hide and seek.’  

There was also a large empty lot across the street that belonged to Mr. “Tarmeth” (unsure of the correct spelling) that the neighborhood would use to play baseball in. In the winter when the canal across the street would freeze up we’d play ice hockey.  One ward member had a horse and a large sleigh.  On some ‘mutual’ nights we’d go on slay rides down by the Depot.”


Other activities included going to DeWitt’s farm on the Logan River near the mouth of the canyon in the summer.  They had a large picnic ground.  

Thomas enjoyed fishing and he and Dean went fishing together often.  Thomas was also an avid duck hunter and very often he and Dean would go hunting Christmas morning for a duck or goose to roast for Christmas dinner. 


In the evenings all of the children would gather around the kitchen table to do their homework.  After that family would play games, sing, or Thomas and Esther would read to the children.  No TV or even radio in these days.


Sunday’s were typical of the time; three meetings, morning, afternoon and evening of which all would attend.  The family would fill one full bench.  Thomas was in the Sunday school Presidency and also worked in the drama department with the young men and women.  Esther was the Primary President.  At that time it was the primary children that did baptisms for the dead at the Temple.  Whenever Esther did not have enough children to perform the ordinances she would call on her son Dean to come with her to fill in.  During Esther’s tenure as Primary President, Dean was baptized for over 1000 people (it should be noted that church callings were for much longer periods of time back then than they are now). 


Of Christmas as a youth Aunt Lois said, “We always had a Christmas Tree.  We kids would make ornaments at school and the tree would be decorated with them.  We would also make chains out of colored paper to hang on the tree.  Most of the tree ornaments were homemade.  On Christmas Eve we would gather around the tree and sing Christmas songs and have treats.  Then before bedtime we kids were allowed to open one present.  Then we’d hang our stockings and go to bed.  In the morning our stockings would be full of oranges, nuts and candy as well as a new homemade rag doll for us girls.  I don’t recall what Dean got, but we all always got something to wear.”  Esther made most of the cloths for the children.  She was an excellent seamstress.  


Aunt Lois said, “In later years at Christmas time I would make stockings of red mesh material and fill them with candy and nuts.  On Christmas Eve I’d hide them on the porch and Mr. Macy who played Santa would collect them and then burst into the house with a “ho, ho, ho” and then give them out to the little ones.


A very sad thing happened to Dean when he was twelve years old.  His younger sister Virginia contracted spinal meningitis.  It is a very contagious disease and the house was quarantined.  Thomas and Lois were away at work at the time and were not even allowed back into the house.  Virginia was very ill for many days and on the 11 of May 1928 (Dean’s birthday) she passed away.  Dean and Virginia were very close.  Because of this event Dean was never very eager to celebrate his birthday.


As a teenager Dean was much into sports.  In high school (then called “prep” school) he was a fullback on the football team, played some basketball and participated in “track and field” events in the spring.  In his senior year he was an “all state” fullback for Logan Prep and was offered a scholarship to Utah State University.  He also set a new distance record for the “discus” at Logan High School, which was not bested until many years after he graduated. After high school Dean went to USU for one year and played football there.  Dean also loved to swim and was a lifeguard for a time.


Aunt Lois said, “I always thought it was funny that Dad (Thomas) was such a great dancer, but Dean didn’t care to dance at all.  He did get involved in the drama festivals at church and did sing and participate in the plays.”  And Dean’s daughter Linda said, “As a young man dad had a beautiful voice and would often be asked to sing at funerals.”  

Bonita Hancey


Hyde Park, Utah is a small town located just a few miles north of Logan in Cache County, Utah.  Several families, among them the James Hancey and James Thurston settled the town in 1860.  It was here on the 14th of April 1920 that Bonita Hancey was born.  She was the eleventh and last child of Alma John Hancey and Ellen Elizabeth Thurston.


Bonnie (as she was called all of her life) grew up in the family home on the old North lane in Hyde Park (sometimes called the “Hancey Lane” as it was the only house on that road).  The house was plane and unpainted, but it had a large yellow rose bush in front that could be seen from the highway when it was in bloom.

Growing up the family attended church every Sunday and had family prayer every morning at breakfast.  Church services consisted of a morning, afternoon and evening meeting.  The family attended all three meetings and the children remained in their church clothes all day and were not allowed to play.  Aunt Rachel said, “Mom was so strict about church that most of us rebelled when we were older and did not attend church at all.”


