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me so many years to learn unfortunately. We went to church every Sunday when I was growing up, no
questions asked.

Dad was often gone from Monday until Friday night taking pictures. I could hardly wait until Friday!
He would come home with a loaf of bakery bread and some good bologna, maybe some cheese, fig
newtons or ginger snaps. Boy that all tasted so good and to me it was really the best treat in the world.

I loved going hunting with family members and friends that came up to Bern for the yearly deer hunt.

My dad could run up and down those hills. I wish my grandchildren and great-grandchildren could
have known him. He always let you know right from wrong. He wasn’t afraid to let you know how he
felt about certain things and what you should be doing with your life. I really didn’t appreciate my
father until he was gone. I at least have my memories and the values that he worked so hard to teach
me over the years.

My mother and father were really the best parents that any child could ask for. They were very strict.
Mom would always save our discipline until Dad came home on Friday.

I was my mother’s side kick. She and I would have bushel after bushel of fruit to put up. We would
be canning and Daddy would come in and ask Mom if she wanted to go fishing and they were gone. I
would finish up the canning. I loved to mix bread now but not as a child so much. When Mom was
gone with Dad he would tell me before they left that we needed bread. I would cry but do it anyway. I
would tell my Dad when I got my own kids I would never make them make bread. Ironically, through
my adult life it has been a blessing to take my freshly baked bread to neighbors and others and just
visit and get to know them.

I learned how to work when I was growing up at home. I used to help milk the cows and do other
chores. My Dad was always on the go and Mom was always trying to keep up with laundry and see
that Dad had clean clothes to wear. Iremember Dad having a hat that he had worn until the shape was
not too becoming and Mom was after him to get a new one. She was always mending and making sure
there were no holes in his clothing. Mom always kept Dad’s temple clothes cleaned and pressed in the
suitcase for him. Dad went to the temple often.

I see now that I always took my Mom’s side during disagreements between the two of them and there
was a barrier somewhat between Dad and me. My Mom was full of life and we had a great time
together. I would drop everything to go to my Mom if she called or needed me.

Halloween was a favorite time for my Mom. My Mom could create any costume you wanted for
Halloween. I remember her making costumes for many people over the years. She loved Halloween
throughout her life.

I remember an experience when I was 40 and was tending bar at the Trail café up in Soda Springs. I
didn’t want Dad to know because I knew he would be disappointed and it would hurt him. Mom told
him that I waited tables which I did do as well. One time Dad came by to see me. One of my co-
workers came back and told me that my Dad was out front. I came out to the dinning room and met
him. We sat and talked. He left and I went back to work. I don’t think he was dumb enough not to
have known. He was a good sport and loved me no matter what I did.

My father instilled in me to trust the Lord. I do have a testimony of the Gospel and no one can take
that away from me. I wish my children would listen to me and not be like I was with my father and
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out playing cards until 2:00 a.m., just forget about it. He would in all likelihood just to prove his point
that he was not tired, wake you up 10 minutes early and stand there until you jumped out of bed.

Both dad and mom really tried to keep the whole family healthy while we were growing up but I
sometimes wondered about some of the things they had us take. I don’t remember exactly when we
got on this particular remedy, but I remember it like it was yesterday. Dad would go either to Logan or
Ogden and come home with gallon bottles of an extract made from kelp from the ocean. Every day
you had to take a swig of kelp extract and to say it made you pucker would be an understatement. For
10 or 15 minutes afterward, the inside of your mouth felt like it was numb. Another one of dad’s
remedies was to take a spoonful of cayenne pepper every day. This was supposed to be very soothing
to your stomach. I also remember he got hold of a book and decided that he could analyze what ever
was wrong with you by touching and then pressing different spots on the very bottom of your feet. We
used to have such a great time having him tell us what was wrong with us. He would press on a certain
spot and if it really hurt, you would wince with pain and then dad would say or you have a problem
with your stomach. Then he would touch another spot and if it really hurt he would say oh that means
you have a problem with your lungs. I remember Barbie & I used to laugh ourselves silly because
more times than not, he would be able to tell you what was wrong with you. Of course those of you,
who knew dad, know that he had a great distrust for doctors and would only go to a doctor if he was in
dire condition and I mean dire. I can only think of one or two times that he ever went to the doctor in
the 18 years I was at home. One of those was when he nearly cut his foot off with an ax when we were
building a bridge for the cows to cross the slew below the Johnny place in Bern. He had on rubber
fishing boots and the ax cut so deeply into his foot that I thought he was going to bleed to death before
he got help.

