PERSONAL RECORD
of
Myron Delbert Frost
Recorded by his Mother

Myron Delbert Frost ( middle name Delbert was given after Vyla's brother Delbert that died at a young age) was born to Ira Lewis Frost, and Vyla June Dayley Frost. 5 January 1925. delivered by Doctor Rich, at Burley Cassia Idaho. (Stars Ferry district, east of Burley)

He was blessed 1 March 1925 by David L Langlois at the Burley First Ward

Baptized 30 April 1933 at the L.D.S. Tabernacle (Burley Stake) by Linford Manning. Was confirmed 7 May 1933 by Ira L Frost

Priesthood Ordinations

Office of Deacon by Ira L Frost 4 April 1937

Office of Teacher by Ira L Frost 3 March 1940

Office of Priest by Bishop. E.L. Crane 15 March 1942 Office of Elder by Ira L Frost 24 October1943

Endowed Logan Temple 30 July 1945 ( Father was proxy) Patriarchal Blessing by Henry Catmull 25 October 1943

Died Western Pacific 18 December 1944

Buried Western Pacific Ocean 18 December 1944

Important Events... from his Mother

Myron like other children had a few childhood diseases, like chickenpox, measles and mumps, and possibly scarlatina, and was vaccinated for smallpox.

In May 1936 while high jumping in a track meet at school fell and broke his arm in two places in the elbow. That was the end of his sports. His arm became perfectly straight, thanks to Dr. Dean.

Myron quit school to enter the service of his country, he and Celia were good pals and they had a secret that he was going to graduate when he finished his duty to his country. She told this after his death.

He joined the Navy 11 November 1943 and received his boot training at Farragut, Idaho.

He graduated from L.D.S. Seminary in May 1944 while on leave from camp. This graduation consisted of a trip to the Idaho Falls Temple, and a lovely graduation in which he participated in by saying one of the prayers. He was honored by receiving a diploma for a friend who was on ship board. (Floyd West)

It seemed fate awaited him, he had pneumonia while at Farragut and his fellows went on without him. After he recovered sufficiently he was given a leave for fifteen days which he spent at home. In July he had eight days leave at home before going to Shoemaker California, July 19 where he was assigned to a ship. Unfortunately he sprained his ankle and was hospitalized and again his buddies went on with out him.

Finally he was assigned to the Destroyer U.S.S. Spence, and the seventh group of fellows to mingle with. He said they were the best bunch of fellows he had been with yet. They sailed around the water for two days before leaving the states.

They left on the tenth day of October and went to the Hawaiian Islands where he had some pictures taken and purchased some souvenirs which he sent home.

10 December they spent three hours on the MogMog Islands (Not mapped , east of the Philippines) Here the boys were all issued four cans of beer. Myron traded one of his for a cake, one for a can of grape fruit juice, and sold the other two for a dollar each. He also climbed a tree and got a coconut for himself and an officer. At this place he wrote his last letter home.

He had earned two ribbons which we received. The American Defense, no stars and the Asiatic Pacific with four stars.

The storm took place between 200 And 300 hundred miles east of Luzon in the Philippines, it lasted three days, becoming very ferocious on the third day. The Spence was out of fuel and was about to refuel the third time, The motors were cut and she went down. Twenty four men out of about three hundred survived . Myron made the supreme sacrifice for his loved one and his country.

Myron's first Sunday School teacher Sister Nellie Dayley impressed the Word
of Wisdom on him so deeply that he never did forget it. He would get after others

he saw smoking when he was a very small boy. One time when he was coming home from Primary, he said he saw a bright light a short distance in front of him, when he would run it would move and stay the same distance in front of him.

The last time he was home he told Helen that he was not afraid to die, he knew he had lived right. When he was ordained an Elder before going into the service he did not know the taste of tobacco, liquor, tea or coffee. I think I am safe in saying that he did not know it at the time of his death.

Myron was very well liked and had many friends. One of his buddies in the Navy told us that Myron was a peace maker, that they would go to him with their problems, and that he would solve them. He said that "whatever Myron would say would go."

While he was home he was very free in sharing anything he had with ones at home... God Bless him.
Vyla Frost

MEMORIES OF MYRON
MOTHER

Myron came to us on January 5, 1925 in Burley, Idaho on a wintry day. We lived in a two-room house one and a quarter miles west of Burley right under the first lift canal. The canal bank was the road. When Dr. Rich got there, he only got one glove put on when our little boy came. Myron was a cute little boy and a handsome young man. He Worked hard on the farm. He liked sports. In High School at track his arm was broken at the elbow. By the time he was a Senior in High School World War II was going on. He had talked of enlisting in the Navy. A man with a family was about to be drafted so Myron volunteered to take his place. He would have been drafted at eighteen anyway. He got his diploma while in the service. He was at boot camp at Farragut, Idaho but due to illness, his group went on without him. It was a joy to have him home on leave. When he went back to Farragut and his group was ready to be sent out, he sprained his ankle and the second group left him behind. On his last leave before his assignment to that fateful Destroyer, USS Spence, he told his girlfriend, Helen that he was not afraid to die. He was a gunner and loved his ship and his gun. A terrible typhoon in the China Seas sank three destroyers on December 18, 1944. Two Sailors who had known Myron came to see us later. One said he had been in the Navy eleven years and that was the worst storm he had ever seen. The other one said that Myron was a peace maker among his comrades. President Gerald Ford was also in that same fleet. I wrote him a letter and he sent an answer to me.