From all accounts the family was very poor.  Much of the children’s clothing were hand-me-downs from Alma and Ellen’s extended family.  

Both Ellen and Alma worked to support their children.  Ellen worked as a domestic doing cleaning for Doctor Hail’s medical practice as well as for other families in Logan; and Alma worked as a carpenter, barber and “jack-of-all-trades”, however Alma’s ability to work was limited due to severe asthma which he suffered from all of his life.  

The children contributed to the family income as soon as they were old enough by working in the fields picking produce, thinning beats, and working in the canneries during harvest time.  

Aunt Rachel said, “As young girls we would walk to North Logan to pick strawberries.  To make the walk in time to start work we’d have to get up at 4 a.m.  The pay was $ .25 per case.  We would pick until noon and then walk home.  We also picked apples in Yonkers apple orchard in North Logan.  We used the money to buy our school clothes.  We were very glad to have the opportunity for work and very often we would fight amongst our selves for those jobs that were available.”  Aunt Rachel also related, “We would pick potatoes for Uncle Henry.  Our pay was our winter supply of potatoes for the family.” 


It should be noted that this time period was during the great depression of the 1930’s.


Bonnie attended elementary school in the old rock schoolhouse in Hyde Park.  Among her teachers was Mary Ann Grant who had also taught her mother.  She attended through the eighth grade and started into the ninth grade at North Cache, but later quit.  She told me once that she just wasn’t interested in attending any longer, however I believe it was more of an issue with money than a lack of desire.  There was no charge for public school in grades 1 through 8, but at grade nine there were fees involved.


Our cousin Connie Lou Gittins tells a story about mom when she was a teenager.  Connie used to spend a lot of time at grandma Hancey’s (Ellen Elizabeth) house when she was young.  


One time she was there with mom at the kitchen table.  Mom was removing her red nail polish with fingernail polish remover.  It was dark out.  The light in the kitchen was furnished by a coal oil lamp.  It should be noted that fingernail polish remover is quite flammable.  Bonnie had the lamp near her so she could see better.  Evidentially the “fuel to air” ratio of the fingernail polish remover reached the right point and there was a “flash” as the fumes ignited.  Everyone was quite startled by the event, but soon everything calmed down at which point Ellen told Bonnie that it happened because she was wearing the devil’s paint.  I think that grandma Hancey was a tad on the conservative side.

When the girls were older they followed in their mother’s footsteps and worked as domestics.  Bonnie began working for the Bergen family in Logan after she had quit school.  They owned a small store called the “Island Market.”  Besides cleaning Bonnie would sometimes clerk in the store.  Bonnie would stay with them during the week and then go home on weekends.  


In 1937 Bonnie’s father Alma passed away.  She was very close to her father and took this very hard.  After Alma’s death her mother became very lonely and began to spend more time with her family in Honeyville.  Bonnie now spent all of her time with the Bergen family.  


Sometime during 1939 mom met and began to date Dean Theurer Lewis.  Aunt Della said, “Every Saturday night there would be a dance in the old dance hall down town (Logan).  Your mom met your dad at one of these dances.”  

Accounts of their courtship differ.  Aunt Lois said that they had a short courtship. Both Aunt Della and Aunt Rachel said that they went together for quite a while before they got married.  And Bonnie’s daughter Linda said that they went together for a while then dated other people for a while and then got back together again.  


The conflict could arise from an account of Dean’s first serious relationship.  

Linda recalls being told the following by Bonnie:  It seems that Dean had been dating a young lady form Logan for quite a while and was starting to get serious and they were even contemplating marriage.  His older sisters, ever protective of their baby brother decided to “check out” this young lady to see if they felt she was good enough to become a member of the family.  When the young lady found out that she was being spied upon she became infuriated and broke off the relationship.  Dad swore that his sisters would never get another chance to do that.  

Dean & Bonnie


It was under these circumstances that on the 23rd of February 1940 Dean and Bonnie eloped to Pocatello, Idaho and married.  Bonnie’s mother Ellen was aware that they were going; however Dean had said nothing to his family.  After their return to Logan, Dean and his bride Bonnie went to visit his parents, whereupon Dean announced to them that they were married. 


