Ira L. Frost

11 September 1891 – 29 January 1978

Chapter 1                                                                                                                                                        1891 – 1908                                                                                                                                                                             Coyote, Utah


In the late summer of 1891, Chauncy and Lonevie Frost, a young couple living in Coyote, Utah, were expecting their first child. Chauncy was herding sheep in the west hills and was unable to be at home, but his thoughts were with his wife. One night he had a dream in which he was impressed that the child should be named Ira. The baby was born on September 11, 1891. When Chauncy received the news that the event had occurred, he hurried home to be with his wife and son. He was a proud and happy father, and as he held the tiny infant to his bosom, he felt thankful that it was a beautiful and healthy boy. He announced that his name was to be Ira L. Frost.


As the grandparents and uncles and aunts were rejoicing, Lonevie related a humbling experience she had a few days before the baby's birth. Many years later, Ira described that event in these words: "Mother was staying down to Aunt Marge's place and went out before daylight for something. She went over to the corral, and there was a Heavenly Choir singing; she said it was the most heavenly music she had ever heard, and it went from over to Aunt Marge's house west and finally died out and when mother went in the house where Aunt Marge was, the tears were streaming down her face, it touched her so much." Years later, when Ira received his Patriarchal blessing, he was told that many souls rejoiced when he came to earth.


Ira was raised and spent his boyhood days in the upper part of the valley in Coyote, which is now known as Antimony. This was a small community in Southern Utah which was settled by Mormon Pioneers from the disbanded United Order. Their most common means of livelihood was the raising of sheep and cattle, and a few irrigated crops.


Chauncy had to leave his family alone most of the time and this gave much of the responsibility for the children to his wife. Ira's mother was a woman of pioneer stock and knew how to take care of herself.


She knew how to use a gun, as Ira recalls one time seeing a coyote just below the house in the road. His mother got the rifle and shot close to it to frighten it away.


As a youngster, Ira had a dog named Tige. The story is told how Tige saved his life when he was just old enough to wander. He toddled to the nearby bank of the river when it dropped off several feet. About twenty feet out, the river was swift and swept down into a hole. Ira wandered dangerously close to the edge. The little dog, sensing the situation, started barking. This aided his parents to find and rescue him in time to save his life.


Another incident in Ira's early life is a favorite story he often told. In his own words, "One time when mother was home alone with us kids, we'd go over to Grandpa Warner's and after dark, coming home, I got per' near home and heard something scream and I asked mom what that was screaming like that and she said, 'Oh, I guess it was the old red cow screaming for her supper.' And we got home and had to go through a big clump of brush, the road went down across the creek and through a clump of brush to the house. We was up there and she said, 'You kids, keep a-hold of my skirt tight as you can!' We held, Elva and I held onto her skirt and she carried Net and she sure made heels fly getting through that clump of brush and up to the house. After we got to the house we heard this mountain lion scream. He was over south of the house. We hadn't much more than got in the house than mother blinded the windows with a quilt. Net was the baby and she wanted a drink and there wasn't a drop of water in the house. About fifty or seventy-five yards down they usually had water running down the creek and so mother, she took the dog and she ran as hard as she could go down to the creek and got a bucket of water and come back. She was too scared to have Net crying for water so she ran down to get a bucket of water and while she was gone the lion hollered once more and he was going toward the hills then."


In his early childhood, Ira was fortunate to live close to his grandparents, uncles, aunts and cousins. His father, Chauncy was the son of Samuel Buchanan Frost (a blacksmith) and Ester Davis. Ira's mother, Lonevie Warner, was the daughter of Mortimer Wilson Warner (a farmer) and Christens Brown. In his own words at seventy-three, Ira commented about his grandparents: "My father's name was Chauncy Frost, son of Samuel Buchanan Frost . . . I think he died before I was born, (he died June 1888) but Grandmother Frost was a great profile amongst us kids . . . sure thought a lot of Grandma Frost . . Samuel Buchanan Frost, my grandfather, was the first family convert to the church and he converted his father to the church and he was a close associate to the Prophet Joseph Smith; he has wrestled with the Prophet many times. One morning the family was all sitting around the fireplace getting dressed and a knock came at the door. Grandma Frost went to the door to see who was there, and there was a stranger at the door and he asked Grandma for a needle and thread, he wanted white thread. She got it for him and he pulled his robe. . . whatever it was he was wearing, he pulled it back and pinned it in the front of the inside of his lapel on his robe and grandma said the skin under his robe was as white as the driven snow. He gave the boys a lot of good instructions. Grandma said he talked awfully good to the boys and told them not to do the things they shouldn't. After he left, he'd been gone long enough they thought he was at least off the doorstep and they went outside and looked all around. Their house was up on a kind of a high place . . . they looked in every direction and they couldn't see him. He just disappeared."


Ira had many good experiences with his Grandpa Warner. He went fishing with him when he was barely old enough. These were choice experiences and he remembers many good times. He especially enjoyed hearing of Grandpa Warner's experiences of living the United Order in Circleville. Quoting Ira, "After the order broke up, Grandpa Warner went to Coyote and it seemed like everything he would turn his hands to, it just seemed to make money for him. This was a concern to him and so he sought the Lord in prayer. He prayed to the Lord that if this accumulation of money should cause him to turn away from the church, that he wanted the Lord to take it away from him. Soon after this, he began to fail financially, losing his stock until he was again of very humble means.


Little Ira went with his father whenever possible. His father would tie him on the horse, and then lead it. One time, the horse suddenly threw his head and bloodied Ira's nose. He recalled that "dad really laughed at me." His first teacher was Emma Clayton. Later she married his uncle. It was quite a distance to go to school. Ira described it as going up a quite a big hill, back down across a stream and up a bank, then up another hill, over to the school. They walked unless it was stormy weather and then their dad would take them on the horse. 


The school was a log house. When they had to recite for the lesson, they sat at a long recitation bench. He and his cousin, Wilson Warner, used to race to the bench to see who could sit by Clara. They always seemed to get a crush on the same girl, first Clar Robinson, then Linda Clayton. They often rode part way home with Linda and her brother in the buggy.


Wilson and Ira grew up as close buddies, a relationship which lasted a lifetime. They were about the same age, so near the same size, and looked so much alike that their mothers often boxed one at the side of the head, thinking it was their boy, and getting the wrong one. It is not surprising that they looked a lot alike, since they happened to be "double cousins". Ira's mother was a sister to Wilson's father, and Ira's father was a brother to Wilson's mother.


Among the experiences of his childhood, he tells about herding cows along the foothills. He stopped one day by a big flat rock that had a wide crack in it where the wood rats nested. He decided to build a fire in the nest and smoke the rats out. Reaching in, he got more than he bargained for when he pulled a rattlesnake out by the tail. He was so frightened that he immediately rounded up the cows and went home, though it was still the middle of the afternoon. Other experiences was helping his dog chase coyotes out of the strip of brush near his home, and always being on the watch for the many cougars that were around.


As a youth, Ira's Christmas's consisted of candy, nuts, and an orange or apple, usually oranges. Oranges were not readily available, but somehow, they always found them on Christmas morning. His first toy, which was very special to him, was a train made completely of wood. There were plenty of evergreens nearby which could have been used for Christmas trees, but they never had one at home. Their Christmas tree was always at school. One year, in preparation for Christmas, Ira's mother sent him over to Aunt Marge's with a note and some money. When he returned home he told his sisters they were getting little fry pans for Christmas. On Christmas morning the girls looked through their gifts and asked their mother where the fry pans were. His mother turned to Ira and said, “Oh oh, you read my note, did you?”


The frame church house where he attended all of his meetings was some distance from their home. He and his cousins often walked and sometimes rode with Grandpa Warner in his wagon. They usually rode horses to primary. Ira was baptized on his ninth birthday, Sept. 11, 1900 down the lane by Bishop King's house. Levi King baptized him and he was confirmed by George Black. At the age of twelve he was ordained a deacon.


From his early childhood, Ira loved to fish. His father made their fishing lines by twisting black thread together. The first fish he remembers catching was on Bolder River (or Bolder Creek), where his father was herding sheep. It was about this same time, while camping with his father, that a grizzly came into camp. Chauncy fired several shots, causing the bear to turn and run. Ira had to practically walk over the top of the frightened sheep, as they had banked up tightly together, in order to follow the bear. As they spotted the bear the dog whirled and ran back to camp. Ira remembers heading for the tent and covering up his head as he was trying to not hear as his father whipped the dog.


Another time he was fishing on the bend with his Aunt Vine (who was only a little older than he) and Grandpa Warner. Grandpa and Ira's father did not like to fish with the kids as they would throw their lines in, splash, and be too rowdy. Yet the kids usually caught their share of the fish. This particular day after fishing, Ira and Vine decided to go home early. They played along the way and, passing some Indian burial grounds, shoved the ends of their fishing poles into the soft mounds. When Grandpa followed behind them a little later, he could see the tracks of a lion which had followed them and dug around in the ground at each point they had shoved their poles in the dirt. Grandpa was worried but then relieved, as a little further along, discovered the lion had gone it's separate way into the west hills. Ira managed to go fishing at times throughout his life. He especially enjoyed some of the trips in his older age with friends and relatives. He still did some fishing up until the time he became incapacitated.


Ira knew how to pray and was a humble child. One experience which helped build his testimony was when he had come home from school with his younger sisters. His mother had gone to Circleville, and as the children passed their Grandma Frost's place, they saw their father and uncles working there. Cora was sick with the croup, so Ira took her home on the horse, helped her in and started to build the fire. After going back into the house with the wood, he saw that she had fallen across the floor and that her eyes were glassy. Although frightened, he knelt down and prayed, got on the horse and rode at top speed to Grandma's house to inform his father. Arriving back home as quickly as possible, Chauncy, with a jerk, picked her up and broke the phlegm loose in her throat, thus relieving her.


Ira spent most of one summer over on Boulder Creek with his father, who was tending a community herd of buck sheep. One time Ira had to go down a ways from camp for water. He saw a place on the trail where a lion had drug a sheep across. They saddled their horses and trailed the lion for some distance but were unable to catch up with it. They spent a lot of time gathering pinenuts, then roasting and shelling them. By the time Ira was ready to go home, they had quite a bag full. He tied it onto the horse with his other belongings and started out early in the morning for the full days' ride home, stopping for lunch at Lost Springs.


It seems Ira had many opportunities to be by himself and be able to do just what he wanted. In his own words he said, "I used to leave home and go up on the mountain horseback and I'd be gone two or three days. I don't know how mother put up with it. She must have worried quite a bit and she didn't know where I was or anything about me, but I'd go up and stay at the sheep camps and ride out over the range and visit with them."


Other memories Ira had of his early life in Utah was of the things he did with the Grave's boys, who lived above them two or three miles; of the time they were learning to shoot their guns, and Ira got a flesh wound in the neck. The lead had to be dug out with a pocketknife. The Grave's boys didn't have anything good to say about the Mormons, but apparently, they must have been influenced by people like Ira, as they later joined the church. He told about an old prospector named Frank Dowdy that could tell great stories in which he didn't know what was the truth and what was real, but his stories were great. Also there was a fellow named Ike Coley (or Colby) who Ira worked for a little. It was with him that he had the experience of killing his first deer. He was in the west hills and there was a lot of snow drifts even though it was early spring. As he shot and saw the deer fall, he was so excited he left his gun sitting on the side of the hill and slid over the snow bank to cut it's throat. The deer reached up and struck him, clawing the skin off Ira's ear with his hind foot. He struggled until he finished the job and dressed it out and left it. When he went back to get it, the creek had risen and he told Ike he could have it. By the time Ike got to it, the deer had been half eaten by a lion. His next deer was killed just a short distance from home in the foothills. His father helped him get it home. Although Ira was only fifteen, he was starting to help supply food for the family needs.


Being small and fast as a teenager, Ira became well known for his ability to train race horses. Three of his uncles, Ivan, Neil and Marian, had race horses and Ira helped train them. There were two fellows named Palmer and Dan Day, for whom he trained horses. He worked out at a place below Circleville, where Ben Lewis had a race track. Dan Day owned two horses which Ira was especially fond of, one named Ned and the other called Paddell. Ned held one of the Utah records as the fastest in his category. Paddell was a great big horse, lanky and tall which made him hard to get onto and off from. This horse was known to like music and would try to dance when it was playing. He told about trying to sweat Ned down one time for a race, as he was carrying too much fat. They ran him, loped him, and then put blankets on him. They had a device made of wood and hoops that they used to scrape him down, causing the water to pour off him.

Chapter 2                                                                                                               1908 – 1918                                                                                               Marion, Idaho 


About the time Ira was seventeen years old, the family had increased to six younger sisters, Elva, Nettie, Cora, Nancy Faye, Christena, and Florence. At this time the family moved to Idaho. A move to another place that far was quite an experience and a hardship on all, as they had to load their belongings on a wagon. They trailed their cattle to Spring City and Ira started a day ahead of the others. Everything was loaded into the train car at Manti, Utah. The cattle were loaded into one car, and the furniture and other items in one half of another, with the horses in the other half of the same car. They went to Pocatello, Idaho, where they were met by Uncle Wallace Warner, who had brought his team and wagon. Ira, his dad, and cousin, Deloss Warner, trailed the cattle on horseback from Pocatello to Marian, Idaho, which is near Oakley. This was a distance of about a hundred miles. It was cold, as it was the latter part of November. They walked to keep up their circulation until they got so tired they couldn't go any further. Then they would get on the horses and ride until they got so cold and stiff they had to get off and walk again. The family had gone on ahead and had rented a house on the Ornis Bates ranch.