MEMORIES OF MYRON.. EUNICE

I remember a pistol Daddy made of wood for Myron. Daddy carved it so painstakingly and put a spring in to shoot wooden bullets. Then he put something on it which made it look to me just like metal. I have to admit that I was kind of mean to Myron sometimes as he was such a tease. He liked to annoy me with the funny sounds he made. As he grew up, I remember that he enjoyed doing things for us. One Christmas he made some doll clothes hangars for gifts for Thelma and me. By the time Christmas came, they were lost and he was unable to give them to us. Everytime I have thought of this through the years, I have felt so bad about it because something he had so lovingly came to naught.

I remember Myron in the beet field throwing beets into the truck with all of us, also with the Gooch kids swimming in the canal and walking to church and Primary. But because of sibling rivalry, I did not get close to him until we grew up. After he went into the Navy I have written this "He wrote to us often and I was very pleased that he frequently wrote to me for Church literature and information which I could give him I felt closer to him than ever before in our lives."

The last time our family was together was in January 1944. We had a wonderful time together, a time which I shall long remember. We sat for a family group photograph. The last time I saw Myron was July 19, 1944. I was at home on my annual vacation and he had a short stop-over in Burley while enroute to California. I believe that was the last time any of us saw him. We went to the bus station the evening of July 19 to bid Myron goodbye and Aunt Pearl and I started for Logan in the car to attend Thelma's wedding in the Logan Temple the next day. To me, our family life was divided into two chapters, and these two dates form the dividing line. Before that time we were children making up the complete family. After that time with the departure from the world of our dear brother and the first marriage of one of the children, followed very soon by other marriages and the coming of Grandchildren, we have written two distinct chapters in our family life.

I think I know when Myron left this world. One night in December I woke up thinking something was wrong, or that something was happening to him and I said a prayer in his behalf As I was able to figure it out according to our time differences later, it would have been at about the time of the disaster.

On the night of January 11, 1945, I had been out doing Stake Missionary work and settled down to relax with the newspaper before going to bed. On the second page was a caption saying that three destroyers had been sunk. I said to Ramona Peterson, my cousin and roommate, "Goodness, there are surely a lot of destroyers being sunk lately." Then I read the article and was shocked to see the Spence was named. Until I went home for the Memorial Service in March, I missed no work at the office. One day a former employee returned for a short visit with me and said to me, "I hear you have had some bad news." I told him it was such a great shock because I had felt secure in the belief that

nothing would happen to Myron. Larry then uttered the most comforting words that hat-: been spoken to me when he said "Nothing can happen to him now​


ifiMORIES OF MYRON
THELMA

Myron and I did quite a few things together, including fighting. Every so often I'd think I could put him in his place but I usually ended up the loser when we battled. He and I chopped wood together then we'd load it into his wagon and haul it into the house and pile it in the wood box by the kitchen range. Once Daddy heard him when he was having a hard time getting the wagon through the door and he said something like "dam it to hell!" To us that was bad. I never did hear him swear that I can remember since then. He and I spent hours in the springtime trying to build kites that would fly. We made them from scraps of wood and newspapers. Then we'd work our legs off trying to get them to fly. I don't think we ever got one or more feet above the ground. We usually went in the pasture just south of the house. Nearly every summer Mother would shave or clip Myron's hair when school was out. I hated to have that happen. But by the

time school started again it was about the right length. He always wore bib overalls and chambray shirts (at least when I was younger.) I guess that's why, to this day, I hate those clothes on people. I guess because it was just poor people who wore that kind because they were the cheapest you could buy. Some difference today when jeans are thirty dollars a pair and up. Myron hated to go without a shirt in the summer. Most of the other boys did and we really had to coax him to take his off too. He usually did get a suntan on his back before the summer was over.

Myron and I used to have the chore of taking the cows to and from the pasture down by the river. I guess we must have done it hundreds of times. Often times we would have to go clear down the east end of the pasture by Bruesch's to round up the cows. Sometimes we would call them and they would start up to meet us but many times we had to go all the way to meet them. The river was always fascinating too. Though the folks always warned us to stay away from it, now and then we would creep over to the bank and look into the water and wonder how deep it was and throw rocks in it. It was a steep drop-off in some places. While playing down in the pasture sometimes we would sneak around in that big cave in the side of the hill I don't know if it is still there or not, but somewhere I got the story that there was a "Big Foot" animal of some kind that lived in that Cave and we were always kinda scared to go around it too much. Sometimes on our way to the pasture, we would stop and play on the railroad tracks and put little rocks on the rails to see what the train would do to them. We'd put our ears down to the rail and hear the humming sound. In the fall we would rake up the leaves in the yard and make a playhouse or a schoolhouse and play. Of course, the next day they were scattered again as bad as bad as before I used to play marbles with Myron sometimes but I didn't like to very much because he was a better player than me. Oh yes....the old willow patch! We used to go out there to the west of the farm and play in the willows. It seemed like it was a long ways from the house and I always felt a little anxious and scary in there. We used to go to the big cellar up by the canal on the south side of our place. That was a little spooky, too. But Myron was never scared or so he would have us believe. We often rode old Prince, our old workhorse together and sometimes went to Primary on him also. i