The young couple’s first home was the two room log cabin that Ann Lambert Hopkins was living in when Alexander and Margaret Lewis came to America in 1872.  It was behind the old house at 31 North 4th West in Logan that Alexander Lewis (Dean’s grandfather) built in his later years.


They then moved into Dean’s Uncle Joe Theurer’s house in Providence.  Uncle Joe had taken ill and was living with Dean’s mother in Logan.  It was while they were living here that their first child Jay Dean Lewis was born on the 2nd day of November 1940.  Here also John Brent Lewis was born on the 15th of August 1943 and Thomas Lee Lewis was born on the 10th of January 1948.  


Some time later they bought a small home on 1st North just below 1st West in Logan. 


In the early part of 1945 Dean was drafted into the army at the age of 29.  After his basic training (probably at Fort Ord California), he and his fellow soldiers were placed on a transport ship headed for the war in Japan.  


While on the voyage to Japan the Atomic bombs were dropped on Hiroshima and Nagasaki, and on the 15th of August 1945 the Japanese Empire surrendered to the forces under the command of General Douglas McAuther.  Dad’s ship was then diverted to Korea and the troops disembarked there.  


Evidently there was a need to build barracks for the troops stationed in Korea and when his superiors found out that Dean was a plumber by trade, he spent the rest of his time in Korea doing the plumbing on the new barracks.  

In the early part of 1946 he got urgent news from home that his youngest son Brent had come down with polio and he was immediately sent home and soon after discharged from the Army.

Some time later he bought the “round window” house on 4th north.  It was called the “round window” house because Dean installed a half round picture window in the front of the house.  When the remodeling was completed on this house he sold it and bought a white stucco house a few doors down the street that we called the “chicken coop” house because it had once been used for that purpose.  

Then in about 1950 after remodeling all of these older homes Dean built a new yellow brick house on 6th North.  He did all of the work on this house himself except the brickwork; that was done by his friend Ben Schiess.  It was in this house that their last child and loveliest daughter Linda Joy Lewis was born on the 8th day of February 1951.  She was given the middle name “Joy” because mom said;  “it was such a joy to have a girl after so many boys”.


Aunt Rachel tells a story about when Dean and Bonnie lived in the “round window” house.  

She said, “One day the electric power went out.  Your dad liked to cook and had some pies in the oven at the time.  He noticed the power crew down the street working on the power lines and walked down to ask them how long the power would be out because he had some pies in the oven.  A few days later your mom saw one of the repairmen whom she knew.  They got to talking about the power outage and he said that the crew making the repairs all thought is was funny that Dean was baking pies, but none of them laughed or made any remarks to him because Dean was so big and was known not to shy away from a scrap.”


It was about this time that Dean went into the plumbing business for himself.  This did not work out however, and within a few years he was back working at the trade through the union.  

He went to work for Coleman Plumbing & Heating in Brigham City, which was owned and operated by Vernon Coleman.  Dean was a foreman for this company for many years.  He was job superintendent for this same company on the plumbing and mechanical work during the construction of the David O. McKay Hospital that was completed in about 1966.


In 1954 Dean and Bonnie decided to move their family over the mountains from Logan to Willard, so Dean would not have to commute through the canyon to work.  

They rented an old stone house from Welton Ward.  The house was located on about second or third south and first west and just about a half a block from the home of Bonnie’s brother Conrad (Uncle Plum).  They lived there for about one year and then in 1955 they bought a house about a mile North of downtown Willard that sat on two acres of land. 

It was large old house with asphalt siding on it that looked like bluish gray brick.  The walls were thick and made of adobe and there was a large back porch attached to the rear house.  The house needed some remodeling which Dad took care of in his usual craftsman like style.  He added a bedroom on the back porch and installed a large coal fired furnace for central heating.  

It was this house that we kids grew up in.

Dean was a Plumber


Dean’s first job was at the Logan Laundry working for his dad Thomas, who was the foreman there.  He also worked for a Mr. Edwards who owned a Tavern doing clean up and odd jobs after school.  Thomas worked there as a bar tender and Dean would come at closing time to help his father clean and close up the building.