The family was soon settled and started in school in the two room schoolhouse at Marian. Ira had a teacher named Mr. Benedict whom he took a dislike to. One day Benedict threw an eraser at one of the rowdy boys, but he didn't throw straight and it hit Ira instead. Ira was upset and expected an apology. Not getting it was the excuse he needed for quitting school.


One may imagine that being the only brother in a family of sisters he might get a little spoiled or perhaps get tired of all the females. His sister, Florence, recalls that he may have been just a little spoiled. . .he would always get one of the sisters to fetch the milk buckets for him even though he had to walk right by them to do the milking. He was gentle and played real good with them, maybe teasing just a little. One day he tied Florence to the rope which they used to hang the beef when they butchered. But he only made her hang there a little while.


In the Oakley area, Ira worked for one of the Picketts, as well as others at times. He had a serious illness which almost cost him his life. He was sick for some time before they consulted a doctor, who found it was appendicitis. Immediate surgery was required and he had a difficult time in recuperating, becoming weaker all the time. About a month later, he was sent home but was so weak that he was not able to walk. He used a chair to support himself so he could sit and rest often. Uncle Dolph lived about seventy-five yards away, so he often tried going there, but had to stop two or three times and rest. He was determined to get his strength back. He tried stacking hay for Ornis Bates, still in a weakened condition with his side still draining. Even into the fall, while helping in the grain harvest, he had to keep changing the bandages. Finally, it healed, leaving a large scar. The faith and prayers of his family was an important factor in his recovery.


After becoming completely well, Ira led a carefree life, doing what he enjoyed. He loved to work with and train horses. He had one that he trained to buck, much to his father's disapproval. He said that he thinks all the horses he ever rode since he was small, bucked him off at one time or another. One example he spoke of was riding down a steep hill with Morty Day. He turned to talk to Morty and touched the horse, Old Sport, on the shoulder with his spur. It was all it took and the next thing he knew he was rolling out of the saddle and into the sagebrush. One horse he owned was extra good for bull-dogging. A cowboy used to borrow him to bull-dog steers in the rodeo. Ira himself sometimes worked the rodeos, acting as pick up man, retrieving the broncho or helping to hold the horses prior to being ridden. They lacked the pens, chutes, and equipment we have today, and so they would have to hold the horses down by the ears until ready to be ridden. Sometimes their hands would get numb from holding them so long.


It was during this time that Ira enjoyed the dances at Marian. It was only a couple of miles from where he lived so they often walked or rode horses; but they always went. Jode McClaws was a good buddy of his, and later became his brother-in-law. Ira had great times at the dances, and he danced with all the girls. It made no difference who was the prettiest or how they danced or how they dressed, he danced with all of them. Ira learned to be a good dancer by having some of the girls teach him new steps. While he was living in Marian he really began to realize how much the church meant to him. He mentioned that when he started attending church, his testimony was strengthened. It was there that he was ordained a Priest in the Aaronic Priesthood by Adam Smith.


The next few years saw an even greater increase in the Frost family. After all the girls, it was a pleasant surprise to have a baby boy arrive. They named him Earl Warner Frost. Pearl was born two years later, followed by the baby of the family, Ruby.


About this time, Ira took up sheep shearing. Most of the shearers were men whose principles were not based on spiritual standards. Ira's foundation in the gospel helped him from going astray during these tempting times. It was a rough life and he admits drifting somewhat away from the church. In his own words, Ira said, "I was kind a wayward then." Ira was fast at shearing. He stated it was quite a feat finding out who could shear the fastest and remarked, "One of them sort of cheated." The two competitors stayed even until the last moment, when the other fellow would whip some wool in his face so he could finish first.


Ira worked closely with his father hauling wood and posts out of the hills from south of Goose Creek Dam or west of Oakley. They left home early in the morning, often staying till the next day. All of the chopping and the sawing was done by hand. The top quality poles were sold, while the remainder of the wood was used for cooking and heating the house in the winter, as coal was too expensive to burn. There was no job Ira was afraid to tackle. Throughout his life, he did many different jobs in order to support himself and his loved ones. He helped construct the Goose Creek Dam and worked on the “cottonwood feeders”, the ditches on the flat between Oakley and Burley. Most of one winter was spent driving down to the flat putting in checks, pillars, and other equipment for the irrigation system.

Chapter 3                                                                                                                                                 1918 – 1919                                                                                                                                                US Army


At this time in the life of Ira Frost, history was being written as a great many events were occurring in the world. The European countries were involved in what was the beginning of World War One. Ira was twenty-six years old, and along with many other young men, he felt an obligation to fight for world freedom. His desire was to join the army, but his mother and the sheriff tried to discourage him. They thought he should wait until drafted. However, Ira decided to enlist so he could choose his own branch of service, as most of those who were drafted were placed in the infantry. He joined with a group of other young men from the community who enlisted. Many he talked to were joining the Air Force. Ira asked an officer what the requirements were to become a pilot, and he was told a college education was essential. The officer then suggested the artillery as a good branch. 


After some consideration, he decided that would be his choice, though most of the others with him chose otherwise. Before leaving, the family spent some time together at Oakley and had a family group picture taken. And then on December 9. 1917 he went to Heyburn, spent the night with relatives, and left early the next day for Twin Falls. He arrived in Salt Lake City, Utah at 10: A.M. on December 11, and toured the city. However, he had his troubles, as the inoculations, vaccinations and examinations didn't agree with him. Shots in each arm swelled so badly he could not remove his clothes for three nights. It was impossible to get his jacket off. He spent Christmas eve at the post. His company had a Christmas party, a movie and a Vaudeville show at the YMCA. Christmas Day he climbed up to the "U" on the hill up above the university of Utah, then returned for a big dinner. There were fellows from all over the country and Ira was starting to see the ways of the outside world. He received his uniform on the day after Christmas but the jacket needed to be altered. 


On December 28, he left for Douglas, Arizona for assignment with the 11th Field Artillery Regiment, arriving on December 30 at 10:00 A.M., after which he received his equipment and attended a drill. The first night was miserable! The weather was cold and they had no stove in the tent and no straw for their mattresses. Ira finally located a tent with a stove in it so all of them stood around it trying to keep warm. It was a tired and sleepy bunch of soldiers who answered the 6:15 A.M. drill that next day. On New Year's Day they found a stove which they set up in their tent. They were awakened shortly after midnight with soldiers blowing bugles and all sort of noises celebrating the New Year. Since this group were still in their quarantine, they were unable to attend the occasion, but the corporal took them to the races and a football game, being certain they did not come in contact with the others.


Then followed days of drill, first-aid instructions, a terrible wind, sand storms and snow. An epidemic of diphtheria, quarantines, and being in the hospital added to the misery. Ira had a sore arm that would not heal and then a bad cold for which he had to be hospitalized. And there were more foot drills, a sixteen-mile walk for target practice, firearm sessions, general inspections, and, of course, guard and K.P. duty. He suffered through more inoculations and the death of one of his buddies. He exercised the horses, cleaned harnesses and oiled and packed saddles. Ira's skills in horsemanship proved to be an asset, particularly during the "no saddle or bride" drills. Some of the in-experienced men were thrown off and hurt.


Payday looked good, however and amounted to $39.00. And despite the busy schedule and cold hard winter, they still had time for various recreational activities, such as movies, trips to the YMCA and writing home. Ira always enjoyed boxing and his buddies noticed this. . . . so on one occasion while watching a match, he suddenly became the center of attraction. The first thing he knew, they were tying the gloves on him and no amount of protesting would persuade them otherwise. They were kind enough, however, to pick another fellow about his size and shoved them both into the ring. The first punch smashed Ira in the ribs and broke one. While in a clinch, his opponent asked him if he had hurt him. Being proud, Ira said no. The rest of the fight Ira dodged and tried to cover and then scored hits only on top of the fellow's head. Later he found out this man was from Salt Lake City and was the feather-weight champion of Utah and the bantam-weight champion of the Northwest.


One man in their outfit was nicknamed "Hardboil". He had served time in prison at Leavenworth and had developed quite an art with a pick, juggling and swinging it around his head. He was always in some trouble and once pulled a gun on a fellow. They often had to put him under guard. He finally went A.W.O.L., but they didn't bother to go after him, as it was a relief to be rid of him. Seeing situations such as this helped Ira to realize even more the value of his background, family and religion.


On April 24, they received orders to pack their barrack bags and to prepare to move out. With a warm send-off from the townspeople, they left by train and traveled all day, stopping once for an exercise drill. The trip was pleasant for Ira, as he enjoyed farm land, trees and country foreign to what Arizona had. They arrived at Fort Sill, Oklahoma on the afternoon of April 26, 1918, joining sixty-thousand other soldiers. After they became settled, they were pleased to discover life was more pleasant than at the previous camp. May and June were spent with more drills, inspections, rifle and target practice, guard and K.P. duty. The recreation included baseball games, swimming, foot races and movies. On July 6, 1918, they left Fort Sill and headed east, stopping in Kansas City, where the Red Cross served refreshments. They passed through Illinois, Niagara Falls, New Jersey, and to Camp Mills. In the towns and cities they passed through, the people care to greet the troop train, cheer the soldiers and bid them farewell. On July 13, 1918, they broke camp, boarded the transport ship "Carolina", and were on their way to England. On July 26 they landed at Liverpool, England and boarded a train for camp. The following day they marched to still another camp. On August 1, 1911, they marched to South Hampton and crossed the English Channel on a transport. The following days were spent hiking, traveling by train, and finally stopped and were stationed in barns on French farms. They rested and listened to battle stories told by the local people. While just "strolling" one Sunday, Ira discovered a little church in a grove and attended the services.


The army baths were quick and cold. A group of them undressed, then the water was turned on them. Even though they soaped down quickly, the water was usually shut off before they could rinse. The army made sure they had regular "cootie baths" to rid themselves of the little pests. During the next few weeks, most of their time was spent on maneuvers, both day and night, and up to the front lines. They were in such places as Etalans, Besancon, and Camp du Valdahon. He saw ammunition supplies where bombs and other explosives were kept. Huge nets had been stretched over these storage areas, the object being to catch the enemy bombs that were dropped before they could explode into the ammunition. He saw enemy bombs caught in the nets. It seemed to be quite effective for the type bombs of that time.


For his birthday on September 11, he was issued his heavy underwear. What a way to celebrate: About this time, he sent home a letter in in which he included the following verse:

Little you'd care what I laid at your feet, Ribbons, or flowers, or shawl . . . .

What if I brought you nothing, my sweet? Nor maybe come home at all?

Oh, but you'll know, brave heart, you'll know; Two things I'll have kept to send . . .

Mine honor, for which you bade me go, And my love, my sweet love to the end.


Ira was a marksman, especially with a pistol. In their spare time the soldiers set up various targets and competed against one another. They often used quarters as targets by placing them in the branches of trees or by flipping them into the air. They finally refused to use their money as a target for Ira, for after he shot, they never saw the money again. An officer made arrangements for him to compete in a marksman contest, but he never did get the opportunity to do so.
Unofficially, however, he beat the world record while shooting a certain caliber gun. (size not known) The following letter was written by Ira to his mother. The punctuation and spelling are just as he wrote it:

July 2 . While I sit here Mother Dear riting this I am thinking of your dear old face and how glad I'll be to get back and see you once more. While I rite I'll draw you a picture of myself here if corpal will leave me here long enough. I'm sitting with my back to the wall on the ground. On the east side of the 3rd relief tent in the shade. With my riffel belt on and my riffel at my right side leaning up against the wall and the boys of the same relief are inside sleeping, or trying to and waiting for the prisonors to call for a centrie till it comes our turn to go on post. It is about 7:30 p.m. so when you read this you will know what I was doing and I just got back from chasing a prisonor. I hear they found 7 spys in the 78 F.A. part of our Bregade this week. I dreamed today noon while napping I was home and was wrastling Cora. I told her she was going to mall me and I was spank-in her. The first time I've dreamed of being home with my uniform since I left there .


Army life and living conditions were rough. Ira suffered a lot of hardships such as cold weather, long hours on guard duty, moving guns to new positions, and other such duties. In October he reports of guarding the guns, building targets, and taking his turn at guard duty in cafes and even in the urinal. He tells of seeing four German planes flying overhead, and the report that three of them were shot down. They hiked and slept wherever they could.... At one time they were loaded onto a train, then found they could not travel because of air attacks during the day as well as at night. The weather was cold and foggy, making travel difficult. He was not yet on the firing lines, but within the sound of it. They traveled mainly at night finding a little time to sleep in boxcars or anyplace they could lay down a few minutes. They had rations to eat and didn't stop for regular meals, still traveling on foot at night. He was in enemy shellings, but never hit. Ira arrived at the front firing lines at 8:00 a.m. on October 26. He tells of seeing shell damage, shooting down an enemy balloon, sleeping in an old abandoned dug-out and doing K.P. duty. 