remember when he broke his arm. It was hurting him and he could hear a cracking sound when he tried to move it. We thought the noise was coming from his arm and called the elders in to administer to him and later found it was the metal brace we could hear, but Iwe were guess his arm did hurt.

We thinned and hoed beets together, topped them too. We picked potatoes together, worked in the hay together. When Daddy traded his pride and joy saddle to get a bicycle for all us kids, it was Myron who liked to claim it as his, but we all used it as much as he did. It just seemed that a boy should have a bicycle but he had to share with all us girls! At least he had a bed to himself until Gerald came along. He was really a tease, too, but I wonder where he got it from with all the teasing our Grandmas and Grandpas and aunts and uncles did. Seems to have been a family of teasers. There was the dog, 'Tootles' that kind of seemed to be Myron's because every boy is supposed to have a dog. I think he got a lot of satisfaction from that dog. And one of the favorite things was the old swimming hole in the canal. I think that was one of the things he liked to do best.

The last time I saw Myron was at Grandpa and Grandma Dayley's on New Year's Day January 1, 1944. We (our family) had our picture taken in the snow there on Schodde Avenue where they lived. That was the last time we were all together as a family. Myron was in his Navy uniform. We just missed seeing him by only a few hours when Jay and I were married in July. Myron was stationed in Northern California at the same time Jay and I were in Southern California. We talked of going to see him but with no car we never did make it. If only we had known we would have made it a point to go see him before he shipped out.

Celia
Myron and I, always, since little kids were close. He always treated me more as a Mend than

the "snot nosed" little sister "that I was." There was about 20 months between our ages and the same between him and Thelma. So I did have to share him. There were three years between me and Lorna. We Frost children all went to the South West school. Myron and I were both slow learners resulting in having a hard time in school. We were both held back two grades. Myron and I was transferred to the Miller School where we could have special teaching from Mrs Com Gamer. I think Myron hated school as much as I did from then on. He had one teacher in Jr. High that he, along with the majority of the school hated. Old Maid Miss Kiesz.

It was at Miller School that Myron first met Helen Wixon. She was a petite shy girl with beautiful brown eyes and dimples. It was her first day of school at Miller School, as her family had just moved to Burley. She was sitting alone in the lunch room when he walked in and talked to her. They were friends from then on. That was the 6th grade. She also become one of my best friends and still is."2009"

They had their first date 19 May 1943. Unbeknown to Myron, it was her 16th Birthday. He took her to the movie 'Gone with the Wind.' He took me and Marjorie Bunn along with them. ...(from Helen.)

Myron's best guy friends were Joyce Gooch, Elden Lowder, Floyd West, Darrel Christensen, Frank Pike and Vern Stocking plus other, plus his Little Buddy Gerald.

In Jr High School he belonged to The Rifle Club. Mr Allred was the instructor. He loved learning all about guns, how to care for them and to handle them and how to shoot! One afternoon he took Helen for a ride to practice shooting. They ended up in someones pasture--- he proceeded to teach her how to shoot . She became very apprehensive about being in some place they shouldn't be. He told her, "It's okay, I know the owner, he is my dad." (Helen) Also in Jr High, he took wood working classes. One thing he made was a sweet three legged table. I have it.

As kids we had many many ball games in the pasture south of the house, Myron was a good hitter. Lots of time we used home made balls that Mrs Larson taught us to make out of string. They were not the best but better than none. He was the best bicycle fixer, horse bridleler and kite maker in the country. He made the neatest kites from brown wrapping paper and even newspaper. Yes, Thelma, they did fly!

Myron's pets was Nellie, the goat and His dog Tootles.

As I said before that we were very close. We not only shared our inter most secrets. We also shared our friends He took me along on dates as well as Lorna and Donna Gooch. He loved teasing his sisters, one of his favorite was flipping us with the corner of a dish towel, not that he dried very many dishes. When milking cows, he enjoyed squirting milk at any one of us that happened to walk into the barn

as well as his well trained cats.

One autumn day while picking potatoes I was just coming into the field eating an apple. He threw a large potato clear across the field and hit me right in the mouth. I ended up with potato in my mouth and hand and the apple on the ground He was a Marksman!

I was so proud of Myron when he went into the Navy. He was so handsome in uniform. One of our secrets was that he was going to finish High School after he got out of the Navy. He talked me into going back to school, but it didn't work out for me.