Upon graduation from Logan Prep Dean attended Utah State University for one year.  Dean decided that he did not care much for college and joined the Civilian Conservation Corps.  He spent about a year working here.  His wages were a dollar per day plus room and board.  He sent most of his wages home to his parents.  (I think it should be noted that this was during the great depression and I am sure that Dean’s decision to quit college had something to do with money or the lack thereof.  The fact the he sent most of his wages home to his parents would indicate that they were unable to help him financially with college).  

Upon leaving the CCC Dean went to work for Logan City in the water works department.    It was during this time that he met Bonita Hancey.  Bonnie told her daughter Linda once, “Your dad often ran the jack hammer, and I especially liked how he looked while running the jack hammer with his shirt off.”

Dean and his father Thomas also worked together at the “Lewis Tavern” located at 96 West Center Street in Logan, which Thomas owned and operated.  

Dean worked there as bar tender.  It has been said that Dean would not tolerate foul language in front of women and was known to have “physically ejected” those patrons who did not adhere to this policy while in the establishment.

In 1942 he applied for job with A.H. Palmer and Sons Plumbing & Heating, as an apprentice plumber.  His older brother LeRoy was already a Journeyman Plumber working for them.  

Dean was able to work and train on jobs with his older brother.  One of the jobs that A. H. Palmer had was in Kemmerer, Wyoming.  Dean and LeRoy went there to work and when the job was finished LeRoy remained there to live.  (Note: While at work on a home in Kemmerer, LeRoy fell off of a roof and broke his leg.  While recuperating in the hospital he developed pneumonia and passed away on the 3rd of January 1949)  

Dean continued to work for Palmers for many years both in and out of town.

Dean was a Union Man

According to records obtained from the United Association of Plumbers & Pipefitters of the United States & Canada (hereafter called the “U.A.”), Dean was initiated as a member of Plumbers & Pipefitters Local Union #666 in Logan, Utah on the 31st of December 1942.  


On the Report of Local Union Officers that was submitted to U.A. headquarters on April 24, 1947 the following are listed as the officers of Local 666:

President: 


Ernest Huppi

Vice President:

Dean Lewis

Recording Secretary:
O. LeRoy Anderson

Executive Board:

Lynn Fackrell





Wilford Virchow





S. K. Gottfredson





Mark Balling

Finance Committee:

Dewitt palmer





Walter A. H. Virchow





Ernest Earl

Business Agent:

Harold C. Balling


Union meetings were held at the Owl Billiard Hall, 38 West Center St., Logan, Utah on the second and fourth Thursdays at 7:30 P.M.

Dean’s Politics


Dean was a Democrat.  He grew up during the years that Franklin D. Roosevelt was President and always he felt that the Democratic Party was the party of the workingman.  Dean often said, “If you work for wages, you’d be a fool to vote for a Republican.”

Dean was always doing something


I don’t recall a time in my life that Dad wasn’t building something.  As well as being a journeyman plumber, he was well skilled in anything to do with carpentry or woodworking and cement finishing.  Electrical work he left to our Uncle Reid Meacham who worked for the power company in Logan.


He built at least one home that I am aware of and remodeled several others.  In his younger years he built his sister Connie a “hope chest” that she still treasures.  During my childhood I recall that among other things he built campers, camp trailers and fishing boats.  

Dean Was A Fisherman

Dean’s love of fishing began when he was a young man.  He and his father Thomas would often go fishing on the Logan River.  


When Dean’s boys were young he would take them fishing up near Preston Idaho at the reservoirs of LeMont and Glendale, as well as Chesterfield reservoir near Soda Springs, Idaho.


On one of these occasions while fishing the reservoir of LeMont, a storm came up while we were out in Dad’s boat.  The waves became quite high and they headed for shore and in fact the boat swamped just as they reached the shore.  

Jay and Brent headed for the truck while dad prepared the boat to be loaded onto the trailer.  On their way to the truck Jay and Brent found a large black rubber spider that someone had left in one of the camp areas.  They decided to keep it and when they reached the truck they put it in the glove box.  

When Dean got to the truck he needed a dry pack of cigarettes and opened and reached into the glove box to retrieve them.  

Now there are two things in life that Dean was deathly afraid of.  One was snakes and the other was spiders.  

So as Dean reached for his cigarettes he saw the spider, screamed and just about turned himself inside out trying to get out of the truck.  Even though there was no intent to pull a prank on Dad, Jay and Brent had to laugh.  To his dying day Dean would not believe that the boys had not put the spider into the glove box intentionally to frighten him.