Dad was a very finicky eater and would only eat certain types of foods. If anyone would have ever
taken away his bread and cheese, he probably would have died of starvation. I remember mom used to
bake for him and us whole wheat bread that was made from whole wheat flour that was stone ground
just before she made a batch of bread. Dad used to love to get a loaf of bread and put a big hunk of
cheese on top and he was happy as a clam. He also used to love to put some of mom’s homemade jam
on a piece of bread and then maybe eat a dish of canned pears or peaches. There were very few things
that he would eat and almost every vegetable was disgusting to him. However he would eat bottled
beets—I never could understand why he disliked so many vegetables. He did like to eat raw turnips or
radishes out of the garden but a leaf of lettuce would never pass over his lips. He loved to plant a
garden and would always plant potatoes. I remember one fall when the potato plants had already
frozen in the garden down below the Bern house. [ have never seen two people have so much fun
looking for potatoes as dad did in showing Barbie how potatoes grew in the ground. Each time he
would dig up a bunch of potatoes, she would scream like they just hit gold and dad would giggle and
laugh and then go find more potatoes. He did love to do special things with Barbie.

This particular story about dad is very well known to many family members so others may tell this
story but because it involved me. I was going to Montpelier High School at the time and of course had
a very active social life. This particular event happened I believe on a Tuesday because as I remember
the Bern Ward Relief Society sisters met on Tuesday. Mom was in charge of the refreshments on this
particular Tuesday and she had put the watermelons in a large tub and filled it with ice so they would
be nice and cold for the sisters to eat. She then had dad put the watermelons in the trunk of the car and
parked the car in front of the church and went in for her Relief Society meeting. Unknown to me was
the fact that watermelons were in the trunk and so I had some pressing social engagement in
Montpelier so I jumped in the car and headed for town. In those days cars were never locked and you
always left the keys in the ignition in case some one else needed to drive the car. Well when it got
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One day Dad gave the three boys the task do cleaning the barn and yards on the lots in Bern, as he
would be out of town. It was springtime and we were to load the manure into a wagon. It was an older
wagon that was called a dump board wagon. The floor of the wagon was made up of planks with
handles on both ends. The sides of the wagon were removable and secured by a chain around the
middle of the wagon. The side would be removed when we reached the field where we were to dump
the wagon. One person would get on each end of the planks on the bottom of the wagon. We would
slide and move them till the contents of wagon would fall to the earth beneath the wagon. Gary would
drive the model A John Deere tractor and pull the wagon with Kent and I sitting on removable board
seat across the front sideboards of the wagon.