These were the days of the German's last struggle to win the war. Ira saw men killed, was in heavy enemy fire, returned the fire, moved up to new positions, camouflaged the guns, and all in cold rainy weather. One night they hiked from 7:00 p.m. till 5:00 a.m. the next day, then slept a while, had breakfast, and hiked again until 5:00 p.m. and rested till dark and hiking again all night. Shells were exploding close by. They found an old abandoned dugout at Romans where they slept a few hours. They opened up a barrage of firing from three in the morning till ten that day, The first days of November, the American troops were advancing rapidly. 


These were days Ira would remember all of his life. He was on duty at Remonville for twenty four hours, then hiked till he found an old torn down house at Nework where he slept with his overcoat and slicker on. They were now able to see the actual retreat of the enemy, and he stated on November 4 in his diary: "The Huns are plum out of reach: Other diary entries. . . November 5: "Was shelled terribly at Bo​Clair..six men"...."One man killed in Battery A...terrible shelling, slept in the rain....in a new position at Junnaville. November 9: "Opened up a barrage." They received word that peace was not far off, which excited all of them. 


When word finally came to cease fire on November 11, 1918, they were camped at a saw mill. The Eleventh Field Artillery fired a eleven gun salute at 11: a.m. on the eleventh day of the eleventh month...and the war was over!! One fellow in Ira's outfit gathered some hand grenades and was exploding them. Until they discovered the source of the fireworks, they thought maybe the Germans had opened up a new offensive. But the war was really over and it was a joyful time, and everyone was anxious to return home. According to Ira's diary, these days may be summarized as follows: Many items were being burned causing many fires and lots of smoke. Everyone was hunting for souvenirs to take home. Ira joined in the search but somehow he had lost his bed roll and took a long hike to the salvage dump to find another one. Mail call brought nine letters! Cleaning up and policing the area, writing letters, hiking, going into Lunnaville and Stanay, were some of the activities of those days. 


Thanksgiving services were conducted by the Chaplain. There was a concert and other socials to attend and a walk to a nearby community show. About December 10, they moved out, stopping in various towns along the way sightseeing. Ira was suffering chills and high fever due to the cold rainy weather. He attended church services whenever possible. These services were of a non-denominational nature and conducted by the Chaplain. Regardless, he knew the value of receiving a spiritual message to help him stay close to the Lord. He spent Christmas preparing items to mail home, reading letters and opening packages he had received from loved ones. However, he was still in the service and had responsibilities such as drills and guard duty. Christmas dinner consisted of wild hog, guinea hen, chicken, duck, cake, pie, corn, spuds, gravy, chocolate and other candy. It was quite a treat. 


He became friendly with some of the French people and studied the language from one of the Madamisell's. Between army responsibilities, they visited towns and had parties in the homes of the French Mamas. One French Mama Ira talked about said she liked him because he wasn't rowdy like some of the other soldiers. She said when they came inside the door, she could tell by the kind of language whether it was Ira or his buddy, Carl, because Carl used profane language. Another family always told their friends about Ira, that he never had a cognac or a mademoiselle, nor mixed up with the French girls or drink liquor. He was fond of a family named Frag and mentioned them several times in his diary. February and March he had target practice, dances, lectures, Sunday services, movies, guard duty and also visited old castles. He competed in a Battalion pistol contest, leading the battalion by ten points and coming out seventh best in the Regiment.


Ira had put in for discharge and was preparing to go home. In April he spent time at three different camps and met two fellows from home, H. Lee and Shorty Owens. It was a great day in Ira's life when he got his orders to go home. On June 2, 1919, he boarded the USS Mt. Vernon and left port at noon. They experienced some stormy weather, which didn't help with the sea sickness. He spent his time walking around the ship, participating in exercises and boat drills. Meals were served at six in the morning and six in the evening with sandwiches at noon. On June 10 at 10: a.m. they docked at the New York Harbor at Pier # 30. Even though the war had ended several months previously, they were met by crowds of people and received a hero's welcome home. On hand to greet them was a band, the Salvation Army, the Chamber of Commerce and the YWCA. The Red Cross treated them to pie and ice cream. What a proud feeling Ira must have experienced to know he had done his part in defending his country and had now returned to the United States. 


After a ferry boat ride from Long Island to New York, they went by train to Fort Mills, where they were served a dinner and had a "delousing". They boarded another train for the trip across country. At each stop they were met by cheering crowds of people who welcomed them home and passed out treats to them. After the last papers were signed, equipment all turned in, and several lectures, Ira was finally discharged and on his way home. He arrived in Pocatello, Idaho about noon and was in Minadoka at 2:00 p.m. After bidding farewell to his buddies, he left for Burley. Arriving there, he called his mother in Oakley and spent the night with his sister, Cora. The next day, June 24, 1919, he arrived home. How wonderful it was to greet his family and friends once again, to visit and renew old acquaintances and to just relax!

Chapter 4                                                                                                                                                1920 – 1929                                                                                                                                             Getting Started


The next few months Ira worked at various jobs. He noted that on Christmas Day, 1919, he was contented to be home and expressed appreciation for his blessings. He also reminisced respecting his whereabouts of the previous Christmas. That winter and spring he took a renewed interest in religion, reading the Book of Mormon, The Doctrine and Covenants and much of the Bible.


The summer of 1920, Ira's sister Faye, was working at the laundry. She had met, and was working with a nice young lady by the name of Vyla Dayley. With a handsome young bachelor son running around, it is no wonder that Ira's mother was keeping her eyes open for a girl worthy of him. When she met Vyla, she said, "Now there's a special young lady. If Ira and Vyla ever meet, they will get married." Vyla had previously met most of the family and was friendly with the sisters. One night in November, as Ira and the family were seated at the dinner table, Faye came home, bringing Vyla with her. The fact that he was twenty-nine and she was only nineteen, did not seem an important issue, as they started dating, and felt a strong attraction to each other, which soon blossomed into full love. When they talked of marriage, they knew it was better to have a longer engagement, but Ira had made plans to leave for Pullman, Washington to enter the vocational training school under his G.I. Bill. Vyla, coming into his life certainly complicated the situation, so what should they do? He did not want to leave her, nor could he afford to lose the opportunity of the schooling which he was entitled to through his service to his country. True love won out and they quickly made plans for an early December marriage. 


So it was that on December 4, 1920, a cold wintery day, Ira and Vyla were married by Frank B. Datson, at the Cassia County Court House in Burley, Idaho. Attending the couple were Mother Frost, his sister, Faye and her new husband of one hour, Bill Olson. They celebrated with a wedding dinner at the home of his sister, Cora. As was the custom, their friends and relatives wanted to shivaree them by playing tricks on them. Despite the bitter cold, these "friends" were persistent in searching Burley and Oakley in hopes of locating them. The newlyweds avoided them by spending the night in the Cook Rooms, a hotel in downtown Burley. 


On Sunday they spent the day at the home of Vyla's parents in Starrs Ferry. The next day was spent with the Frost family, where they were busy sending out wedding announcements to friends and relatives. Ira was preparing to leave for Washington. The family gave them a nice reception at the home of his sister, Cora. The following day, Ira left his new bride and boarded the train for Washington. Undoubtedly, this was a lonely adventure for him, finding himself in a strange place with added responsibilities of marriage and gaining a vocational education. At Pullman, he was transferred to Moscow, Idaho, where he attended the University of Idaho. He quickly located a small one room apartment close to town and sent for Vyla. She arrived two weeks later. They soon moved to a larger and nicer place. Thus was the beginning of a long and happy marriage and a new era in the life of Ira L. Frost.


The Frosts soon became friendly with other young couples. They took an active part in the church and helped organize the Moscow Branch. At that time, it was in the North Western States Mission. Vyla served as the first secretary of the Sunday School. Their home was always open to the missionaries and they often furnished meals and a place for them to sleep. By their involvement in the Branch and the close relationship they shared with the missionaries, their testimonies of the Gospel of Jesus Christ were greatly strengthened.


As the months flew by, Ira was totally involved in the study of agriculture at the Vocational School. Among other experiences, he told one on himself about having to give an oral report in class. As he stood before the group, he stated, "I'm not much of a speaker", and then proceeded to present his material. After the delivery, the professor answered, "Mr. Frost, it wasn't necessary for you to tell us you weren't much of a speaker. We were able to tell that as soon as you started."


Ira anticipated the end of school. But that was not the only event he was anxiously awaiting, for he was about to become a father. This was quite an ordeal for him to go through, but with the help of Dr. Clark and Nurse Savage, he managed very bravely, and at 3:00 p.m. February 7, 1922, Ira and Vyla were blessed with a baby girl. They named her Eunice, in honor of a lovely girl they knew. On March 5, she was blessed by Joseph Sudweeks, a friend and professor from the college.


Though they were anxious to return to the Burley area, they regretted
leaving Moscow and the good friends they had enjoyed good times with.


On March 9, 1922, they boarded the train, selected a berth in a Pullman, and had an enjoyable trip.
Arriving home was exciting, seeing loved ones again, but especially were they proud to show off their new baby. They stayed with the Dayley parents for a few days while preparing to go into farming. It was through the North American Mortgage Company that Ira was able to get his start in farming. They would assist families who had no means by setting them up on one of the company farms and supervising their operations. Also, Ira was still involved with the college through their extension program. The first farm the Frosts were assigned was north of Declo, Idaho, on a sand hill on the bank of the Snake River. Their first year of farming proved to be unprofitable. Yes, they had raised ten acres of quality potatoes, but were unable to harvest them due to the low market value, which, that fall, was only ten cents a bushel. They asked the mortgage company to take them, but it was to no avail. Therefore, except for the few they used, this beautiful crop of potatoes remained in the ground. They also raised melons and had an excellent garden, from which Vyla canned their winter food supply.


The fall of 1922, they moved to the Starr's Ferry area west of Burley into the George Schultz house and were fortunate to have electricity. It was a nice home and they enjoyed the winter there. Christmas was special. They had a tree, lots of food, and happy to be close to their families. They invited all of them to their home and except for Net and her family, all came. Beds were set up all over the house, as everyone stayed all night. No one slept because they were just too busy having a good time. The next day was topped off with a big dinner.


Still associated with the North American Mortgage Company and the college extension program, they moved to a farm in Twin Falls in February 1923. The farm was located south of Twin Falls about a mile and a half from south five-points. The house had an interesting reputation, as all the neighbors believed it to be haunted. Ira did not believe in haunted houses and since he was interested in farming to the best of his ability, concentrated his efforts in that direction. He was still learning and working hard so someday they could own a farm of their own. However, there were noises in the house. . . and the stairs creaked as if someone were walking up and down them. . . and there was the matter of that upstairs door no matter how tightly they closed it, somehow it always came open!!!
Regardless what they did, they could not keep that door closed!! 



Ira planted the crops that spring which consisted of onions, beans, and potatoes, then ventured into a new area, that of raising purebred Duroc pigs; they also had a flock of chickens. But the most wonderful item that they produced that summer, was a beautiful baby daughter, born early the morning of June 29, 1923, and they named her Thelma June and both of the grandmothers were with Vyla. During her stay, Mother Frost was surprised one night, as she was sitting in the rocking chair dozing, to look up and see a woman standing close by. Her immediate reaction was to ask Mother Dayley what she was doing up, but was startled to realize that it wasn't Mother Dayley!! The woman then disappeared. Mother Frost had the good judgment not to mention this to Ira and Vyla until after they had moved.


Several events in the fall of 1924 should be mentioned. First, Vyla and both of the babies had a serious case of the measles. The babies had whooping cough. Ira had a productive harvest. But most important were plans they were formulating for a special event to become a reality. Ira knew he wanted his wife and family to be together throughout all eternity, and so he was preparing to go to the Temple. It was a special day in their lives when they left by train for Logan, Utah. They were met by Lee Bolton, a friend from Moscow, and spent the night in his home. The next day he accompanied them to the Temple. It was on December 5 1923, Ira and Vyla were sealed for time and eternity and Eunice and Thelma were sealed to them.


The following spring, 1924, Ira completed his extension training. They were still associated with the North American Mortgage Company. They moved once again, this time to a farm a mile west. and a little south of Burley, and down on the canal bank about a quarter of a mile. This was to be their home for the next three years. Ira was becoming quite knowledgeable and raising some excellent crops, but times were hard and they were careful about their finances. The Frosts lived in the Burley First Ward and they were faithful members although there were times during the winter they couldn't go due to the weather conditions. The canal bank drifted over every time it snowed, but the stork got through on a happy day on the 5th of January, 1925, when their first son was born. They named him Myron Delbert Frost.


Those early days, with their small family, and struggling for a start in life, were rewarding times for Ira and Vyla. To go places, they hooked team of horses to the wagon, placed the children in the bottom and head for town, church, or family gatherings. In the winter, a few blankets wrapped around the little ones made them cozy and, everyone enjoyed themselves.


In their third year of farming west of Burley, the Frosts were blessed with another happy event, as a little round faced baby girl was born to them on August 19, 1926. She was named Celia Gean. Vyla was busy with the family and Ira with the farming. Their potato crop that year was bounteous and the market value such that they felt they could reward themselves by buying their first automobile. What a thrill for Ira to load his family into their new Model. T Ford and drive to town.


In January of 1927 the mortgage company rented them a farm in the Springdale area, southeast of Burley. It was located a mile and a half south of the Springdale store (which was on Highway 30 toward Declo). Ira had now accumulated a few pieces of machinery and a few horses and other livestock. Neighbors were always willing to assist one another and traded machinery when needed. They often visited and were mindful of each others needs. They were given positions in the Springdale Ward soon after moving there. Ira was Assistant Sunday School Superintendent and Ward Teacher (or Home Teacher) and assisted with the Aaronic Priesthood committee.