As it turns out Bonnie enjoyed fishing every bit as much as Dean did and summer fishing trips became a great source of enjoyment for the whole family.


There were many places that Dean liked to fish, but probably his favorite areas when we children were young was Island Park, Yellow Stone National Park and Grand Teton National Park.  


He would take the family to one of these places at least once each summer for a family-fishing trip.  This was well before the days of the interstate freeway system and most of the roads through Idaho were two lane highways.  The drive seemed to take forever because the speed limits were low and we had to slow down even more when we went through the numerous small towns that were along the way.  

Once we arrived we would most often stay a cabin near one of the favored lakes so we could fish from dawn ‘til dusk.  We would usually fish off of the bank until in later years Dad bought an aluminum boat with an outboard motor.  Jay and Brent especially liked this boat as it was very fast and Dad let them drive it.


As we kids grew and left the house Dean and Bonnie continued to enjoy fishing together well into their retirement.  One of their favorite places was Lake Mead where they would fish for striped bass.

Dean was a Hunter

Dean also enjoyed duck, upland bird, deer and elk hunting.  


His favorite place to deer hunt was up “new canyon” coming in from the East in Randolph, Utah.  He had a favorite campsite that was high up near a place called “cobblers knob”.  The campsite was an excellent spot near the top of a canyon. Opening morning of the hunt, the deer would be pushed up the canyon by other hunters.  It was seldom that Dean did not bag his buck.   Bonnie always went along for the hunt, and as the boys grew they went along as well.


In that day and age it was a common practice to buy a deer license for one’s spouse and to bag two deer if possible.  This was usually the case and it seemed like we always had a couple of deer in the freezer for a portion of our winter’s meat.  


Dean hunted Elk above the “Hardware Ranch” at a place called “Elk Valley”.   I don’t recall his bagging many Elk, but I do recall a large 6-point bull that he bagged one year.


Dean’s love of bird hunting came from hunting with his dad as a young man in “Benson Ward” west of Logan.  

The dog years


Once the family was settled in the house in North Willard Dean decided he wanted a hunting dog.  


He bought a grown Irish setter from an acquaintance.  It was supposed to be a great pheasant dog.  Dean worked with that dog all summer long taking it down west of the house into the fields.  That dog sure enough was a great hunter and dad could hardly wait until pheasant hunting opened in November.  


When the day finally arrived he headed out with the dog in tow and within a few minuets the dog had pointed it’s first bird.  The bird was flushed, the shot was fired, the bird dropped to the ground and Dean waited for the dog to bring him the pheasant.  However the dog was nowhere to be seen.  After a moment or two he turned around and saw the dog running towards the house as fast as it’s four legs could carry it.  Yup, it was sure enough a great hinter, but it was also extremely gun shy.  


He sold this dog and then tried a Brittany spaniel.  This was a good hunting dog, but was too “high strung” for Dean.  


He then bought a female Golden Labrador Retriever named Queenie.  He purchased this dog form a kennel back east.  She was from champion bloodlines.  This dog had the right temperament and hunted well.  


Dean became quite attached to Queenie and she to him.  It followed him everywhere he went, slept behind his recliner in the evening and at the side of his bed at night.  It was the only animal that I recall staying inside of the house during the time we kids were growing up.  Mom did not like animals in the house.  


At the time Labrador’s were somewhat rare in the area so he decided to raise and sell them. Dean turned the old shed out back into a dog kennel and raised dogs for a few years.  He had black labs, golden labs and rare chocolate colored labs.

The fruit stand years

During this time he also planted a large orchard on one acre of his land.  He bought an old tractor with iron wheels and plowed up the other acre in which to plant vegetables.  


The chore of weeding the garden was assigned to us three boys.  As I recall both Jay and I would spend most of the day trying to figure out how to get out of doing this chore, while Brent would go out early, get his chores done and then do what ever he wanted for the rest of the day.  


Along the old highway from Bricham City through South Willard was noted as an area with many fruit and vegetable stands.  

Dean was so successful with his gardening that he had much excess produce.  So he decided to open up a fruit vegetable stand.  He built a large building just north of the old house.    


The fruit stand was a success.  In the spring and early summer he would buy flower and vegetable seedlings from a local nursery to sell until our produce came on.  