We had hauled a few loads that day when on one trip I became careless and was throwing pieces of
manure into the air to see if I could get them to land on back of the load. Just after we passed the hill
going south out of Bern I fell off the wagon. Both tires on the loaded wagon ran over my head and
body. Iremember that it seemed as if my head was asleep and tingling as Gary and Kent rushed to my
aid. They were unhooking the tractor to take me back home on the tractor when Alma Kunz came by
in his old green Chevy coup. He loaded us all into his car and drove us to our home. They carried me
into the house where Mom was wall papering the north end of the living room. She took me into her
arms and tried to stop the bleeding from my head and legs. She asked Alma to drive us to the hospital
in Montpelier. It seemed like such a long trip. We arrived at the hospital and after an exam and x-rays
it was learned that I had over 35 skull fractures. The back of my head was split wide open. I also had
serious cuts on one of my legs. Mom did not leave me. As I was later told it did not look very good
for me to survive as my head swelled up and there was tremendous pressure within my skull. It felt
like my head was going to explode. Mom was always at my side. She became my nurse. Finally after
a few days my Aunt Ethel Butikofer and Maxine Butikofer Schmid came to Montpelier and gave Mom
some relief. Shortly after the accident, when things looked rather grim for me, Dad gave me a
priesthood blessing where he promised me that I would be fully healed from this accident. Once again
the blessings of the priesthood were realized in our family.

Dad would take pictures of weddings and families and my mother would retouch the negatives. Dad
and Mom would make prints and if ordered by the customer Mom would hand oil color the pictures
which were put on special brown paper as this was before we had color film. Dad would travel to
schools and take pictures and then the schools would organize them into yearbooks. He traveled most
of southeastern Idaho during those years. Aunt Lula (Dad’s sister) did part of the process in Ogden for
many years where she and her family would make the pictures that Dad had taken. After she started to
slow down the basement of the house in Bern is where the pictures were then developed and made.
Dad also made the front end of the garage in Bern in to a picture studio. I remember working with
both Mom and Dad for many hours where we made pictures together. Here once again I was taught at
their knee’s the principles of work and how to do a job right the first time.

Dad also taught me how to work on the farm. He had all of his children work and complete chores on
the farm. He taught us all that each day we had things to do. We were up each morning to milk the
cows and feed the animals. We raised chickens, pigs, sheep, and cattle, which were either sold or were
used to provide for the family. We all had experiences in learning how to tend these animals and birds.
After I had learned to milk the cows by hand (I think when I was about 13 years old) Dad bought a
“Surge” milking system. That was a wonderful addition to the family. One person would milk the
entire herd of dairy cows in just over one to two hours. In the summer months we would move the
cows to the Johnny place where we would pasture them on grass below the road and milk the cows in
the old barn using the new milking system. Dad would let us do all the milking as soon as were
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what I think was known as a Tote Goat. It was a wide tired two wheeled motorbike geared for very
slow speeds. Paul maintained it would go anywhere!!!! We knew the country we were headed to and
tried to discourage Paul but in the end he just knew he could make it on wheels. Well, Paul was
invited but he would bring a horse just in case. We decided this time Keith and I would take our father
Roland Beazer. So that made four in our family with our brother Sherman who accompanied us on our
previous trips. Well, things were getting out of hand, that meant six riding horses so far plus the pack
animals. We now needed a pack expert. Uncle Jeff Bills! Jeff was at that time out on the Skelton
Ranch east of Leadore, Idaho. He seemed pleased to be asked to go with us, but my, how I think he
must have regretted that decision later. There might have been others, but at this time I think that was
all we had invited.

Now comes the logistics of getting seven saddle horses and no telling how many pack horses into
Montana. It runs in my mind there were twenty to twenty one horses. Keith at the time had access to a
semi truck he was using in his business and he could make it available to us. He was able to borrow a
cattle semi-trailer that would hold all of the animals in one outfit. Fine good you might say, but we
had one problem. The horses were scattered from Bern over to Swan Valley, then out to Leadore.
This meant that Keith had to start his drive on a Sunday from Utah. Bad news you say. You do not
know the half of it yet. So he goes to Bern and picks up Uncle George and Paul’s animals. Then he
drives over the hill to Star Valley and down to Swan Valley to pick up our rented animals. We loaded
them and proceeded to haul them to Idaho Falls. This represented a good day so we had arranged to
unload the animals at Jack Thomas’s stockyard for the night. As we backed into the chute the trailer
jackknifed too tight and broke an air hose fitting. Now our troubles began. (I told you we would
remember this trip!) The rather large truck was parked in front of mothers on Jefferson Avenue while
we proceeded to get parts the n ext morning to repair the brake system. At last we are ready to go get
the horses. As Keith pulls away from the curb, ah yes, he runs over mother’s small pet dog with that
rather large truck. It was about this time we began to get an idea of the jinx on this trip. We would
have been smart to send everyone home and call the whole thing off. But you never call a hunting trip
do you? So, after gathering up enough to have a small burial and getting mother calmed back down,
we eventually go underway to pick up the horses at Jack Thomas’s yard.

