History of Geneva Denison Clegg

Yy life began June 23, 1904 in Manti, the eighth child of a family of twelve
children. My Mother told me I was a very good-natured and pleasant baby. No doubt
she appreciated that, with all ten of us, and more later living in a small three-
room house. There was no electricity and all the water was carried from an irr-
igation ditch. Since I have grown up I have wondered how they ever managed with
so many, and I'm sure it was hard and discouraging, but I didn't know or realize
it. I have only pleasant and happy memories of my childhood.

We had a lot of gay times together, playing all sorts of games on our large
lawn. Lt seemed to be the gathering place for boys and girls of all ages from
blocks around. There was plenty of room for all of them to play hide-and-go-seek
and "run my sheep run" as father owned four or five acres around the house. About
half of this was fruit trees and it was a good playsround, for it was soft and
grassy under the trees. We used to sit in the cool shade of the trees and make
doll clothes. We made playhouses out of the willows that grew along the ditch
banks. We had big swings from tall shade trees. The boys made teeter-totters and
whirly-gigs and merry-go-rounds.

I was always quiet and sky, so on my first day of school I was afraid and went
home at recess. 4About six weeks before my first year of school was over, my sister
Bertha got small-pox, so our whole family was quarantined and couldn't go to school
or anywhere. Eventually we all got them, some mild cases and some pretty bad.

I wasn't sick at all so I thought it was a big holiday. Of course no one could
come to our house or even in the lot, but they did come and sit under the trees on
the outside of the fence and visit and throw peanuts to us. We couldn't do any
shopping so the marshall brought our groceries lhis was when Father and Melvin and
Lorenzo dug the basement to build on to our little house. It was very much needed,
for three more had been added to the family, Heber, Iris and Alice. Alice was only
about six weeks old; but she got them, too. In the summer Father got it (the base-
ment) and the foundation cemented.

dAround the time school started a man came to lay the adobe and brick walls.
I had just been to school two days when L came down with typhoid fever. For weeks
I was very ill and delerious and didn't know anything. When I finally recovered
enough to know what was going on, the roof as on the new part of the house. I still
remained in bed for some time. I remember the day I was to get up and stepped onto
the floor, thinking I would walk into the kitchen, but I couldn't stand up or take a
step. I had to learn to walk all over again, and I couldn't run until later.

The youngest one of the family, Merl, came two years later, making the twelve
children. The new house was full.

Father was a very faithful and religious man and was determined that all his
family should be brought up with good religious training. We all attended all church
meetings regularly. I remember getting prizes for perfect records in Sunday School.
He made a special effort to have family prayer night and morning. We had family
night regularly and sang hymns together around the plano. He always had us sing 'Love
at Home," and we all knew it by heart. When I was a sophorore in high school 1
started teaching Primary, which I did until I went off to school,

Father was a firm believer in education and wanted all his family to be educated.
As there were eight girls, he was desirous that we were trained or prepared to do
something to help earn our living. So when I graduated from high school in 1923, he
made arrangements for me to live with my oldest sister, Emily, and her family in
Provo and attend the B.Y,U. I didn't enjoy that year very much, as I was a little
homesick and lived so far from the school that I couldn't take advantage of the
activities.  Emily's home was on 8th West and 2nd South.



The requirements then for a teacher was one or two years of normal training.
Teachers were so plentiful it was pretty hard to get a position with only one year,
which was a Second-class Certificate, and good for only two years. But father could
only afford for me to go one year, so I had to take the only school I was offered.

In fact, T thought I wasn't going to get one at all, as I still didn't have one by

the first of Ceptember. Then I had a phone call from Supt. Hansen of San Juan County.
He told me what he had to offer, and I was to tell him by telegram the next day if I
would accept. It didn't look very attractive and it gave me a sinking feeling to go
so far all alone--at least it seemed far away then--but it was my only chance. 1 knew
several classmates who didn't get a school; in fact, very few did.