Dean decided that he could make more money if he raised his own seedlings, so the part of the old shed that was not used to house the dogs was turned into a greenhouse.  


He ran the fruit stand for many years, but then for reasons I’m not aware of he closed it.  


The building sat for a while and then a man came along who wanted to turn it into a café.  So the building was remodeled and became a café.  This enterprise did not work out so well and the café was closed in a short time.


Not long after this Dean’s oldest son Jay returned home from the Army with his new bride Jenny May Long.  Jenny and Jay needed a place to live so Dean sold one acre and the fruit stand/café to Jay who remodeled it into a house (the North half of the property).

The rock hound years


In about 1962 Dean was asked by his employer Coleman & Company to oversee a job in Rexburg, Idaho.  The job was to install a new boiler plant at the campus of Ricks College and was to last about one year.  


Dean accepted the assignment and purchased a mobile home for the family to live in while they were there.  He rented the old house to Brent and his wife Tamara Hunt.


Rexburg was very close to many of Dean’s favorite fishing holes and much time was spent at Henry’s Lake in Island Park and Hebgan reservoir near West Yellowstone, Montana.


The surrounding area is also known for it’s deposits of agates, opals and jaspers and it was at this time that Dean became interested in rockhounding.


At one of the local “rock shops” Dean purchased a book that listed all of the known deposits of these semi precious stones that were on public grounds.  Dean would take the family on excursions to these sites and spend many hours searching and digging for these treasures.


He purchased the equipment necessary to cut and polish these stones and became very proficient at making this type of jewelry.  


Upon his return from Rexburg Dean again subdivided his property, sold the family home, and set up a mobile home on the remaining property.


Over time he became more and more involved with his rockhounding activities and decided to open up his own rock shop. 


He again built a building out near the road (this time South of the old house and directly East of the mobile home).  He set up business here and called it “Bonnie’s Rock Shop”.  


In the beginning Dean was still working full time as a Plumber so Bonnie ran the shop.  The business went well for many years until the interstate 15 was completed and most of the tourist traffic from the highway in front of the house was diverted to the interstate.


Dean and Bonnie then started to do rock shows around the west, among them one of the largest was in Quartzite, Arizona.  They did the rock show circuit for many years.

Bonnie was a worker


So far in this narrative it might appear that I am focusing mostly on Dean and his interests, however it must be remembered that what ever Dean did, Bonnie did also.  


If Dean went fishing, Bonnie went fishing too.  If Dean went hunting, Bonnie went hunting too.  If Dean became a rockhound, Bonnie became a rockhound as well.  Apart from their work they did everything together.


Bonnie had a very full life as a “stay at home” mom, in an era when moms staying home was the norm.


As a homemaker mom she did her job and did it well.  She was what I’ve heard some referred to as an “immaculate” housekeeper.  There was not a speck of dust to be found in her home.  


In Bonnie’s home, every day had its job and everything had its place.  Even the seasons had their specific chores.  Summer was for gardening, fall was for caning fruit and vegetables, and spring was for cleaning.  I don’t recall what winter was, but I know there was something.


Her cloths washing machine was an enormous double tub job with a hand-cranked “wringer” attached.  With this state of the art beauty she would wash, rinse, and “spin dry” (with the hand crank wringer) all of the family wash every Monday without fail.  Her cloths dryer was solar powered and required a lot of manual labor (cloths line).


Wash and wear cloths were unheard of in this era, so all of the family cloths had to be ironed.  This was Tuesday’s chore.  I can still recall coming home from school, and seeing the ironing board setup in the living room and the smell of fresh clean cotton being ironed.


Saturday was shopping day.  Dean and Bonnie had only one vehicle all of their lives.  Obviously Dean needed it to go to and from work during the week so on Saturday mom would take the family automobile (a bright red Dodge pickup truck for many years) and drive to Brigham to do her shopping for the week, while Dad stayed at home to work on one of his many projects.


Canning fruit and vegetables was a major task in the late summer and fall.  Much of what mom canned was home grown.  

The old house had a small concrete walled, dirt-floored cellar that one entered from the back porch down narrow rickety wooden stairs.  This was a favorite place for Black Widow spiders.  When I was a young boy I especially hated it when I was asked to get something from the basement.  

By the end of the growing season the shelves in the cellar would be packed with bottled produce.