Ira kept a close relationship with his family and Vyla's. They had many good times together. To see the New Year in, they always met at one of the brother's or sister's home to have a party. It was traditional for all the family to spend New Year's Day at Mother and Father Dayley's, where they always had a big meal.


The first day of school was September 10, and that night there was a hard freeze but the harvest went on. Ira sold his clover for twenty-five cents a bushel. It was cold enough, he wore his overcoat while harvesting the beans. The Frosts took the girls to the fair and let them ride the merry-go-round and the ferris wheel. Ira found that he could give his wife a worthwhile gift and a luxury at that time. . . a Maytag washing machine with a gas motor. The gas was necessary as they had no electricity.
Ira bought a shot gun and a top for the car. October of that year (1928) saw the potato harvest. . . and what gems!
But somehow the cows got into them, and when Ira went to milk them, they were all sick. In the fall he added some sheep to his expanding list of livestock. It was a cold fall, but he managed to complete the plowing and to help the neighbors harvest their sugar beets. He also acted as clerk of the elections, did lots of fencing, building, pheasant hunting, and chased the coyotes out of his sheep, but not before they had killed two of them.


They were having mechanical problems with the Model T Ford, so Ira took it to town where he helped repair it. While it was being fixed, he rode his horse to town, took Eunice to school on the horse, and used the wagon when the family needed to go someplace. They were without a car for approximately a month and  got it back on December 20, but not until after midnight. It required additional adjusting and Ira worked on it late into the night and then had to keep it running all night in cold 15 degrees below zero weather, in order to use it the next day. They were thankful to have a car to do Christmas shopping and to visit during the holidays with their families.


lra sold eight hogs that winter at eight cents a pound. They weighed two hundred pounds each and the check totaled $128.00. Vyla was involved in genealogy work and had meetings to attend. Ira went to Stake Priesthood meetings in Burley and usually took this time to visit his parents. The winter was cold with Ira keeping busy with helping neighbors get their cars started or get out of snowdrifts. During one bad snowstorm, Ira was on his way to the Unity store to get supplies when he got stuck. As he was digging himself out, the snowplow went by, so he followed it the rest of the way. The snow on each side of the road was higher than the car. He planned to pick Eunice up from school on the way home, but he got stuck again. Vyla came to his aid and on the way to pick up Eunice, they met her walking home. The child was nearly frozen before they got her home. The next few days Ira took her to school in the wagon. 


The last of January, 1929, there was a terrible blizzard, closing the schools, church, and stopping the mail delivery. For several days, they saw no one. They spent their time playing Flinch, reading, and Ira telling stories to the children and sometimes treating them to a song, accompanying himself on the guitar, and sometimes yodeling for them. He fenced the horses away from the house and fixed the manger in the stable for the cattle. It was great when the road was finally plowed out and they were able to take the car and go to town. He sold some more hogs and sheep, made the last payment on the washing machine, and bought the 1929 car license (No. 64668). 


There was still plenty of snow and cold weather ahead; but they enjoyed such activities as the Ward Reunion, a dinner and dance, and other socials. In his diary, Ira tells of leaving the children home alone for the first time. He also helped to paint the church house and attended stake conference where Stephen L Richards was the speaker. When the thaw hit in March, water was everywhere, covering many roads to the car's running boards. Ira was called to serve as second counselor in the Sunday School and received words of congratulations and thanks for the things he had done in the ward. As the winter went on, Ira did lots of reading. One special evening he showed the children a book with pictures of Teddy Roosevelt's hunts in Africa. This was the kind of interest he had in the children; he mentions in his diary that this book would be kept for little Buddy (Myron) when he was older. He also mentioned that he had to spank Buddy for being naughty and how it hurt him to have to do so. The children were helpful in many ways; Ira noted they chased the cows out of the neighbor's field.


It was a cold late spring in 1929. From his diary, "It being such a late, cold and backward spring has blown my spring work in such a mess I don't know what to do first. I never saw such a late cold spring; hay just barely high enough to founder a cow, nothing growing to speak of, not even my income or hopes." This was May 5, and in the midst of all this, there arrived, the next evening, another baby. They welcomed her with loving arms. Nellie Dayley was there to assist, and Dr. Dean delivered the little girl, whom they named Lorna. Spring finally came, as Ira noted that on May 18, the kids left off their winter underwear, and the next day, Ira took off his underpants. But a few days later, it was snowing and cold again. making it necessary for him to wear his overcoat while irrigating. It was a busy time with the planting, selling lambs and taking care of the chicks they got by mail order. All this was complicated when three of the cows bloated. Ira's father came and helped with plowing. Many days started at 4:00 a.m. with so many things to do.


In June the first Ford Airplane stopped in Burley. Ira was in town for supplies and joined the large gathering of people who went to see it. He attended a primary conference where the little girls performed. On June 22 he was planting potatoes it was a late spring! The Fourth of July was celebrated turning a freezer of ice cream at Dad and Mother Dayley's and then watching the fireworks. With the haying season in full swing, Vyla mowed the hay (which she did for many years) while Ira raked. He tells about the haying crew he hired. One man failed to show up; Ernest Dayley stuck his foot with a fork; Leland Fillmore tipped a load of hay over, and Fred Dayley broke the jackson fork! He finally got his father and cousin, Wilson, to help finish. After the hay was in the stack, his father stayed and mowed the ditch banks. All this work was done with teams of horses, as there were no tractors available. The rest of the summer was spent with routine farm work and some non-routine events such as taking Thelma to the Doctor after she fell over Buddy's wagon; and soon after that, Eunice broke her arm. They had some entertainment watching the circus parade, and then went to Oakley for fruit to can.


Ira still kept close contact with his and Vyla's families, mentioning often in his diary of stopping at one of their homes for a meal and Ira and Vyla frequently feeding family visitors in their home. They were faithful in their church attendance. Ira mentioned in September of attending Stake Conference in which David O. McKay, then an apostle, spoke on "Seek ye first the Kingdom of God and else will be added unto you."


It seems that there was always something needing repairs, either the machinery or the old car. It was a common event to have a flat tire to fix while enroute to or from town. Another common event was the regular visits of the landlord, Mr. Fabric. He came to see how the farming was going; this fall he informed Ira that the farm hid been sold. So Ira began the search for another place, hoping he could find one to buy. In the meantime, he continued the harvest, cutting the grain and shocking it (putting several stocks in a bunch and then standing it up to dry out before being threshed). He was especially grateful for the grain crop, as a bad hailstorm had struck and missed his field by only an eight of a mile.


On his thirty-eigth birthday in 1929, Ira went to town to settle up for his grain. He sold 702 bushels at $1.65 per hundred. He went to the fair and on Sunday, his parents were guests at his birthday dinner. He seemed to always stay busy, either at home or helping others. He tended the children all one night while Vyla sat with a sick neighbor. (She herself was miserable suffering a burned bottom after sitting on the hot oven door.) In November, Ira worked some ground for Mr. Proudfit in return for labor in the grain harvest. He worked for the Bishop topping beets (by hand) and butchered a lamb which he shared with the parents. During all this time, they had been looking at farms, hoping for one they could buy. The plans did not work out, so they decided to rent a place one mile east and a quarter mile south of Unity. The ward held a farewell social for the Frosts, Wixoms and Browns, who were all leaving the ward. A bearing had burned out in the car and it was not running at that time, so Net and Henry Rasmussen (Vyla's sister and husband) often took them where they needed to go until it was fixed.

Chapter 5                                                                                                                                                  1930 – 1934                                                                                                                                             Unity


Then came the preparations for the move. The first few days of December were spent moving machinery; then the livestock and household goods. It was rather a discouraging time due to the condition of the home they were moving into. It was a three room house with building paper lining the badly cracked walls. To make matters worse, Ira was having back problems. He had previously had such ailments, but this time he had to seek doctor's treatments and was unable to get out of bed for a few days without help. Vyla did the chores and helped Ira out of bed and to the doctor. It was several days before he was able to get up and around.


Car salesmen were always looking for someone in the market for automobiles, and frequently called on Ira. Jess Casper was constantly trying to persuade him to buy. Ira drove one home from Rupert on a trial basis, and with his streak of luck, wouldn't you know it quit him before he made it home! It helped him make a quick decision, as he decided things looked better at the Ford dealer. After a few days, in between more back problems, chasing horses, hauling hay, fixing the hog house, and other everyday chores, he made a deal for a car. They got it the day before Christmas. As they were coming home from town after consulting Santa, they had a blowout. . . On Christmas Day Vyla's folks were there for dinner and an enjoyable day. The year 1929 ended with a party at his sister, Faye's home.


The winter of 1930 was typical. Ira did a few odd jobs around the place in preparation for the spring farming and tried to make the family comfortable in the drafty house. They put blankets up to the walls, and if the wind blew from the west, they spent their time in the east room; if it blew from the east, they moved to the west end. They had their share of snowstorms and so spent evenings around the pot-bellied coal stove reading. They were getting acquainted with the people of the Unity Ward, to which they belonged. 


Money was scarce, as it was the beginning of the big depression due to the crash of 1929. Nevertheless, Ira managed to keep food on the table and was ready in the spring to farm the new place, which consisted of forty acres just below the first lift canal. There was also about sixty acres of pasture land next to the river, separated from the rest of the farm by the highway.


Early in May they received the five hundred baby chicks they had ordered. Ira's father had contacted pneumonia and his condition was serious. On the night of May 14, 1930, in a terrible rain, lightening and thunderstorm, Ira and Vyla were called in to see him, as his condition was deteriorating. On the way to town, another car ran into them. That night Father Frost passed away. After a sorrowful evening with his mother and family, they arrived home late and found that the rain had put out the heater in the chicken house and all but about a dozen of the baby chicks had drowned or frozen.


The spring and summer of 1930 was a challenge for Ira, but he had a fair year of farming and was busy. He discovered the north end of the farm was difficult to irrigate because of the gully dividing the farm. There was also a willow patch at the west center of the farm. Ira always made the best he could with what he had and was faithful in the church assignments and attending meetings with the family. He was a kind loving father to his wife and children. That fall, he had an especially nice birthday gift. . . the arrival of a baby girl on September 12, the day after his birthday. Vyla went into Mother Dayley's for the big event. His sister, Pearl, stayed with the rest of the family. The baby was a little blonde girl; they named her Marian, after a special uncle. Vyla stayed with her mother for ten days and when she and the baby came home, it was a happy occasion.


As we look into the life of Ira and his family for the remainder of 1930 and 1931 and into the beginning of 1932, we can say that the family was growing and quite helpful around the farm and enjoying a good family relationship. These were trying times financially and the Frosts experienced many hardships. But there was much to be thankful for and these were happy, satisfying days. As the spring of 1932 approached, Ira and Vyla were preparing for the arrival of another baby. He had arranged for the doctor to be on call, but on March 3, when they needed him, he was a little late in arriving. Mrs. Peterson and Mrs. Stout were present to assist Vyla in the delivery, and someone announced it to be a boy. A half hour later when the Doctor came, he diagnosed the sex of the new baby as a girl and asked if Vyla wanted him to take it back. Well, they were hoping for a boy, but the darling little pixie-faced baby girl stole the hearts of all and they named her Irma.


The Peterson family was their closest neighbors. Ira was good to them and they may have taken advantage of his good nature; they had no well and hauled their water from the Frost place. At times the well went dry and the water would be low after using excessive amounts. Monday was always Vyla's washday, but their neighbors seemed to hurry down on Monday mornings and pump their wash water so that often times when Vyla was ready to wash, there would be no more water. Mrs. Peterson also used Vyla's clothes lines to hang her clothes. On many occasions, when Vyla had her wash out first, she would remove the clothes before they were dry, and hang out her own. In the spring of 1934 the Petersons moved away and the Gooch family settled in their place. This was the beginning of a long lasting and happy friendship. The Gooch family had children of the approximate ages of the Frosts'.


Ira was gradually making small improvements on the place, including a new well, which sunk in, making it necessary to haul dirt in to pack around it. They removed the old shack from the back of the house and built a porch onto the front. One of the nicest improvements to the family, in Myron's opinion, happened on December 10, 1933. Vyla gave birth to a baby boy and Myron had a brother at last! Needless to say, Ira was pleased also, and was happy to give him his name, Gerald. The other children were sick with one of the common childhood diseases, so the Gooch children couldn't come in. They wanted to see the new baby, so they peeked through the window. The year drew to a close with much to be thankful for and with as nice a Christmas as Ira and Vyla could afford for their family.


The year 1934 brought with it a continuation of hard times. Ira was milking cows by hand and selling the cream for thirteen cents a pound and sold a fat two-year old bull for only thirteen dollars. January 7 was a special day, as the whole family went to church to witness the blessing of the new baby by Fred Adams. The full name, Gerald Ira Frost, was not definitely decided on until just the night before he was blessed.


The rest of the winter, Ira was mending fences, building stanchions in the barn, and making some hog feed from cooked cull potatoes and wheat. He butchered a hog with the help of Mr. Gooch. This meat was picked up by truck and hauled to Salt Lake City as Ira's donation for tithes and offerings for the year. He butchered a calf and gave a big share of it to their parents. His time was also spent in such everyday chores as mending chairs, fixing the butter churn, hauling manure, and always, there was the wood to be chopped to keep the home fires burning. He cleaned out the cellar, oiled and mended the horse harnesses, re-soled and mended some shoes, and cleaned out the hog pens. 