Most of you will recall and I am certain that others will mention Uncle George’s fetish about eating.
The only thing I can remember now is that he could not eat onions. He never mentioned this but we
knew what he was thinking w hen our Uncle George would not let us buy groceries until he had
arrived in Idaho Falls. He thought as hunt director he should no doubt have a hand in that
responsibility as well. He was very careful to slyly exclude all of the items that were a limit to his
established diet.

The truck with the horses was now on the way to Leadore by this time to pickup Uncle Jeff’s string of
animals. The truck could haul the horses but that still left a small mountain of camping gear, tents,
sleeping bags, cooking equipment, riding and pack saddles, guns, filed glasses and on and on. This
was all loaded in the back of pickups for the trip. Dad and I were using one of the pickups from his
business. I am not sure but George and Paul might have been in a pickup as well. We were finally on
our way, or so we thought. As Keith arrived at Uncle Jeff’s location in on the Skelton Ranch, he
pulled out in a field to maneuver back to the loading chute. Oh yes, he went too far and sunk the truck
in the muddy field. Well you just don’t jack a semi out of a hole like that let me tell you. So, a ranch
hand was sent to get a large tractor to pull the truck out of the mud. Eventually, they got the additional
horse loaded and underway again. The drive was on out to Salmon over Lost Trail Pass and up to
Darby Montana. At this point, you turn back west toward Idaho over a rough mountain road for
twenty five miles almost to the top of the divide. Well, we almost made it. Part way up that road we
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a number of ways by sending in a history of Bern, written by who and who to contact and articles of
interest and things town is noted for or are manufacturing, in factories, or business and paintings,
hobbies, or group. (excuse my stationary and all but thanks)

Pictures old and new, quilts, and etc. etc to be put in their windows in Switzerland and we all feel it’s a
wonderful opportunity to create a good image for the church as well as the town if done careful and in
the right way. The store will present a plate to the city with name, geographic location in U.S.A. and
distance from Bern, Switzerland. I’m sure the articles will be returned. We don’t make cheese any
more not much in the line of business nor do we have a history of Bern, only a short account Bear Lake
pioneer book. So we are asking for all historys or family historys and from them and incidents older
people can tell us and will adapt and construct a history and still not have them shy away from it if it
sounds like a Mormon history only which we realize was the reason for our existence and all decisions
were made through church channels but which can be worded and adapted to the town of Bern.
Millions of people, both Swiss and tourists will see it. I believe in a sense it is an answer to prayers for
having non-Mormons visit us. They will advertise Bern, ID if our display in the window is of an
interesting nature for instance knitting, and all handiwork, pictures old and new, quilts art tapes,
articles of interest and even for sale think about it all and make suggestions and could you make a copy
or send us ones so along with a few others we will pick out things that can be said in such and such a
date this was done or happened in Bern Idaho in a town have to happen by people your Grandpa had a
photographic mind and he knew so many interesting things on schools, roads, happenings to people,
events of interest, coming of telephone and electricity, road building, industries like cheese, farming,
Indians, milking, deaths of pioneers and contact with Swiss people of other places even humorous
things which he knew may. We will treat the history with confidentiality and discretion and return
intact either call or write if any question and any relative talk to them. Betty, Max, Joanie, Ezra Kunz,
Iris, Jess Dansie, Lucy, Hazels, Seymour, and DC as we need help. Love, Geo
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