He always lived close to the Savior, He loved Sunday School and Primary. He had his Bandalo filled with all the requirements of the Trail Builder Classes in Primary. He liked going to the Primary dances,

he loved the Primary songs. He liked. Seminary. He loved the Book of Mormon. Mother secret we had was that he was reading the Book of Mormon at camp so that he could graduate from Seminary, which he did while at home from one of his leaves from the Navy. His favorite hymn was 'Master the Tempest is Raging.'

I was looking through his 1943 Sophomores Year book that I have. From what his peers had written, he was very well liked by them

I had kept all of his letters to me , along with my terrible report cards in my ceder chest and in one of my moves it got lost. I felt so bad, but was never able to find it.

Myron always treated Helen with the greatest respect, always proper language and never did any thing improper. He never ever spoke of their future. (I think she was the only girl he ever went with.) She

still has all his letters, the little Navy Locket, and the Gunner Mate patch from the sleeve of his uniform that he gave her.(Helen)

I along with the rest of the family was horrified when we got the news that his ship was lost. As I remember it, Mr Gooch had read it in the news paper, and came and told us. We would not give up hope until we got finale word from the Government which seemed to take forever. When the war was over and he didn't return I was always fearful that I would never see him again. I know that he was with us in the Salt Lake Temple 16 January 1982 .along with our father, when Jack and I were sealed , I felt their presence and love. I cannot deny it. It was a wonderful spiritual experience that will remain with me forever. I will see him again!

MEMORIES OF MYRON
LORNA

My earliest memories of Myron were of him doing his chores around the farm
always taking the cows to the pasture in the morning and bringing them back at
night. Most times one or two of us helped him. He learned to milk at an early age and I can see him sitting on the wooden t-stool after hobbling the cow and hearing the first squirts hitting the bottom of the bucket. If we kids were around, he sometimes squirted us with milk The cats loved him because he aimed the milk right at their mouths. I can see him splitting wood into kindling with his little axe, bringing it into the house and stack it into the woodbox. Next morning he or Daddy used it to start the fire. He lugged hundreds of buckets of coal into the house, pumped hundreds of buckets of water to bring into the house for our needs. He rode 'Old Prince,' our favorite horse a lot, but the job of derrick horse rider soon fell to we girls when Myron learned to do a man's job. He learned at a young age to pitch the hay onto the wagon, help Daddy placing it on the haystack just right. The old fruit and storage cellar west of the house was a dark spidery place but I always felt safe when I was sent to get something if I could have Myron go with me. I barely remember how excited he was when Gerald was born and he finally had a little brother. They were quite the pals as soon as Gerald was barely old enough to tag along with him and they had lots of good times together. Myron always had time for him and was so good to him.

Our big brother took good care of us when we walked the three miles to Primary in the summer. We usually played along the way with the Gooch kids throwing rocks. daring each other to touch the electric fences with weeds and other antics. I do recall him singing the Trail Builders song along with the boys in his class and I was very proud of him. Then he graduated from Primary and we had to get along without him. I really enjoyed him as a brother even though he was a great tease so sometimes we tried to get even with him. Only one time I recall him getting real mad at me. He had a teacher, Mrs. Kiez who gave him a bad time whom he said he hated. One time I called him Mrs. Kiez. He got so mad that he put me over his knee and actually spanked me. And it hurt and I bawled! I guess I deserved it. All other memories are fun with the things we did, like swimming in the canal, playing outside games in the summer with the Gooch kids and winter games with them. Myron, his pal Joyce, Celia and I and our pal Donna did so many fun things together. We always planned to make an igloo up on the hill where our houses now stand, though we started making snow blocks it never did work out. We spent lots of time playing down in the pasture exploring the mysterious little cave and the big cave. I laugh thinking about how tried to bake potatoes in the ground by digging a hole, making a fire and burying them. We ate them but they never did get cooked enough. Many times my dear brother helped me as we balanced ourselves walking along the poles in the old shed which was also a barn. We dug our hands into the thaw ceiling to get the bird eggs from their nests. Myron liked to climb trees, whittle and could make neat whistles out of a willow. I think of the many summer nights he slept beside the house on a little cot. It was nice when Daddy added on to the house and he and Gerald had a room of their own but he wasn't home very long after that. We liked going with him and the

neighbors on Halloween. He always led us to Pace's house because Mrs. Pace aiway: had home made fudge for

He worked sometimes over at the auto wreckage on the hill for John Blankenship. He was there alone one day when a guy came along wanting to buy a piece of wreckage or something. Myron told him he would have to see the boss but the guy tried to get him to sell it and just keep his mouth shut and have the money for himself, but he wanted no part of it. Later Myron wondered if his boss had planned it to test his honesty. He also worked out on a hay ranch at Raft River one summer.