He often had occasion to need a veterinarian for sick livestock. There was a well known vet in town who was quite a character. . . Old Doc Englebritson, when not out on call, could always be found in, or on the street between some of the pool halls in downtown Burley. Ira or Vyla would go to town and brine him out. If the children happened to be along in the back seat of the car, they would snicker to one another and prepare to dodge as he spit his tobacco out the window. The Doc always wore bib overalls, had a white beard and mustache and thick glasses. He was often at the end of some snide remark from one of the children. And, incidentally, he was afraid of horses...


Ira was called to be first counselor in the Sunday School Superintendency in February of 1934. He always enjoyed the visits of the brethren from Salt Lake for conferences, and mentions Apostle Widstoe speaking to them. There was the usual family illnesses with treatments of mustard plasters for their chest colds and Vicks and cough syrup, as well as other home remedies used rather than seeing a Doctor. This winter, the baby had some stomach disorders and Vyla suffered with boils. 


Some events Ira mentioned in his diary in the early part of 1934 were: By March, the spring plowing and preparation for planting was well advanced. March 12 was an earthquake and the kids were sent home from school. The early part of April brought a bad cold spell and blizzard. They always made the best of situations and used the snow to make a freezer of ice cream. There was a historic occasion which caused some excitement in Burley and Ira took the family out of school to join the large crowd to see a new streamline train that was passing through. Ira did the chores for the Gooch family, as he quite often did, when they visited their relatives in Blackfoot. They were good neighbors and the two families did many things together, both in work and play.


Both Ira and Vyla were involved in genealogy work during these years. It seems there were few church members who could see the importance of this work and the Frosts' had very little support from others. One evening when they were in town at Aunt Marge's working on genealogy, the horses got out and ran the cows through the corral. The next few days were spent building a new corral. There was also another earthquake. Later in the spring of 1934, the family bought a much needed used davenport. This was the spring Myron did his first harrowing, Celia had an acute gall bladder infection and yellow jaundice, and there was still another earth tremor. Then there was the excitement of the family watching a parachute exhibition at the airport. The older children had the opportunity of taking an airplane ride. Thus went the spring and soon the beet thinning had to be done. Ira and Vyla decided they would let Mother Dayley keep the baby with her a few days so she could work in the beets. When they arrived at her home, she just could not leave him, as Ira said, "she got faint hearted and brought him back home.


Ira was always willing to help Vyla in the weekly chore of washing. It was a difficult job, as they pumped the water by hand and heated it on the stove in a big boiler (tub). The hot water was then poured into the gas motor washing machine and tubs. By the time the clothes were sorted, put into the hot soapy water with her home made soap, run through the ringer into the first tub of clear water, run through the ringer again into the cool rinse water with bluing in it, rung out and piled into baskets to be hung outside on the lines. . . it was time to rest! Only on the coldest, wettest days were the clothes hung on racks around the room. Trying to dry clothes in a small house with all the family around was no easy task.


Ira was diligent in his geology and research work, which he believed to be important and he helped organize and supported the organizing of the Frost and Warner families. Their mother's birthdays were June 17 and June 18, so they took this year to help them celebrate by having a special dinner for them.


A long remembered happening of this summer was a hot day in July when some of the Gooch family were visiting with the Frosts. The boys were in the cow's corral playing rodeo, when little Irma was discovered floating unconscious in the irrigation ditch. She was snatched from the ditch and rolled over a barrel to drain the water from her lungs, They wrapped her in blankets and, as she opened her eyes, a thankful family knelt in prayer for her safety.


Ira and Vyla, with Mr. and Mrs. Gooch planned a special temple excursion during the summertime. They left home at 2:00 a.m. and spent two days at the Logan Temple and a day of picnicing with some of the relatives of Gooch's in the Logan Canyon. They went to the Temple again before returning home. Mother Frost stayed with the children during the time they were gone. When they returned, they found that the wind had scattered the hay all over the field and blew the top hay from the haystack. In August, Ira had his first experience of baptizing one of his children. With the assistance of F.H. Manning, he baptized Celia in the canal on her birthday.


During the late summer and the early fall, Ira made numerous trips with the team and wagon to the Willow Creek area or sometimes east of Declo for loads of sage wood. It was a hot dusty job which took all day long. The children looked forward to these trips, and if they were the lucky ones to get to go, felt it was quite a treat... ..that is, until they finally wised up and found out it was more of a job than an outing. The sage wood was pulled up, loaded onto the wagon, taken home and piled up for use in the heater and the cook stove during the winter to help stretch out the use of coal.


It has kind of a tradition that the family give interesting names to the animals. . . There were horses called Toots, Cap, Queen and Prince and cows called Dandy, Cherry, Stub, and Crony. Dandy was sold that fall for eighteen dollars. It was still hard times and was a constant effort to provide for the growing family. This was the time of President Roosevelt's New Deal, by which he was trying to create work for everybody and bring the country out of the depression. The W.P.A. was one of the programs to provide work and Ira had his name on the list, trying desperately for a chance to work. He finally got called, but only for four days at fifty cents per hour for an eight hour day. It helped, but he still had to try every means he could to provide for the family. He traded some livestock for wheat and flour. 

Chapter 6                                                                                                                                                 1934 – 1936                                                                                                                                                   Hard Work in Hard Times


The fall of 1934 was one of hard work, with Ira picking potatoes, digging, topping, and hauling his beets with the help of some hired toppers. His beet check was for eighty-five tons from seven acres at four dollars per ton. After expenses, there wasn't much left, but he did buy a much needed suit for himself, which cost seventeen dollars and seventy five cents; he had to get his shoes half-soled for the fourth time so they would last a little longer. One time while taking a load of wheat to Heyburn to trade for flour, he was using a trailer that was not licensed, as he simply did not have the money to buy one. He was picked up by an officer for not having the 1934 plate. This was late November and the Stout family had been using the trailer all year and had never been picked up, but Ira received a ticket on one of his first trips and had to purchase a license, which would have to be renewed the first of the year. This was just one example of the many little unexpected expenditures that came along while he was trying to budget and provide the necessities for his family. 


This same fall, Eunice and Thelma had earned enough to allow them the luxury of their first permanent wave for their hair. This was, at that time, an all day event. When the family was finally ready to go home, it was dark and snowing. Approaching the Burley hill, the snow was so thick that visibility was zero. Ira stopped the car, but not before he had a collision with another vehicle and his own trailer. While he stayed to make needed repairs, the man in the other car took the family home. Ira, soon on his way, met Mr. Gooch and Vyla coming back to help him.


As the year 1934 drew to a close, the Frosts scraped together some money for Santa Claus. Vyla left Ira with Celia, Lorna, and Marian, who were all sick, while she went shopping. Then Thelma came home from school with a sore eye (one of her styes); they knew, as always, that Marian would soon have it also. In spite of all this, they had an enjoyable Christmas, with the items Ira was able to build and repair. Christmas was never complete without all of the family going to the Unity Ward Christmas Party where everyone received a sack of candy and nuts. On Christmas Day, Ira would take all the children to the Burley Theater, where the Elks provided a free movie and a sack of candy for every child. Each one guarded his candy and practically counted each piece and savored every morsel, making it last as long as possible. As the year drew to a close, Ira walked or caught rides to town almost every day to see if his name had come up to go to work.


New Year's Day of 1935 was spent at home. In Ira's diary it states: ..."I didn't have much to do but torment mama and the girls. Took Thelma's candy away from her and gave it to the little kids. And boy, howdy; Did she get 'mad' 'angry' and 'vexed'. Did she get green and red and how...." The rest of the winter he was hoping for work which never materialized, so, according to his diary, he kept busy helping with the canning of pork and pumpkins, making ice cream for Eunice's birthday, helping Myron build a box for his primary articles, attended a drama at the church presented by the Pella Ward, and attended his meetings. About one such leadership meeting, he said, "A most interesting, enjoyable, and educational time with some of the best speakers available." The late cold spring saw him trying to get into the fields, and he helped Vyla when she had a terrible cough and the flu. He also had a good visit from an old army buddy, George Carpenter, and enjoyed talking over old times with him. He sold four hogs for a total of twenty two dollars and ten cents and a Mr. Pickett from Oakley paid him fifty dollars for pasture rental from the previous summer. 


A little excitement in the spring of the year occurred when Mr. Gooch discovered a skeleton in his orchard!! Sheriff Pace was called to investigate and all the kids stood around in awe. It was determined that this man had been murdered and buried there a few years earlier. Along about the first of May, 1935, Ira had a telephone installed. Now the older children were beginning to get a little wise, and had noticed that their daddy would put a telephone in and soon afterward a new baby would be born; then the phone would be taken out again. Well, sure enough .  . they were right; on a rainy night of May 30, 1935, at 2:30 a.m. a little black haired baby girl was born. Dr. Kelly delivered the baby and his fee was thirty-five dollars. The family was excited about the new little one, who they named Kathryn. Mother Dayley came out to help.


The Fourth of July was celebrated eating home made ice cream and a picnic with the Gooch family. At night they watched the fireworks. On July 7, Ira gave the new baby her name and a blessing. The Frosts worked hard the rest of the summer in the beets and the other crops. Vyla went right back to her old job of cutting and raking the hay while Ira and Myron shocked it. Then it had to remain in the field until it cured (dried enough so it would not rot in the stack). When hay hauling time came, the hay was pitched onto the wagon drawn by a team of horses. The wagon was driven down between the shocks with Myron pitching on one side and Ira on the other. Usually one of the younger kids had to stay on the wagon and "tromp". There was often a few kids perched happily on the load as it arrived at the stack.


It was a hot summer and many of those afternoons the kids, with the Gooch kids, would take a nice cool swim in the old canal. It was a great place to spend an afternoon diving from the bridge, then running down the bank a ways where they could dive off a board or jump in. There was nothing more refreshing or enjoyable. The Warner reunion was always held in August and an occasion everyone looked forward to. It was usually an all day affair, with lunch, visiting with relatives they hadn't seen for awhile, and games. After going home to do the chores, they often went back for an evening dance.


As school started on the first of September, 1935, it created a problem, as some of the children were being transferred to the Miller School. Ira went to see about keeping them all at the Southwest for convenience. On the way home, he had car trouble, which was just the excuse he needed to trade for a 1928 Dodge. However, three days later, he broke the gear shift and didn't have the money to get if fixed. He worked on it having it going by his birthday. Vyla coaxed him to go to town and when he returned, there was a big crowd of people at home who gave him a surprise party. There was a little something special for Thelma that fall, too. Ira and Vyla wanted to give their children as many advantage as possible, and so, bought her a violin from the Mannings for twelve dollars. They had previously bought a used piano and Eunice was learning to play it.


The beet harvest that fall presented some difficulties due to the labor situation. First, Ira was unable to hire a full crew, and when he did, some of them failed to show up. Then they demanded a dollar a ton for topping (by hand) rather than the seventy cents agreed upon. Ira refused and finally won the labor dispute, and they decided to work for the lower rate. They succeeded in finishing the harvest, but not before some snow and freezing weather.


In December he started tearing down the old potato cellar up by the canal and salvaged the lumber. He attended a "Farmer's Banquet" sponsored by the Chamber of Commerce and he felt it to be a special occasion. The family, as usual, enjoyed Christmas, and had a dinner at Mother Frost's with most of the Aunts and Uncles present. A day or two after Christmas, the children went to the annual Primary Ward party, and in closing out the year, Ira mentioned paying his tithing, ward budget and fast offerings. It did not matter how difficult the times were, he always paid his offerings to the Lord.


The year of 1936 started with cold weather and blizzards. Ira was having mechanical difficulties with his car, so he traded for another one in January. Occasionally, the children missed the bus and Ira would drive them to school. Especially was it difficult to catch it this winter with some of the worst snow drifts they had seen. A three day blizzard left them snowed in for a week. Some of the drifts were as high as the haystack. The children had to walk in the snow to catch the bus at the main highway. Some of the younger ones had to be carried through the big drifts by Ira. The Stout family lived down the canal bank east of Gooch's. Their baby became ill, so Mr. Stout, Mr. Gooch, and Ira dug a path so the Doctor could get to their house. Ira's face was frost-bitten and sore for several days. 


The family used the long winter evenings to good advantage by reading and making their own entertainment. Eunice and Thelma practiced their music and played duets. Ira commented that this pleased him, and they sounded good together. As the snow was melting, the rains came; consequently, there was flooding with as much as four feet of water along the road. The mumps hit most of the children in February and March, resulting in the family being quarantined. In those days, when a member of a family contacted a contagious disease, the county nurse would go to the home and post a sign stating: "Quarantined!" "Keep Out" then specified: Mumps, Measles, Chicken Pox, etc. There was to be no visitors and the family was not supposed to go out in public until the disease had run it's course. Then they had to obtain a permit for the children to get back into school.


The remainder of the spring was normal farm work. Ira built a calf manger and a brooder house for the chickens. He bought a mower and a manure spreader. The spreader cost two hundred sixteen dollars of which he paid fifty dollars down. He spent considerable time with a colt that was ready to be "team trained". At this time, Ira was trying to make arrangements to buy the place he was farming. He applied for a federal loan and for his soldier's bonus. 