I had two days to get ready and calm my nerves, which I never did. I know I
didn't sleep a wink the night before I left. Aas I left my folks at the train in
Manti, it seemed like I was leaving everything behind me forever. This train just
took me to Thistle where I had to wait four hours in a dingy station for another
train that would go east. By this time it was nearly dark, so I had a dismal, lomnely
journey to Thompson in Grand County, where I arrived at midnight. Thompson was only
a railroad station, but, thank goodness, there was a small hotel. No one got off
the train but me, and there was no one at the desk in the tiny lobby. After waiting
I finally got a room for the rest of the night, and the next morning was on my way
again in the mail truck. I was the only passenger, but when we stopped at Moab
another teacher joined us, and I surely did appreciate her, as that was the longest
ride to nowhere I could ever imagine.

The road really wasn't one, just a little trail winding around the cedars and
bushes. I thought we were coming to the end of the world and that I would never get
back home again. Eventually we arribed at Monticello that night, and the next morn-
ing, which was Sunday, the Supt. took us east to a little place called Lockerby,
where a few L.D.S people had gathered for Sunday school in the one-room schoolhouse.
There was a post office and store, all in one, close by, but that was all we could see
besides the cedars and bushes on each sides of the narrow dirt road. We could see
no houses or any signs of anyone living around, except the family that lived in back
of the store.

But this wasn't our destination, as they already had a teacher for this little
school. The other girl went with a family to a scattered community called Ucola,
and I went with the Johnson family in another direction to Horsehead. It must have
been about five or six miles, but it just as well have been forty. The family did
have an old car which probably was a model T Ford, as this was 1924. I don't know how
many miles it was to Ucola, but I never did get there or see that girl again.

I had no choice as to where or how I lived. This Johnson family and his brother's
family were the only ones who were L.D.S. As the other family was larger 1 stayed with 1
the one I came with. They had three girls and one boy. The house was quite new,
but only two rooms. 1 slept on a cot in the kitchen and kept my clothes and belong-
ings in my suitcase under it. There was no bathroom or piped water or electricity.

4ll water was carried some distance from a well.

There were about six other families living on scattered farms. They were home-
steading on their land and were trying to build their homes the best they could. They
had come from Oklahoma and when I saw their homes I was greatful for the Johnson's; at
least it was finished and the outside was painted lumber. The others were bare logs
inside and out, with no rooms partitioned or any finishing, just bare floors and rough
homemade tables and chairs.

The little schoolhouse wasn't much better. It wasn't log, but i wasn't painted,
and just one single room, no hall for wraps or anything. The wood stove was right in
the middle with two rows of desks on each side. At first we didn't need a fire, but
as it got colder the first ones there started the fire. Very often that was me, and



I never did come to a warm house. As the fire burned hotter, those by it would get
too hot. One day there was such a blizzard that Mr. Johnson took us in the sleigh,
but no one else came so we didn't have school that day. The families took turns
cleaning at night and sometimes I did it myself. I had to walk a mile and a half to
school and didn't pass one home. Some of the way was dense woods.

There were sixteen students of all ages, some in every grade except the second
and seventh. For my first year with so little training, this surely was discouraging.
I hardly knew how to manage discipline or anything. I was so blue and homesick and
lonely I wished I could go right home. I didn't see how I could possibly stick it
out, but I knew I had to, so I'struggled along doing the best I could. Some of the
classes could be doubled up a little, such as 5th and 6th grade geography and history,
also language, and some for the 4th and 5th grades. Then some had to be pretty much
separate.

ite often, about every second or third weekend, there would be a dance in
one of these schoolhouses. All the families came, babies and all. The desks were
lined against the walls and made a place for the babies to sleep. We danced with
everybody, and I soon learned to think I was having a good time. The music was
just someone playing an old organ, and maybe a violin. I took a turn at the organ
once in a while. They usually danced nearly all night. I remember coming home in
the early morning. That was the only recreation we had. No movies.

Snow came the day after Thanksgiving, and that winter to stay, and the dirt
roads were not passable in a car, so all travel was by wagon or horseback. We didn't
get to Sunday School anymore until spring. Someone went to the post office and store
by horse when they could make it.

My salary was $720 for the year of eight months. I was able to save some, as
there was little need to spend it. I paid $20 a month for board and room (?) or
bed. What few clothes I bought I had to order out of a catalogue. I paid my
father back what he had loaned me to attend the B.Y.U.

Getting back to civilization the first of May was a special treat, and I did
not want to teach another year in a one-room school under such primitive circumstances.