About the last year or two before he joined the Navy he was a real special guy to we younger sisters. Countless times he let us tag along with him on his date. We went to movies and ball games and dances at the Y-Del Ballroom. We all piled in the back seat of the old grey Studabaker

MEMORIES OF MYRON
MARIAN

When I was a little girl my big brother Myron nicknamed me "Blondie" because of my white hair. I liked it when he called me "Blondie". It made me feel special. He would pull me and his other sisters in his wagon. If the chain came off our bike or if we had a flat tire, he was always a good fixer. He was very creative, making kites by gluing wood strips and newspapers together. He also liked to make model cars and airplanes and paint them. When his little brother, Gerald, was older, he taught him to do many things. He took Gerald, "Buddy" with him whenever he could. I remember when he and daddy milked the cows and he would squirt milk for the cats to catch and drink it. Then the cups of milk with all that foam on that us kids liked to drink right from the cow. One time Daddy and Myron went to Goose Creek or some place fishing and didn't get back. They sometimes went fishing together and I'm sure it was a special time for them to be alone with each other. It was getting dark and the cows were not milked. Mother was worried and we started trying to milk the cows. Then they came home. I don't know if they had any fish or not but we were sure glad to see them. (Mother did learn to milk cows and did it often.)

Myron always seemed to be happy. He teased us a lot. When he turned the handle of the milk separator many times he sang along. One song he sang to me made me mad. I guess I really did like the attention. But he sang the song "Mammie, come kiss your honey beau. Kiss him once again" is all I remember of it. I remember many of his friends he had and would bring home. He was a good person and a good example to all who knew him.

He had a pet Holstein cow when he went into the service. Her name was Alice and he really thought a lot of her. We worked as a whole family in the beet field and the spuds I think Myron would encourage us to keep going when we got tired or lazy. I don't remember him getting too mad at us.

When the war was on, Myron felt he had to do what he could to help his country and family. At a young age he joined the Navy. We all missed him very much. When he was stationed in Seattle, he sent me a little tiny leather saddle. I still have it and the letter he sent me for my birthday. They are both prized possessions I still have. I was so proud of my handsome Navy brother and glad when he came home on leave.

I can't explain how sad I felt when I learned he wasn't coming home to us again. He was called to his Heavenly Father to fill his mission there. I know he loved all of us and loved the gospel. I know I will see him again

Here is a verse Kris wrote about him:

I never saw or knew you or heard Your voice.

But I know from other's talk.

I can tell this, I know some special things... You fought in the Navy

With shoulders back straight and tall;

Proud of your name, country And the thought of a good deed You have done for your country. With the nickname of Mike

You were a very proud man,

One that lived up to your name....

Myron Delbert Frost.

By Kris Harper

MEMORIES OF MYRON
(by Irma)

Myron was about 7 years older than I was, but I remember a few things about him.

I think I was in about the 6th grade when he joined the Navy. I remember how handsome he looked in his Navy uniform, and I was so proud of him and that he was my big brother.

He was such a hard worker on the farm and always helped Daddy with the milking and all other chores. He worked in the fields haying, thinning and hoeing beets, helping with the wheat crop and whatever needed to be done.

Our neighbors, the Gooches, had a family all close to the ages of our family and Joyce was close to his age. They did a lot of fun things together. One incident I recall was how we always took the cows down to the pasture, by the river, to feed, during the day, then we would go bring them home in the evening, for milking. I believe our whole family was involved in that as it took 3 or 4 kids to cross the highway with the cows. But this one time, Myron and one of the kids were on the hone and he went into the slough. As he was coming out, he dumped them in the water. Joyce stood on the bank laughing so hard. He thought that was really funny. Myron was pretty angry at him, because he didn't think it was funny at all.

When Myron was on his ship in the Pacific, he got to go to Hawaii on their way to their assignment. He got us all small souvenirs. Mine was a small handkerchief with a hula girl painted on it. I was so thrilled. I still have that little hanky and I treasure it to this day. He also sent a picture of him with a Hawaiian hula girl.

The day the folks got the telegram from the government saying that Myron was lost at sea and "presumed dead" was a sad day. I was at school (7th grade) when someone told me about it. I felt so bad and started crying and couldn't stop. A few days after the first telegram came, another one followed, telling of his fate, that he had drowned when his ship, a destroyer, "The Spence" had sunk along with 2 other destroyers, during a terrible Typhoon. Most of the men were drowned, with only 24 survivors. What a sad time that was for all of us because we all idolized our big brother for he was such a fine young man. We held out hope for a few days that he was one of the survivors. But that was not to be. We lost or brother. Irma

MEMORIES OF MYRON
GERALD

My memory of Myron is one of a younger kid who looked to his older, strong protective brother. He taught me, at an early age, to shoot a gun and how to take care of it and use it safely.

I remember one time several of us were riding "Old Prince," our workhorse. We were crossing the slough in the pasture on the west end. That is where we had to get the cows to cross. Something happened and we all fell off. Joyce Gooch landed on the bank and was laughing at us. Somehow I was between Prince's hind legs and Kathryn was between his front legs. Myron was to the side. The mud was thick and we were stuck. Myron immediately took action to get Kathryn and me out safely. Luckily the horse just stood there waiting for us to get out of the way. We quite often fell off him and he was always a calm and patient horse and that's why we all loved him. When we were safe on shore Myron really bawled out Joyce out for laughing at a potentially dangerous situation. And that was not like Myron to get mad at anyone, especially his best friend.