This year, 1936, he was called to a special church assignment respecting the welfare needs of the ward members. The church contacted all members, seeking out those who were in need of assistance. Ira was given a portion of the ward to visit. It seems strange that he did not consider himself a welfare candidate, though their situation was often difficult.


Myron was becoming quite a helper on the farm, but this spring, he broke his arm while participating in a school track meet. Consequently, his effectiveness was temporarily diminished, adding still a heavier burden to Ira's shoulders. Eunice graduated from Junior Seminary this spring. 


During the summer months the family spent many long laborious hours in the beet fields, thinning and hoeing. It was hard tedious work, but a job they knew had to be done, as a large portion of the family income depended on the beets. On the hottest days, they went out early in the morning and later in the evening to work, saving the heat of the day to relax or take a swim. They still found time to visit and have a few family outings and the Heyburn Pioneer celebration that summer was a special day. The apricot trees usually had a good crop of fruit, which the family always picked and sometimes sold, earning a little extra money. The cousins in town often stayed with the Frosts, and sometimes, Eunice and Thelma spent a day or two with Laura Warner or other cousins. In August, Jess Casper, the car salesman, convinced Ira it was time to trade cars again, and so once again, he made a trade.

Chapter 7                                                                                                                                                   1936 – 1940                                                                                                                                                           A Farm of His Very Own


Ira was now ready to buy the farm, as he sold the land ranch near Oakley and had money for a down payment. On November 8, 1936, with final arrangements settled, Ira mailed the contract and money and was now officially buying the farm. Now he was really more enthused about fixing up and spent the winter improving by tearing down the old cellar and completing the new hen house. They had an enjoyable Christmas and on New Year's Eve, sat up and read while welcoming in the Few Year.


January of 1937 started out cold and snowy. The younger kids contacted the chicken pox, so they took the four older children into town to stay with the Grandmas' during the quarantine period so that they would not have to miss school. Ira spent those cold days doing some remodeling in the kitchen. In the bad storms that followed, in order to get to town, they made a road through the open field right past the house. The school bus and all other traffic, for several days, went right by the kitchen windows. The big flock of chickens and the new chicken coop were now being used for additional income. They were selling eggs each week. This involved extra work, as the chickens had to be fed, the coop cleaned out and the daily chore of gathering, cleaning and packing the eggs for market. The entire family helped in this project.


During these years of hard work and a large family to care for, Ira still took time to enjoy the finer things of life. He loved poetry and reading. He also took Eunice and Thelma to music lessons and was happy when they performed. His diary mentions taking the children to Heyburn where they viewed an art exhibit. He tried hard to attend all the activities in which his children performed. It was in April of 1937 that, with much satisfaction, Ira ordained Myron to be a deacon. He bore his testimony in Fast Meeting that day, as he mentioned on many occasions of doing, for he was blessed and wanted to express it.


It was with great excitement that plans were made to plant a lawn to beautify the yard. And so, in April of that year, Ira, the kids and Vyla spent considerable time planting and fixing flower beds. Ira took time to assist the Elder's Quorum in their projects of raising potatoes and he gave a lot of time this spring on preparations and planting of the crop. During the remainder of the spring and summer, of 1937, the usual crops were planted and the beets were thinned with the entire family involved. 


One of the family dogs became sick and bit Myron, so Ira had to kill it. This may have been the same dog that frightened Myron when he went to the pasture to get the cows. He came back without the cows and just wouldn't go down there again, so Ira had to go himself. Getting the cows from the pasture was a daily chore all during the summer months every year. Every morning after milking, the herd was trailed down the road and across the highway to the pasture next to the river. They were left there all day to feed. In the evening, they were rounded up, trailed up the hill across the highway and taken to the corrals to be milked. At times the children spent too much time in the pasture when they should have been bringing the cows home. Sometimes they stopped at the "little cave" and then on to the "big cave", or maybe getting all muddy in the slough, picking cat-tails and wading in the creek. There was also frogs to catch and squirrels to shoot at. It was great fun, and especially if several went together. Sometimes the herd was down to the farthest end of the pasture and it was quite a job to get them. Other times they were at the gate ready to go. Some of the dogs they owned were good cattle dogs and helped. 


Summer vacation trips in those days were unheard of, but Ira managed to take the family on some very special outings. That summer he took the family to Twin Falls and over the Hansen swinging bridge, had a picnic and made a real fun time. Ira notes that he drove one hundred and five miles that day. The rest of the summer was busy with Ira threshing three hundred eighteen bushels of wheat and seventy bushels of oats at six and seven cents a bushel. He had to pay four cents a bushel for trucking.



In September, Mr. Gooch and Ira went together to buy a potato digger for two hundred sixteen dollars. After the potato harvest, they went to Logan on a temple excursion with some people in the ward. Ira took his car; they had Mother Frost stay with the children. That night there was a terrible noise and screeching and scratching inside the wall between the old porch and kitchen. Ira returned to some frightened kids and he had to tear the boards off from the wall to let out the cat which had accidentally fallen down inside the wall.


The kids liked the grandmas to stay with them and they liked to go to "grandma's house". Ira liked to visit and often the whole family went to town. It was very convenient having Ira's and Vyla's parents and some brothers and sisters living within a few blocks of each other. The kids had many cousins to play with when in town.


The year 1938 was busy with Ira working all winter on a new garage. He took the older kids to M.I.A. and he played a part in the ward drama and noted that it was fun. Later in the winter, Ira decided to remove the old fixtures in the house and the pipes running to a buried tank, which, at one time provided carbide lighting for the home. It had not worked since they moved there and it needed to be removed. It turned out to be a big job, as the tank was buried about eight feet in the ground. They filled the hole with junk and covered it over. The lighting for the home was kerosene lamps and a gas lantern. There was a constant danger of fires starting, as the lamps were easily tipped over. A fire started on the ceiling one night when the lamp was turned up too high, but it was extinguished. Another incident occurred when the family made plans for a movie, which was a rare treat for them. But Ira was impressed they should not go. Later in the evening, the chimney clogged up and the wall in back of the stove turned red hot. Ira put the fire out and corrected the problem. If he had not been faithful enough to heed the promptings of the spirit, the house would probably have burned.


In those early days, all the water was heated on the stove, and the ironing was done with flat irons also heated on the stove. Sometimes Vyla took her ironing to her mother's and did it with the electric iron. There was no means of refrigeration until they later got an ice box used with blocks of ice. Prior to that, they sometimes fixed a bowl of jello in the wintertime by setting it out in a snowbank to set up. The beef and hogs that were butchered in the winter were hung out on the side of the house, brought in and a few pieces cut off when needed. In the summer an old orange crate, padded with gunny sacks, was placed up in a shady tree and periodically soaked with cold water to keep it cool. The family kept their milk, butter, and other perishables in it so that they would keen fresh longer.


When the 1938 springtime planting came along, the Frosts couldn't afford a car license, so they had time to work in the yard. They drove to church and occasionally they would sneak down the canal bank to go to Bowen's store at Unity for the necessities such as coal, flour and kerosene. Myron helped his daddy drag big pieces of cement from the torn down cellar to be used as flower bed borders around the house. Some box elder trees were dug up from the neighbors, and planted around the yard. In June there was a bad hail storm which almost ruined the crops. They did come out of it, however, and the family was able to finish out the year with only the usual problems.


The years of 1939 and 1940 followed the same hard working pattern as the previous years. At this time, Ira found what it was like to have four teenagers plus five other youngsters. Even Kathryn, the baby, was growing up and was about four years old. But these were years when Ira showed patience and love to the family. He had good judgment in his discipline of the children. The kids all knew the threat of having the "razor strap" used on them could change their actions in a hurry. But with that many children so near the same ages, there was bound to be some brotherly and sisterly disagreements or genuine bickering. However, it is easier to remember the good times. 


Along with the work of farming, which always included thinning and hoeing the beets, there were activities such as the Mutual, Primary and school functions to attend. Among the special memories of good times were when the Gooch kids would go down to Frosts' or the Frost' would go to their place and, on a nice summer evening, play games like "Run, Sheep, Run" or "No Bears Out Tonight" and many others. There was no television in those days, nor was it needed. Many times the evening ended with blankets and pillows drug out onto the haystacks, where beds would be made. The kids really got a lot of pleasure from sleeping out underneath the stars where they could tell stories until the wee hours of the morning. 


One such night, there was a guy who had been wanting to date Thelma. He and his friend noticed the girls making beds on the haystack. After the girls had settled down, he and his buddy parked on the canal bank and snuck down through the orchard to scare them. The girls, sensing someone was there, started screaming as they ran to the house. Ira reached for his shotgun, ran out in his underwear and fired a couple of shots into the air. Later, Ira, in his sense of humor, told how "Jack Gott. . . out of there". by the way, the fellow's name was Jack Gott. 


Another of the daily routines was going to get the mail. The mail box was located on the highway, a quarter of a mile away. The Gooch and Frost kids would walk or ride their bikes, and if the mail had not yet arrived, they would wait for it by throwing rocks, counting cars, or goofing off in some other way. It was then the main highway between Salt Lake and Boise and it was fun to see how many different states' license plates they could count till the mail arrived. 


Bikes were an important means of transportation for the kids. The first one was purchased about 1936 when Ira traded one of his cherished saddles for it. The second one was bought in 1939. It was so exciting to go places faster. Many bike trips were made up to Gooch's, down after the mail, over to the Unity Store, or just riding up and down the road. Of course, nothing could ever replace the pleasure of riding the horses and they played an important part in the everyday life of each child. If not working in the fields, the horses were usually being ridden by some of the kids.

Chapter 8                                                                                                                                                      1940 – 1945                                                                                                                                               Leaving the Nest


The spring of 1940 saw the beginning of the children "leaving the nest", as this was the year Eunice graduated from High School. It was an important event for Ira, and a feeling of pride swelled up in him as he saw her walk down the aisle and receive her diploma. How fast time flew, as he could hardly realize when even the younger ones would follow the same path. Eunice was working out at various jobs to earn money so she could attend business college. A large share of her earnings came from assisting the Allreds' with their family. Vyla also had a chance to help with some of the family expenses by working at the potato processing plant in Burley. She put in many nights on the late shift and left the girls to do the house work, which was a good experience for them.


It was quite a milestone and a happy occasion when, on March 10, 1941, the Frost family, through the financial efforts of Ira, was able to have electricity put in their home. The neighbors had all done this before, and therefore, it was an event which had been discussed and long awaited by all the family. After the years of kerosene lamps, flat irons heated on the stove, ice boxes with blocks of ice, the electricity was really appreciated. The little bare light globes hanging from a wire with a chain pull was a lovely sight to behold and that evening, the children could hardly wait for darkness so they could try the lights. It was one wild and noisy bunch of kids who ran all around the circle of the house, from the old front porch into the kitchen, then into the front room and back to the old porch again, turning the lights on and off as they laughed and had a happy time.


Thelma graduated from High School in May and she had great plans for working a getting out on her own. The farming work proceeded with the usual "happy" crew of Frost kids out in the beet field with their short handled hoes, crawling along or walking, their backs bent, with one intent in mind: getting the beets done! An airplane landing in the field across the road brought a little excitement to an otherwise dull summer day. It made a forced landing and then pulled out into the beet field and took off again.


In October, Vyla started working at the potato  mill again. They needed electrical appliances and one main item they all wanted. . . was a radio. They bought a used one with a short wave from Ira's brother, Earl. Lots of happy evenings were spent with the kids crouched on the floor in front of that old floor model radio listening to such programs as "Henry Alldrich", "Fibber McGee and Molly", "Inner Sanctum Mystery" and Ira sometimes listening to the police calls on the short wave. Prior to getting the radio, Ira would always go up to Gooch's to listen to Joe Lewis's Heavy Weight Championship fights on the radio. Now, the Frosts were really living it up. 


However, Eunice was a little too late to enjoy these modern conveniences, as Ira and Vyla took her to Salt Lake City in August and left her to stay at the home of George Wood, an elder they had known in Moscow. She did some housework and then started at L.D.S. Business College. 


This was the fall they were able to buy Myron his first suit. Also the pet goat must have been a nuisance, as he notes in the diary, they had to butcher it. And, after all the years of the big family being crowded into the small three room house, the time had come to add an addition. Ira bought some lumber in December and started this project. The plans were for a new porch, kitchen and bedroom with a portion to be used as a future bathroom. This was all to be built onto the west side of the house. 


While in the process of working on the house, Vyla and Thelma working at the potato mill, Eunice making frequent visits home, and the other children busy with school activities, the sad news came of the attack on Pearl Harbor by the Japanese. Our beloved country was at war again. It was not long until the people of the nation and the Frost family learned the meaning of patriotism and love of country. December 7, 1941 would not be forgot.


Ira worked on the house all during January and February of 1942, and although not quite finished, the family moved into the new addition on March 7. Vyla's brother, Myrl, helped with the cupboards and the finish work. Then came the spring and summer work. Myron had a job at Raft River working on a ranch and Thelma went to Salt Lake City where she attended business school and worked. 


Vyla's winter earnings provided a much needed refrigerator. That fall Myron gave Ira his earnings to help pay for an eye examination and glasses which he needed. He had a difficult time adjusting to them. In his diary he wrote: "having hard time with glasses. . everything slopes to right. They threw me off pig pen into a pool of water. . . fall when stepping off fences or ditch banks." The rest of 1942 Ira was building a corral with railroad ties and started on a new chicken house. 