One of the things that was not home grown that I enjoyed the most was the raspberry jam that mom would make.  

Mom’s sister Rosella lived in Willard and had a large raspberry patch.  Mom would help her out every summer picking the raspberries, which Rosella would sell.  

As I recall mom received $1.00 per flat for the berries that she picked, however she would take part of her pay in raspberries to make her yearly supply of jam.  Bonnie also made strawberry and apricot jam as well as grape jelly, however the raspberry jam was my personal favorite.


Every few years the inside of the house would need painting and wallpapering.  This mom would also do, but usually with the help of one or more of her sisters (Rachel, Della or Rosella).  It seemed like every time one of these large projects was complete, mom’s brother Conrad (Uncle Plum) would show up to inspect the job that his younger sisters had done.  Actually he was coming for his daily cup of coffee that no one else (Ethel, his wife) knew that he was having.  
Christmas Time 


As with every family Christmas was a special time.  


When grandpa Tom and grandma Esther were alive we would always spend Christmas Eve at their house.  For more information on this see “Memories of Grandpa Tom and Grandma Esther”.


After the passing of Grandpa Tom and Grandma Esther and the marriages of Jay and Brent we would celebrate Christmas in much the same manner, but at mom and dad’s home.  


It was our custom to open all of our wrapped gifts on Christmas Eve and then hang our stockings on the couch at bedtime.  Santa would come during the night and fill the stockings with nuts and candy.  


I recall one year when we were children that Jay took an old sock and cut the bottom from it.  He hung it on the couch with one of mom’s large saucepans underneath.  He figured he’d make a great haul of candy, however Santa stuffed a large orange down the sock to plug the hole before depositing the treats in the sock.  Santa’s no dummy!


When we children were young I don’t recall a single Christmas where everyone didn’t have an abundance of gifts.  In later years we learned that it wasn’t always easy for mom and dad at Christmas time. 


With Dean being a construction worker, and with construction work dependent on the economy and the weather, there were some winters that he would be out of work for an extended period of time. 


We children never gave this a second thought.  Between mom’s canning and Dad’s hunting there was always food on the table.  

We didn’t find out until we were grown with children of our own that more than once Dean found it necessary to pawn his hunting rifle and shotgun in order to buy toys for the kids at Christmas time.  

He would redeem his guns when work picked up.  I know that on at least one occasion work did not pick up in time to redeem them within the time limit set by the pawnbroker.  When he could finally afford to redeem them he found that the pawnbroker had already sold them.


When I was young we always had a real Christmas tree, however when I was about ten years of age mom and dad bought the first artificial tree that I had ever seen.  

It had a normal base with a pole extending upwards from it.  The branches came in sets of different lengths and made of shiny aluminum.  The branches were inserted into pre-drilled holes in the pole.  It came with a spotlight that had a translucent plastic colored disk, which rotated, in front of the spotlight.  As the disk rotated the tree would turn from red to green to blue and then yellow.  We all thought that this new fangled tree was quite beautiful.  I understand that artificial trees like this sell for a great deal at antique shops now (2003).

Dean becomes ill


Sometime about 1969 Dean was diagnosed with cancer on his vocal chords and went through surgery to remove his vocal chords and had radiation therapy afterwards.  He retired at this time on a medical pension from the plumbers union.


His health improved for a time and he helped mom run the rock shop.  Since the rock shop was mostly a summer tourist business they closed it during the winter.  

With not much happening in the winters they began to travel and eventually began spending all of their winters in Quartzite, Arizona or Laughlin, Nevada (near Lake Mead).


Eventually they turned the Rockshop over to their son Brent and retired completely.


Sometime in about 1976 Dean’s cancer came back in his larynx.  He again had surgery, this time requiring the removal of his larynx, which left a large hole in his throat that he would breathe through.  He also went through extensive drug therapy.  


This surgery left him unable to speak without the use of a special device that someone had invented.  The device was made of stainless steel, bell shaped with a diaphragm inside and a tube that he would place in his mouth.  He would breathe through the device, the diaphragm would vibrate and in this manner he was able to talk again although the sound was similar that a duck makes when it quacks.


Again Dean’s health improved and he remained cancer free until about 1987.  During an exam which included a chest x-ray it was discovered that he had an inoperable tumor on one of his lungs.  He went through the drug therapy again, but it was unsuccessful and it left him very weak.  The cancer spread to his liver and bones.  