Myron used to take me everywhere, (except on his dates). We slept together and even when he went up to Gooch's to stay with Joyce, I got to go with him. He took me wherever he could. I liked to go to his gun club meetings where his friends treated me just like one of the guys. We used to go ice-skating in the pasture in the winter.

I really missed him the summer he got a job working in the hay. It was out on a ranch in Raft River where he had to stay all week. Oh, how I used to look forward to his coming home on the weekend. I remember seeing him walking from the railroad tracks and running to meet him.

I remember when he entered the service. He returned that night from Twin Falls and told us he was in the Navy. I was so proud. However after he left and I had to sleep alone, I really missed him I took his duffle bag and filled it with clothes and slept with it many nights pretending it was him. How I looked forward to him coming home on leave. I was so proud when he took me to the Burley Theatre in his uniform. I wanted to shout and say, "Hey, this is my brother!" And then, of course, the day we came home from school and Mom and Dad were sitting up to the kitchen table with sober faces and on the table was a telegram...."we regret to inform you...." I know I read it but not really realizing the finality of the words and not until the Memorial Service did it hit me. My brother had left me, and yet, could it be so? Surely he would come home sometime. I brooded often over his death keeping it to myself. Then one night I dreamed all the family was going somewhere in the car. Mom and Dad were in the front seat and us kids all in the back Myron was sitting on one side in the back and all the rest of us on the other. He was in his uniform and sitting there very sad with his face resting on his hand. When I awoke, the impression came to me that Myron was unhappy with the way I was acting and he wished me to change my attitude.

My final experience with Myron happened sometime later at the age of eleven. It was after dark and for some reason I went out on the front porch for something. Immediately I knew that he was there. I could feel his presence. It scared me and I ran back into the living room. Oh, how I wish I had stayed. What possible experience could I have had with this brother My Ideal?

MEMORIES OF MYRON
KATHRYN

There are two things that really stand out in my mind about Myron. I remember when we had the old cream separator on the back porch. When Myron had to run it, he would always sing a little song to me to the tune of the Army Revelry Song, "You're In The Army Now". He wanted me to get him a container for the cream to fall into. These are the words he sang: "Something for the cream, something for the cream; Hurry back my little `K'nack' with something for the cream!" I hated that knick name, but somehow when he called me that, it was ok.

Another thing I remember, when we were still using the old outhouse. One evening Joyce Gooch was down on his bike talking to Myron by the back door. They were just standing there talking for a long time. Inside the house, one of the girls either Celia or Lorna said they had to go to the toilet but she didn't want him to see them going out there. They waited and waited. Finally she said, "Oh I wish Joyce would go home." I said. "I'll go tell him" and before anyone could stop me, I ran outside and said, "Joyce, go home." Myron took after me, grabbed me and gave me a real good spanking. I don't remember any other particular spanking that impressed me the way that one did.

I guess I was too young to recall very many childhood memories with him. But I do remember the fateful event of him losing his life in the Navy. I remember how Daddy mourned his death. He spent hours out behind the barn or somewhere crying. I felt so sorry for him. Myron's Memorial Service was a very nice one held in the old Burley Stake Tabernacle on Normal Avenue. I was reminded that I had been baptized there not too long ago and it was my privilege to have my big brother, Myron able to perform it. My father confirmed me.

A Patriarchal Blessing given by Patriarch Henry Catmull upon the head of Myron Delbert Frost, son of Ira Lewis and Vyla June Dayley. Born January 5, 1925 at Burley. Idaho.

Brother Myron Delbert Frost by the authority of the Holy Priesthood conferred upon me I place my hands upon your head and give you a Patriarchal Blessing according to the dictates of the Holy Spirit. I pray to my Heavenly Father at this time that He will guide me aright, that this blessing may be unto you a great comfort, as well as a spiritual and temporal guide throughout your life. I seal upon your head all former blessings that have been pronounced thereon by the servants of the living God with the blessings of thy progenitors, Abraham, Isaac and Jacob, Joseph and Ephraim. You are of the lineage of Ephraim. You were a noble spirit in the presence of your Father before you came to earth. You were brought to earth through goodly parents whose sole desire is for your spiritual uplift and advancement; therefore I say unto you my dear young brother forget the wrongs of the past. Let them be buried and forgotten and buckle on the armor of Christ and go forward with a renewed determination and in the Holy Priesthood which you bear, to overcome the powers of darkness and adversity who are continually on the alert seeking whom they may devour or overthrow and drag down from lofty heights; therefore it will behoove you to continually be on the alert and fortify yourself through prayer unto your Heavenly Father, thanking Him for all the blessings that come to you and asking for His protection and guidance. Do this my brother in faith, not doubting for your Father in Heaven is willing and always ready to lend a listening ear to His children and in as much as you have been called into the service of your country to defend righteous and God given principles, fear not, but go forth trusting in Him who is all powerful, who holds the destinies of all men and nations in His hands and though you may be surrounded by thousands or even tens of thousands, there is still the communication line between your God which cannot be broken by all the forces of the world but that might be broken through your own acts; therefore be careful. Let your prayers ascend to Him from the secrecy of your heart and He will hear you. Keep the Word of Wisdom. Refrain from all impure language all that which does not become a son of God. You may be persuaded by men, and companions may say, "Come on have a good time." That is the power of evil speaking through them, trying to get you to travel the path which they tread, which is the path of evil. But live, my dear brother so that you can look the world in the face with your head and chin up, with no fear of the outcome. Then men of honor will respect you and you will gain their admiration and will attain to important positions, both in and out of this church. You shall be a success in what you set your hands to do that is honest and just. I pray the Lord that He will give His angels charge concerning you that even if you are called to battle, you will go forth with that assurance that your Heavenly Father is with you as did the sons of Helamen when two thousand went forth to battle, with Helamen as their commander. Many were wounded but not one lost his life.