The next year was some better, but still in San Juan County. I went to Bluff
about forty miles south of Monticello by the San Juan Kiver. It was only three
blocks long and a little less wide and situated with red cliffs on all sides. There
was a small store, a tiny church, and a three-room schoolhouse. I had the first four
grades and twenty students. The other teacher, Lee “nderson, from Fountain Green,
had the other four grades. We lived a block and a half from the school in a large rock
house, which also served as a hotel for men who came through on their way to Mexican
Hat. There was now a bathroom, but no electricity.

I got along pretty well this year, with not many problems even in discipline. The
mothers had a surprise party for me at the end of the year to show their appreciation
for how well they felt their children had progressed. It was encouraging to know
I had accomplished a little.

Generally it was such an improvement over Horsehead that I convinced myself it
was an enjoyable year. There were no movies or shows but there were quite a few young
people and they would get up parties at their homes on the spur of the moment. Some
of them didn't turn out very well though, with no planning. Theyusually ended up just
dancing in the living rooms. There were also dances occasionally in the schoolhouse.

A pleasant thing was the mild climate. Just one morning we had a thin skiff of
snow which soon disappeared. We didn't get to sing any snowman songs in school!

We saw Indians every day as they came in to trade at the little store. They
brought their woven Navajo rugs and jewellry. I bought two rugs which aren't complet-
ely worn out yet. We went on a weekend trip to Mexican Hat and saw the Goosenecks



of the San Juan, and part of Monument Valley. Norman Merrill, famous river runner,
took us on the trip.

I didn't get home this year either until school was out in the spring. Cleo and
I went to summer school at Logan, With these hours of credit I received a five-year
certificate.

Before leaving San Juan I had decided not to go back to that wilderness, so I
accepted the offer to teach in South Sanpete District in a small rural place called
Clarion, a few miles west of Gunnison and 15 miles south of Manti. I could get home
sometimes on weekends, but not very often. This wasn't much better than Bluff. Tlhere
was a new two-room schoolhouse, but I still had four grades and more students. I
had to ride the bus or walk quite a distance. The families lived on scattered farms
and no modern homes or conveniences, as electricity, bathrooms, or a room to myself.
The next year I tried for something better, and finally got an offer from Wasatch
County. Straight first grade at the North School in Heber was almost too good to
be true, so I didn't pass it up. I had never been to Heber before, or even up
Provo Canyon.

1 had a good place to board at the home of Ann and Bert Clyde, with three other
teachers, Nellie Cummings, Sarah Orme and Anna Musser. It was a nice big house with
a furnace, and the bedrooms upstairs were nice and warm. We were fortunate, as very
few homes there had central heating. They were very good to us and treated us as
members of the family.

There were 40 students in the first grade, so I had half-day sessions, with
twenty in the morning and twenty in the afternoon. It seemed real good to be in a big
school with only one grade, and to have the advantages of a small city. The ward was
fine and I taught a Sunday School class.

Altogether it was a very enjoyable year. I met Almon Clegg at the M.I.A. opening
social and went with him the rest of the year. He came down home at Christmas time
and met my family., We were married the next June and lived in a two-room apartment
across the road from his parents. Almon worked in the Heber Mercantile grocery depart-
ment and put in many hours from early morning till late at night, so I was quite lonely
at times. That winter was pretty cold and we didn't keep very warm with only a coal
range. There also wasn't any piped water, so we had to carry it all from his folks'
house. I taught Sunday School and Primary that winter until I got sick in the spring.

Our first baby (Dennis) was born on our first wedding anniversary. He was healthy
and strong and grew so fast. When he was two months old we moved into Almon's grand-
mother's little old house, just two rooms and still no bathroom. We carried the water
from an outside hydrant, which was quite inconvenient. We lived there for seven
years, with some additions to the family.

(Mother wrote several hand-written pages of her history, and this is mostly a compilat-
ion of pages that had the same information repeated. One thought she added was ahout
her courtship with Almon. She wrote: '"This was by far the best year of all in every
way. E met AlTPn at a M.1.A. opening social. Right after that he took me to a special
movie Ben Hur and it was a very pleasant and special night. We started going steady
almost right from then, and had many wonderful times. We became engaged in February
and were married soon after school let out, June 27, 1928, in the Manti Temple. We
have lived in Heber ever since and have had a happy and special life together, in

spite of depressions, incomes, and sickness.')