Dean passed away at home on the 11th of January 1988 and is buried in the Logan Cemetery.

Bonnie becomes ill

In late 1991 or early 1992 Bonnie had a heart attack and was rushed to the hospital where she underwent bypass surgery.  As a result of the heart attack she developed congestive heart failure and had to be on oxygen and take diuretics all of the time.  


In the fall of 1992 it was discovered that Bonnie had also developed an inoperable tumor on one of her lungs.  The doctor felt that her health was so poor from the heart attack that she would not survive drug therapy for the cancer and he felt that her heart problems were so bad that it would take her before the cancer did.


Bonnie passed away on the 1st of January 1993 at her home in Willard from a heart attack.  She is buried next to her life long friend and husband at the Logan cemetery. 

Thanks to Aunt Rachel, here are some of Bonnie’s recipes:

Bonnie’s Hamburger Goulash 

1 lb hamburger

diced onions to taste

diced green bell pepper to taste

Simmer until hamburger is brown.  Add:

1 qt. stewed tomatoes

1 package Italian spaghetti sauce seasoning

While this is simmering boil 1 ½ cups macaroni as per instructions.  When soft, drain and add to hamburger mixture.  Serve with garlic bread.

Bonnie’s Sour Cherry Cookies

2 cups sugar

1 cup shortening

3 eggs

4 cups flour

2 teaspoons soda

½ teaspoon salt

1 qt. well drained sour cherries

2 cups walnuts

4 tablespoons cherry juice

1 teaspoon vanilla

Drop from spoon on well greased cookie sheet.  Bake at 375 10 to 15 minutes.

Bonnie's Dark Fruit Cake

3 cups water

3 cups dark raisins

2 cups dates cut small

2 cups sugar

4 tablespoons shortening

2 teaspoons cinnamon 

1/2 teaspoon clove 

Pinch allspice

Combine all and boil for three minutes.  Allow to cool to room temperature.

Add:

4 cups flour sifted with 2 teaspoons soda

Add about two pounds of candied fruit (mom always used maraschino cherries, she didn't like candied fruit) and walnuts 

Bake in loaf pans for 1 1/2 hours at 300 degrees F.

Aunt Rachel's Light Fruit Cake

6 cups golden raisins

1 cup water 

Simmer for 3 minutes.  Allow to cool to room temperature.

Cream:

2 cups sugar

1 cup shortening

4 well beaten eggs

Dissolve:

2 teaspoons soda

2 tablespoons warm water

Add:

2 cups apple sauce

Blend into creamed mixture 

Sift together 6 cups flour, 2 teaspoons cinnimon, 1 1/2 teaspoons nutmeg, 1/2 teaspoon cloves

Add fruit and nuts (about 2 lbs)

Bake 1 1/2 hours at 300 degrees F. 

Post Script:

In 2001 Aunt Rachel called early one morning and gave me some surprising information.

After the death of Bonnie’s dad in 1937 she became involved with a young man from California by the name of Al Dours (Doors, Dewers).  He was here in Utah working for a California company. 

They became very serious, but eventually Al had to return home.  Shortly after his departure Bonnie discovered that she was pregnant.


Arrangements were made through the bishop’s office for Bonnie to go to a home for unwed mothers in Salt Lake City that was run by a Mrs. Fox.


While at this home Bonnie was contacted by Al who said he loved her and wanted to marry her, however Mrs. Fox said that it was not possible because there had already been a commitment made for someone to adopt the child when it was delivered.  Mrs. Fox also told Al to quit calling Bonnie.


Aunt Della was present at the birth and told Aunt Rachel that the child was a healthy boy with a full head of dark hair.


A short time after that Bonnie returned to Cache Valley and stayed with Aunt Rachel to recuperate.  

During this time Aunt Rachel said that she and Bonnie talked about the situation some.  However, after Bonnie had fully recovered and moved away Aunt Rachel said that they never spoke of the incident again.  Aunt Rachel said that she was sure that Dean knew all about it.


Some readers may feel that this information should not be included in a history such as this.  I can understand that sentiment, but I feel that this was an important part of mom’s life and it should not be left out.


We have a brother out there somewhere that may or may not know that he was adopted and with this knowledge perhaps someone can find out more about him.
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