Read good books. Prepare yourself for greater responsibilities. Let your example be worthy of following, that you will be proud to look upon and not be ashamed. I seal you up against the destroyer that he may pass you by and not molest you until your mission on earth is complete according to the will of God. Keep your body clean and pure so that you can say to your parents, on your return, "Here I am, Father, Mother,

clean in body as when I left you," the Lord bless you and preserve you. May He smile upon you and bring you peace and happiness. You are entitled to the blessings of the House of God and to every righteous desire of your heart that shall be for your good. The blessings of Heaven and earth shall be yours to enjoy.

I seal these blessings upon your head and seal you up unto eternal life to come forth in the morning of the resurrection with your loved ones to look upon the face of your Redeemer and receive your exaltation and eternal glory among the noble ones of Israel and this I do according to your faithfulness in keeping all the commandments of your Heavenly Father and in the name of Jesus Christ, Amen.

Henry Catmull
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Myron Frost lost in epic S. Pacific typhoon

By GERALD FROST to

LORNA FROST TURNER

When the worst storm in the history of the South Pacific ran head-on into the greatest naval armada ever assembled, Admiral "Bull" Halsey's Third Fleet faced total wipeout and when the smoke had cleared....790 sailors had died, 200 planes were lost, three destroyers had gone to the bottom.

Gunner's Mate Myron D. Frost, Seaman Second Class, a native of Burley, had left San Francisco on October 5, 1944 aboard the destroyer, USS Spence to be a part of Halsey's force, the mightiest force ever known. They had just completed 36,000 ;dies steaming and racked up 95 days of continuous action. It was mid-December 1944, the battle of Leyte Gulf recent history.

The Third Fleet had followed up by providing air and sea cover for General MacArthur's return to the Philippines. Once Halsey's ships were refueled, they were scheduled to be back in combat, launching offshore assaults on the enemy's Luzon bases so Yank leathernecks could consolidate their beachhead at Mindoro.

The "Bull's" command consisted of 132 warships. The pace of combat in the Pacific had in no way diminished, the Fleet's pri​mary task continued to be the support of MacArthur's campaign in the Philippines.

The fifty destroyers, including the Spence which Seaman Frost was on, were to provide anti-aircraft gun protection to the carri​ers to reduce the risk of the kamikaze attacks and the responsibil​ity to provide submarine protection. At this time several destroy​ers were critically low on fuel due to the need to steam at excess speeds keeping up with the carriers conducting flight operations.

Due to weather conditions the Spence was unable to refuel from a tanker. Going along starboard side of the New Jersey for refueling, she was found to be dangerously low, down to twelve percent capacity. Admiral Halsey, aboard the New Jersey, looking through the open door could see the Spence attempting to refuel. The excessive rolling and radical course changes as they strove to maintain station made it obvious the weather conditions were worsening. Several times, it appeared to those on the New Jersey that the Spence was going to collide with them. Fuel hoses whipped and lashed until they were unmanageable and so haz​ardous that the Spence cast off having received only 6,000 gallons of oil. Now the staff of the Third Fleet finally concluded that they were in a typhoon and conditions were ex4reme.

By the next day, December 18, the destroyers were experiencing heavy rolling, loss of steering control, twisting into the trough of the sea, loss of lights and power, the critical flooding of engine spaces, flrerooms and living compartments; the failure of radars, radios and ship control equipment and structural damage. Despite this, the Spence, Hull and Monaghan had fought the elements with all the energy and skill they possessed. The 70-foot waves and 100-knot winds knocked them to and fro like a prizefighter's punching bag.

On the carrier, San Jadnto, the loud sound of crashing and tear​ing of airplanes breaking loose, the banging and tearing of the flimsy metal of the ventilation ducts, the presence of too much oily water on deck, the shout of "man overboard!" created a whol​ly frightening situation.