The beets were harvested with the help of the family. Topping the beets by hand with a sharp beet knife, throwing them into rows, and then throwing them onto the truck as it drove between the rows was a real tiring job. 


During the war, with shortages of help, the schools had extra long harvest vacations, and the kids all worked picking up spuds and in the beets. Ira worked at the sugar factory that winter, working from 12:00 midnight till 8:00 a.m. and Vyla was on the 1:00 p.m. till 11:00 p.m. shift. Christmas was nice with the sisters coming from Salt Lake City. The other kids were excited to have them come walking up the road after getting off the bus down on the highway. Sometimes they would come in the middle of the night, surprising the family. It was not unusual to wake up finding one of them in bed with the other kids.


Early in 1943 Ira had some health problems, suffering with neuritis and was unable to do very much that winter. He did manage to finish the house and the chicken coop. Then, much to the delight of the girls, Ira converted what had been the kitchen into two bedrooms by adding a wall. Oh, what a way to live to actually have a room that two or three could call their own. In the earlier years the sleeping arrangements of the family was almost wall to wall beds. In the tiny bedroom there were at times, bunk beds. . .pull-out beds. . .and a crib for two babies at a time. In the front room was the old davenport which, when unfolded at night, took up most of the room and was dangerously close to the stove. Three of the girls slept there. In the summer a cot or two was placed out on the old porch for sleeping and on many summer nights Myron slept outside. 


On one of those summer evenings, Marian had slipped out to the old outhouse and then came back in again without the others knowing she had left. It was dark and with everybody just getting to sleep, the sound of the door opening and someone coming in frightened Eunice and Celia into thinking an intruder was there. They went screaming to their dad. Ira fumbled for a weapon. Then finding no intruder, he quizzed the family until he discovered the truth. It created quite an amusing incident which they laughed about later. Thinking back on some of these events, it is no wonder the new bedrooms were such a welcome addition.


The summer of 1943 Myron worked at Raft River while the rest of the family carried on with the regular farm work. The war was in full swing and Vyla and some of the girls rolled bandages to help the Red Cross. The family was issued ration books which were used to buy the shoes, sugar, meat, gasoline, tires and other scarce items. There was a scarcity of many commodities. When Penney's received a shipment of overalls or fabric, Vyla would take the kids to join others in the purchase line. In July of that year, Dad Dayley passed away.


The grain harvest was one of the highlights of the summer for the children. Oh, the anticipation as they helped their mother bake pies and prepare a big meal for the crew. When they finally got a glimpse of the threshing machine as it thundered down the road, they joyfully ran out to meet it. Following closely behind or ahead would be several teams of horses pulling the hay wagons and a crew of the men ready to work. As soon as the big machine was set, the work started. The men pitched the shocks of grain from the field onto the wagons, which hauled the loads into the threshing machine where the grain was pitched into it. The exciting result was grain coming from the spout where it was sacked, and the straw coming from the big blower made a beautiful stack of straw. Oh the tunnels that they could build in the stacks. Oh...the itching arms and legs that resulted. At mealtime the whole crew came to eat. There was always a wash tub the kids had set up with water, soap and towels where the men could wash up. The children all had to help with setting the table and other tasks. At times, Mother Dayley came to help out. Ira bought his first truck a bout this time. It was a welcome piece of equipment, often needing repairs, but proved to be of great value in the harvest. After the harvest, Vyla again went to work. 


Due to the draft with all the young men being taken into the Army on their eighteenth birthday, Myron decided to enter the service. He was not yet eighteen and thought he could have the draft board make it possible for some married man to stay home if he took his place. On November 4, 1943, he went to Twin Falls where he joined the Navy. On November 18 the family bade him goodby and he left for his training. Ira writes in his diary: "Everywhere I turn there is something to remind me of our boy. I feel confident he is well enough grounded in the church that he will come back as clean as he leaves us . . . not because he is my boy because I have not done anything to claim the honor of his high moral standing." However, Ira was very much the reason, along with his wife, for the kind of boy Myron was. From years back there were nights sitting around a warm stove eating popcorn with Ira reading to the children and discussing Gospel principles. Ira was practicing Family Home Evening long before it was presented as a program by the church.


BY the beginning of 1944 many things had changed in the Frost's big family with Eunice, Thelma and Myron away from home. Letters from them was always a welcome message. On January 13th it was exciting when Myron came home on leave sporting his crew hair cut and his Navy uniform. The girls from Salt Lake City came home and for a brief week-end, they were all in the security of the family circle one more time. Myron left for Farragut, Idaho on the bus on January 26th. Ira did a few more things on the house until it was time for the spring planting. 


In May, Myron came home on leave just in time to graduate from Seminary with his classmates. He had been taking a correspondence course through Brother Allred. He was asked to give the benediction for the Seminary Graduation exercises. His leave was a short one, and about the time he left, Celia moved into town where she was working. Now almost half of the family had gone. . . They all made frequent visits home and Ira was always happy whenever they did.


This was the summer that Kathryn was riding Old Prince and fell off, breaking her arm. Other than having fewer children at home, the summer was typical with happy events like family reunions, freezers of home made ice cream, the ritual of moving out of the house for a day while it was fumigated for pests, swims in the canal, and sewing school clothes. 


One day to look forward to each summer was the arrival in the mail of the new Sears catalog. Catalogs were given special respect in those days, and even Ira would sit and look at it and call it the "wish book". Much of the family shopping was done through the mail order, and what a lot of fun when the mail man delivered a package. The catalog was well worn by the time the one next season arrived; however, it was put to good use it was used as the "bathroom tissue" in those days. The nice soft index pages were the first to be used, then the black and white, and last the stiff colored pages. By that time they were hoping for another catatog!! One day when Vyla was feeling prosperous, she bought a roll of bathroom tissue, which caused some of the Gooch family to comment on how extravagant she was. 


On July 13, Myron had another leave after graduating from gunnery school. He helped furrow out the potatoes and other jobs around the farm, and liked being able to help again. He went to a dance and a couple of shows with his girlfriend and was always so good to let the teenage sisters tag along as they had done so many times before. It was with regret that the family took him to the bus depot to bid him farewell, knowing that he would probably be sent overseas. Our country was really involved in the war by now with an all out effort on the part of the fighting forces. Many loved ones were bidding their boys tearful good byes not knowing if they would ever see them again.


Ira had other pleasant events to think about and help ease the parting of his son. This same day, July 19, 1944, Ira and Vyla left for Logan to meet Thelma and her fiance, Jay Jackson. They were married the next day. This was the beginning of Ira's family increasing with the gaining of a new son. Jay was also in the service, and they left for California soon after an outdoor reception was held for them at the family home. On Ira's birthday that year, the notation in his diary was: "Another big day in my life never to be again as I had reached my fifty-third birthday. . .  Afraid I'll never pull through that many more, but would like a glimpse of the times fifty years hence and see what progress will have been attained " Shortly after that, he mentioned going to Trapper Creek where he caught a nice bunch of fish.


Harvest time that fall was completely done by work being traded between them and the Gooch family. In November another great improvement for the family was a reality with Ira doing the hard work of digging a pit for installing a water system. At last on November 23, 1944, there was running water in the house and to the corrals for the cattle. He installed a kitchen sink and another small wash basin in the corner of the kitchen. The tiresome chore of pumping water by hand was now at an end. 


A little later the shower was added, and one more of the old traditions, the old galvanized bath tub, was tossed aside. Many a time, it had been brought in, put behind a make-shift curtain divider, filled with water heated on the stove, then plunged into by an assortment of dirty kids. Until the children were old enough to carry and heat their own water, three or four had to take their turn bathing in the same water. It was still a little later before the toilet was added and the bathroom completed. When it eventually was, Ira felt that surely he had about every luxury he would ever want. 


As an extra bonus gift for themselves, they paid off the mortgage on the farm in November. The contract allowed them thirty years in which to pay, but through hard work and budgeting, the farm was now theirs. This added to their Christmas joy and the end of the year 1944.


Had Ira known the events happening half way around the world those few days before Christmas, it would certainly have been a sad holiday. Quite a few letters had been arriving from Myron and they were cherished, read and re-read. On January 5, 1945, Myron's twentieth birthday, Ira noted in his diary that he wrote a letter to Myron. On January 12, Mr. Gooch noted an item in the Twin Falls newspaper which was a shock for all. He ran to the Frosts with the news item reporting of three destroyers capsizing in a typhoon just off the island of Luzon on December 18. One of the destroyers was the Spence; Myron's ship! The report was that there were twenty-two
survivors. Through the anxious hours, Ira and the family were praying and had faith that he might be one of the survivors. It was on Monday, January 15th, that the dreaded telegram arrived, saying that Myron was missing. Even though it was expected, it was still a big shock getting the news. 


Ira's diary entries for the next few days were as follows: "Has been too sad a week to do anything, the saddest news of our short married life, but thank God if he has gone to his maker he has gone clean and pure as they get them. We still hope for a letter from or of him..." And on January 20th, Just a sad day, sat around and grieved but gradually became a little more reconciled." February 4th: ....Went to Sunday School and Sacrament meeting, fixed Myron's bike up for Gerald . . . Had blues . . . walked around the farm . . . everyplace I went I could see Myron in years past, on his bike, in the fields, which made matters worse..... ...Mother was as blue as I and that made things still worse. Through prayer I seem to get relief from my unhappiness." 


On February 8th another telegram arrived stating there was no possibility that Myron had survived. A beautiful Memorial service was held in his honor on March 11th at the Burley Stake House. Ira describes it as follows: "Vocal selection, 'Someday We'll Understand' by a mixed chorus, the prayer was by Ezra Binghan. A duet sung by Nona and Barbara Morrison, the life sketch by Wilson Warner, a talk by L. E. Harris and also Wallace Baker. Gene Price sang, 'Sleep, Sailor, Sleep', followed by a talk by Elwood Allred and Adonis Nielson led the congregation in the salute to the flag. The American Legion conducted a military ceremony before the services. Bishop LeRoy Crane gave a few remarks, followed by a chorus singing, 'My Future Home' and the prayer by Morris Baker. Nothing could have been done or said to make the services better than they were. All spoke wonderfully of him and without exaggeration." The girl he had dated before he left told Ira that Myron had told her that he wasn't afraid to die and also that he had not tasted liquor or used tobacco. All of these things helped to console Ira in his grief. The blue star in the window indicating a son in the service was exchanged for a gold star to show that a son had given his life for his country. 


Many families experienced similar losses, so the surrender of Germany in May 1945 was the most welcome news of the times. In late August the war in the Pacific was over and it was a time for great rejoicing. The lives of many people had been given for their country. Though a solemn occasion, it was also a time to celebrate, so Ira let Celia take the car to town with the other kids to join the crowds driving up and down the streets honking their horns.

Chapter 9                                                                                                                                                     1945 – 1955                                                                                                                                    Improvement


Now was the time to try and forget the problems and keep busy to try and erase the pain of the past war years and the loss of their son. Ira put much effort into improving the place now that they owned it. He continued to remain faithful in family prayer, setting a good example, and training the children. An experience he tells about is an example of this: "Gerald was harrowing with Prince and Bully and the first round tipped the harrow over and had a run-away, broke the harness and the harrow hitch bar. Got it fixed and harrowed till the moon hid behind the clouds to stay. Glad Gerald was-not hurt, he had been riding while turning but that time he was inspired to get off....I don't think it just happened that way, but, rather a blessing in answer to our prayers that morning for protection of the family through the day in our morning devotion." Family prayers was a blessing Ira taught to his family.


The improvements around the home, such as the cement walks and flower beds were a delight to all. Vyla grew beautiful flowers which she loved to give away to visitors. A summer outing this year with the Gooch's was spent picnicing and swimming at Indian Springs. It was great fun and Ira and Mr. Gooch joined the kids in the pool, but their white skin absorbed too much sun and they both ended up with terrible sunburns!! For a few days, Ira slept on his tummy and could not wear the straps of his bib overalls over his sore shoulders.  


In September, Eunice left to go on a mission.
Ira was proud as she spoke in church and was given a nice farewell by the ward. After the work and excitement of sending her off, the family again settled to the harvest. Ira was privileged to attend the dedication of the Idaho Falls Temple that fall, an occasion of which he spoke with humility. On November 11, Armistice Day, his entry in the diary was: ...."Twenty-seven years ago I was far from here and many things have come about since that day over a quarter of a century ago and I have given my oldest of two boys for the cause of liberty, freedom and justice." Before the end of the year, he gained another son with the marriage in December, 1945, of Celia to Ray Dudley. The year ended with a happy Christmas.


Ira was to experience another milestone in his busy life during the year of 1946. He would become a grandfather! In May, Thelma and Jay became the parents of a baby girl whom they named Gayle. Before the year was over, Melody was born to Celia and Ray and this new grandfather soon learned the pleasure the grandchildren brought. At about this time, he had an offer to sell a piece of ground at the far end of the farm. That part had always been a problem because of the gully running through it and was almost impossible to irrigate. He had fought gophers all his years of farming and walked ditch banks many times in the night with his lantern. His methods of irrigating was with dirt ditches, canvas dams, and lots of muscle power plugging up gopher holes and shoveling ditches. After years of such problems, he was ready to sell when the offer came, selling it to the Sugar Company. He then bought his first tractor, a used one, from Noel Elquist. He soon learned to operate it, converting the horse-drawn equipment over. He found it to be a great help in farming. The Frosts also gained a new neighbor when a small house was moved next to the driveway for Mother Morley to live in.