Low visibility down to zero and inoperable radar caused near aashing of ships as they rode the waves blindly. The captain of the USS Dewey said he had never experienced such a force of wind. It drove spray with the force of a sandblaster. Capillary bleeding was etched on any face exposed directly to it. When lookouts and sig​nalmen turned away from it, their cheeks and foreheads were pocked with a bloody tattoo. It sanded the paint from patches of hull and superstructure. It drove into every crevice. Water was forced into watertight instruments. So fierce was the sound of the typhoon that its roar drowned out almost every other sound. Captain Calhoun tells when the ship rolled more than sixty degrees, how he found himself hanging by his hands, with feet completely clear of the deck, in such a position that if he released his hold, he would drop straight down through the starboard pilot house window and Into the sea.

The Chief Watertender, one of the survivors of the Spence, tells that the Ingress of sea water into the engine room caused the main switchboard to flash-over, and all electrical power and lights were lost. The emergency diesel generator failed to cut in. The electric bilge pumps to control flooding stopped. The Spence had been rolling heavily to port as much as 43 degrees. At that time the roll increased to 47 degrees. Seaman Frost's ship hung at that angle for several minutes without righting herself, then the roll continued. Relentlessly, she slowly rolled all the way over on her side. The mighty Spence remained that way for about sewn minutes; then capsized, broke in half and went down with the loss of some 276 men.

A little later in the day, two other destroyers, The Monaghan and the Hull capsized and went down. A survivor of the Monaghan tells of forty or fifty of them in the after-gun shelter hanging on. All of them were praying as they had never prayed before. Ile said the man next to him repeated on each roll, "Don't let us down now, Dear Lord. Bring it back, Oh God, bring it back!" Others joined in and when we came back, they shouted, "Thanks, Dear Lord!"

But it was not to be; as the Monaghan's last roll took her com​pletely over.

The rest of the fleet weathered out the storm and Admiral Halsey directed all ships to rendezvous for refueling early the next morning.

MYR•N FROST, USN
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He directed a thorough search of the area to locate any men lost overboard. The loss of the three destroyers had not yet been dis​covered. As the eighteenth of December passed into history, the Commander of the Third fleet could not have had a real appreci​ation of the magnitude of the disaster which had just befallen his ships. Not until December 19th did the tragic picture begin to unfold.

That morning the seas became smoother and all ships made inspection, finding jumbles of loose wreckage, a tangle of lines and guy Wires, debris cluttered the entire topside of the ships. Three destroyers had gone to the bottom and over 200 airplanes destroyed. Twenty-seven ships were seriously damaged and near​ly 800 sailors had died In the worst storm in over 100 years.

Rescue operations following the storm were undertaken In a still-raging sea. The destroyer escort Tabberer, badly crippled dur​ing the typhoon, devoted two full days to search-and-rescue, deft​ly maneuvering around the survivors. With the help of her tireless crew, many of whom repeatedly entered the water to assist the vic​tims, she eventually rescued SS men during the exhausting search. Men were left floating in the mountainous sea for up to 72 hours. As the waves subsided, twelve foot sharks raised up from the deep to forage the surface. An unknown number of seamen struggling in the waves or slipping exhausted from life rafts were victims of their grisly thrashing jaws.

Back in Burley, Ira and Vyla Frost and the six children still at home had enjoyed a good Christmas. They thought of Myron, prayed for him and wondered if he had received the Christmas things they had sent. On Jan. 5, the family held a little birthday celebration for his 20th birthday.

We family members recall the following events: It was an emo‑
	tional day January 11 when the neighbor ran to our house with the Twin Falls newspaper asking if Myron's ship was the Spence. He showed us the shocking news Item telling of the ship sinking on Dec.18. We read of the 24 survivors out of the crew of 300. Of course, we knew he would be one of the lucky ones. And we wait​ed for news. On Jan. 14, the dreaded telegram came announcing that his name was not on the list of survivors. We didn't give up hope and prayed as we waited for further information. It wasn't until Feb. 8 we received the final message that he was presumed dead. We felt guilty that we had enjoyed the Christmas holidays not knowing. Why had It taken so long? Perhaps It had been a mil​itary secret to keep the enemy from knowing of our fleet's great loss.

And so we grieved along with our two older sisters away from home. He was our ideal brother and son, a very spedal person. We recalled all the good times, how he teased us, how hard he worked on the farm, the good example he was as he attended church and maintained high standards. With heavy hearts, we changed the service star proudly displayed In the window to a gold star. Of course, we knew our family was just one of many grieving for losses and we coped with it, thanks to loving words of comfort from friends and relatives and faith in God.

It seems only fitting that this story should end with a tribute to the 790 officers and men who lost their lives when the Third Fleet encountered the typhoon in December 1944. Peril on the seas overtook them, but they perished with honoz dignity and courage. And the Third Fleet recovered and went on to help win the war.

(Story by Gerald Frost and Lorna Frost Turner from various articles, Including 1}phoon: The Other Enemy by Captain Raymond Calhoun, US Navy retired.)

	
	

	
	