It was 1947 when Eunice returned from her mission. Ira was still working with the genealogy committee, but now as the chairman. He was also faithful in his calling as a ward teacher. Lorna graduated from High School in the spring and was married that fall to Kenneth Turner. Another granddaughter, Judy Jackson, was born that fall, also.


During 1948, Ira continued some improvements on the place, and he spent lots of time with his aging, ill mother. She passed away in May and he felt the loss, even though thankful her suffering was over. His first grandson was born this year and also another granddaughter, Tim Dudley and Darla Turner. He gained another son-in-law when Eunice married Earl Read in June. The following year, 1949, Marian graduated from High School, then in 1950 Irma received a diploma as well as a husband. She married Don Lindsay in June and Marian became the wife of Doug Harper in November, giving Ira two more sons-in-law. Two grandchildren were born, Kenny Turner and Renee Jackson. That summer was a pleasure as Ira took his wife and the three children not yet married, Marian, Gerald, and Kathryn on a trip to southern Utah. Marian tells about the trip:

Mother, Daddy, Gerald, Kathryn and I took a nice trip to southern Utah. We stayed at Beaver with Uncle Ivan one night. He lived alone there in a little old house back in some trees, as I remember. He seemed glad to have us. For breakfast he cooked us some oatmeal and served it with canned milk, which we were not used to. I guess that is why I can remember it so well. He got out his dishes that hadn't been used since his wife died. We also went to Tropic, Utah, where Uncle Marian lived. That was a pretty little town and we went to church with Uncle Marian. We stopped at Aunt Vine's in Panguich. I don't remember if we stayed there all night or just for awhile, but she- cooked us a nice big meal. We went to Bryce Canyon and Zion canyon. We then went to Antimony, which used to be Coyote, where daddy used to live and where he was born. We went out to where their house used to be and it was just dry old weeds and a few old broken dishes scattered around. I feel like this trip really meant a lot to daddy to return to his old home place and community and see his uncles and aunt. I think it's the only time he had been back since leaving there years before. I'm glad we got to go. We also visited Manti and St. George and saw the temples and many other interesting places.


In December of 1950 Ira was called to be a stake missionary, a calling which he accepted with humility. He was ordained a seventy on September 6, 1951. This was the year Bill Read and Shirley Linsay were born to add to the growing number of grandchildren. Ira loved playing with the little ones. He made it a tradition that he put a coin in the hand of a new baby, being the first to do so. 


Gerald was a great help to him with the farming, and he was proud of him. In their everyday working together, Ira was influencing Gerald for good, but found it hard not to spoil these last two children left at home. He had good communication with these two teenagers and they had good times as a family. Ira continued to enjoy teasing, with Kathryn a good target for his humor. She saw a huge snake crossing the road and he teased her of how the snake was afraid of her. He brought a wiggly one into the house one day and she ran into the bathroom. He hung onto it's tail and let it crawl under the door just enough to give her a scare. 


During the year 1952 Bonnie Harper was born and Ira was keeping busy with his missionary work. He was proud to have his son, Gerald, graduate from school that year and the following year, 1953 he watched with mixed emotions seeing the last of his children, Kathryn, graduate. On top of all that, both Gerald and Kathryn were married on the same day in June 1953. Kathryn married Richard Goodfellow and Gerald married Verlee Robbins, a sweet girl whom Ira always referred to as his "favorite daughter-in-law". 


Now this couple, Ira and Vyla, found themselves alone again but there was always family coming to visit and more grandchildren increasing the family. Ronda Read and Randy Lindsay made their appearance this year. Ira found a little time to go fishing and those were happy moments. He and Vyla went to the temple often. In 1954 Ira was pleased to send Gerald on a mission, even though he and Verlee were expecting their first baby. Ira and Vyla provided a home for Verlee such of the time Gerald was away and about six months after he left, their daughter, Verlynn, was born. Vicki Goodfrellow and Rosanne Read were also born that year.  Celia and Ray were divorced and later she married Gordon Buttars in September. Their marriage took place in Ira and Vyla's home


Ira built a new barn and went into the Grade A dairy business. This proved to be a steady job with very little free time. Vyla helped in all phases of the work, which included a thorough cleaning of the barn each day, as it had to pass inspection by the state. The dairy herd consisted of from twelve to twenty cows and Ira continued to work hard as he had always done. 

Chapter 10                                                                                                                                               1955 – 1978                                                                                                                                                     The Declining Years


But there came a day in April of 1955 when the life style of Ira took a drastic change. As Vyla went into the barn she was shocked to see her hard working husband stricken and down on the floor of the barn unable to get up. With the help of Wayne Call and Bernell Stout, (neighbors) they took him to the hospital where it was confirmed that he had suffered a bad stroke. His recovery was to be slow and the beginning of his declining years. He was to find that he would have to be content to slow down. His life itself was in critical condition for several days.


After coming home from the hospital, he was unable to get out of bed for quite some time. Kenneth and Don took over the farming and dairy work for the rest of the year, and Kenneth and Lorna moved out with them. The nice things that happened that year included five more grandchildren; Dennis Lindsay, Javlynn Jackson, Dianne Harper, Gordon Buttars, and Rick Goodfellow.


In November of 1955 Ira wrote a letter to Gerald, who was still in the mission field, and read as follows: 

Dear Son, I am going to try to write you a line or two tonight as ma has been trying to get me to write you. It feels like I am trying to write left handed. It is just like drawing I have to go so slow. I am afraid this will be an awful short letter. We got a letter from Eunice tonight telling us of Pres. Frisbys death. She and Thelma sent a bunch of flowers and put Elder and Mrs. Gerald Frost's name on them. Well, Don and Irma is milking one of the heifers this winter. Can you imagine me not able even to drive the car? I have sure let the place go to rack, I think well I'll do this or that, I can't even drive a nail. I have a black thumb nail now because I thought I could. . . Well, if it takes you as long to read this as it has for me to write it it will be equal to a long letter by the time you get it figured out. This is the first time I've written since I came home. I go without my cane now. Can you imagine me on a cane? Dad... 


With Ira unable to do much, it was with a great deal of happiness that he welcomed Gerald home from his mission and he took over the farming for that year (1956). The grandchildren kept coming and this year it was Ramona Read, Clyde Lindsay, Charlotte Frost, and Patty Harper. For many years, Ira had talked of building a house on the hill overlooking the Snake River. The children had heard many times, “. . .when we build our house over on the hill. . ." The time had now come for this dream to become a reality, and after weeks of planning, the final arrangements were complete and a small home to their liking was built. It was a special day in Ira and Vyla's life to finally be able to move into their new home "over on the hill". Then began the work of planting the lawns and landscaping to make it the place they had dreamed of. Ira was able to do a lot even though he wasn't able to work as hard as he used to. 


He loved his little grandchildren and played with them and was getting so many he could no longer hold them all on his lap. They did bring great contentment to him, so when 1957 saw Cindee Buttars and Guy Goodfellow make their appearance to join the others, he was real pleased. Don farmed the place that summer and in the fall, Ira and Vyla Made final plans to sell the farm to Kenneth and Lorna. Ira had always hoped that Gerald would take it over, but he had other interests and had moved to Salt Lake. 


Mother Daylev had moved over by their new home and lived there until her death in December, 1957. In his retirement, now that the farm was sold, Ira had a chance to enjoy fishing, studying the scriptures, reading and being around his posterity. In 1958 four grandsons were born; Roger Turner, Ron Harper, David Read, and Kirk Lindsay.  The children began to scatter. Eunice, Thelma, and Gerald and their families were living in Salt Lake and Irma and Don had moved to Idaho Falls. The rest all lived close by in the Burley area. 


With Irma and Don living in Idaho Falls, Ira and Vyla took advantage of their living close to the temple, by attending many sessions while staying with them. This gave him a chance to feel that he was doing something worthwhile. He truly had the spirit of temple work, loving all the time he spent there. There were also trips to Salt Lake to see the families there, and going to the temple. One special trip was with Wilson and Eva Warner, in which they went to Salt Lake to the genealogical library and to the temple. Then they went to Manti where they visited some relatives and went to the temple. They saw lots of beautiful scenery and reminisced of old times they had spent not far from there. They stopped in Salt Lake on the way back and on to Logan before returning.

The family had frequent gatherings and just good times, as they went to see the folks, sometimes showing off new babies; it was Debbie Lindsay in 1960 . . . Stan Turner and Teresa Frost in 1962 . . . Connie Buttars and Shelly Goodfellow in 1961 . . . Darlene Harper, Gwen Goodfellow, and Kevin Lindsay in 1963 . . . and Brad Turner in 1964. When Gerald and Verlee moved back to the area and built a lovely home next to theirs, Ira and Vyla were content. Kenneth and Lorna had also built close by, and it soon became a friendly and convenient neighborhood for helping each other and for the rest of the family to gather for good old visits. Gerald and Verlee were so excited in 1965 to show off their little newly adopted two year old son, whom they named Myron, and also two other new grandsons were born that year, Craig Lindsay and Shane Goodfellow.

Ira suffered another stroke which weakened his condition even more and he spent most of his time sitting in the yard. He was given a walker to help him get around. A railing was fixed by the front door to enable him to help himself down the steps. He would frighten everybody at times by going too fast a pace with his walker and just drag it behind his feet, nearly stumbling and falling. It was hard to see himself becoming an invalid, but he made the best of the situation and still was able to go on short fishing trips to Sublett and Lake Cleveland. Bela Rigby was one of his best fishing buddies. Vyla often went along also. In 1967 Kristin Harper was born . . . 1968 Wes Lindsay, and Stacy Frost were the newest arrivals; in 1969 R.J. Lindsay came along with Kelly Frost the next year and Corrinne Harper in 1971. This made a total of forty-eight grandchildren for Ira and Vyla; and now there were great-grandchildren coming into their lives, also.

A Golden Wedding Anniversary celebration was held for Ira and Vyla by the family on December 4, 1970 at the home of Kenneth and Lorna Turner. Many friends, neighbors and relatives came to the open house to wish them well. Though he was not able to commun​icate as much as he'd like with those who came to see them, he was happy with all the love and attention to he and his bride of fifty years and it was a pleasant day for him.

After another stroke and with Gerald having sold his home and moved into Burley, Vyla was finding it more difficult to help Ira into and out of his wheelchair and bed. Ira was becoming less responsive to things about him. It was Vyla's decision to move into Burley near Gerald and the Lindsay family (who had moved back to Burley) so they could assist her. They moved into a house next door to Lindsays and only a short distance from Gerald's. At the time Ceila and her girls also just down the street.

From then on, Ira spent most of his time in the wheelchair. He gradually became more helpless and as the time went on, he had only short outings when he could be moved into a car. His sweet wife was so very attentive to his every need all those years. She would hardly leave him for any length of time, and when she did, leave, she was anxious to get back to him. His last five years were spent almost as a total invalid, being in bed most of the time. He would be placed in the wheelchair for awhile each day, but he didn't seem to care if he was there or in bed. He was unable to respond to the family, though they all showed their love for him and visited and talked to him frequently. It is believed by the family that he did understand a lot of what was said, but was just physically unable to show his response.


In January of 1978 he became ill and was taken into the hospital where he was in critical condition. Vyla spent most all of her waking hours by his side, with other family members coming and going at all hours to see him. It was on January 29 that he seemed to be nearing his final hours of this life and at about 9:15 p.m. Sunday evening, he passed away, peacefully, with Vyla and all the children by his side, except for Celia who lived in California. Also most of the in-laws were there and three of his grandchildren.

It was a spiritual experience to see this great man, this devoted father and husband, this spiritual giant of a man as he slipped into the spirit world into the arms of loved ones on the other side. He had just completed another step in the eternal plan of progression; a life lived that was an example to all who knew him. The suffering of the past few years was now over, and the tests of this life had been completed. Ira had returned home and the angels that rejoiced and sang at his birth must have rejoiced in a similar manner as they welcomed him into his new abode, where suffering and pain, trial and heartache were now gone forever.

Ira L. Frost was truly an example of a life well led. It behooves each of his posterity to so live that they may join him in the eternal worlds, and see him, not as an invalid, but as a dynamic and intelligent son of God, taking his rightful place as Patriarch and leader of his posterity. As of this writing, October 15, 1979. Ira L. Frost's posterity consisted of nine children, forty-eight grandchildren and thirty-nine great-grandchildren.

(History researched and compiled by Lorna F. Turner and Gerald Frost)

THAT SILVER HAIRED DADDY OF MINE

In a vine covered shack in the mountains, Bravely fighting the battle of time

Is a dear one who'd weathered life's sorrows; 'Tis that silver haired daddy of mine.

If I could recall all the heartaches, Dear old daddy, I've caused you to bear;

If I could erase those lines from your face And bring back the gold to your hair.

If God would but grant me the power Just to turn back the pages of time,

I'd give all I own, If I could but atone To that silver haired daddy of mine.

I know it's too late, Dear old daddy, To repay all the sorrows and cares; Though Dear Myron is waiting in Heaven Just to solace and comfort you there.
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