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At that time in the 1940's there was just their old-fashioned country store, the train station and 

my great Aunt and Uncle Marler’s home.   

 The next building I remember was the stable.  It seemed to me that it was kind of decrepit 

but probably all barns were not clean and shiny like today.  It was so much fun exploring 

everything.  There was a wide 

door but I never saw it pulled 

closed.  The first “room” was 

about the width of a car 

(present day) and, maybe, the 

length of two cars.  The 

ceiling wasn’t very tall.  The 

floor was dirt and covered 

with hay so I couldn’t see 

where the floor met the wall.  

Grandpa would milk the cows 

in there - flies all over.  He’s 

sit on a little three legged 

stool with the bucket under the cow.  He had to be careful as the cow could get restless and kick 

over the bucket or swish its tail in the milk.  The cat would hang around hoping that Grandpa 

would give him a “squirt”.  He’d turn the teat and squirt in the cat’s direction.  The milk would 

get all over his face so he would clean his face and whiskers with his paw.  And then he’d look 

for another drink.   

  Grandpa would take the milk to the house where it would sit until the milk and cream had 

come to the top.  Sometimes we’d drink the milk before it had separated and was warm.  

Grandpa would fill a big silver metal can with the milk and would put it out in the morning for 

the diary truck to pick up.  When we’d go into town Saturday we’d pick up cheese which was 

our pay for the milk (I think).   

  In the one side of the back of the barn was a pig pen.  I had strict orders not to go to close 

to them as they could be mean.  The mother sow would lie on her side to feed her brood.  I 

thought the chickens made a lot of noise.  All the little piglets would come snorting and 

squealing and pushing each other with their snouts trying to get the best spot.  Usually the littlest 

~1915; Lila & George Marler, later renamed “Marler Mercantile”, Thornton, Idaho 
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would be left out and have to wait if all the teats were being used.  Otherwise Grandpa would 

work it in.  Then the others would “holler and shout” at the intrusion.  It was so funny and 

interesting.  Chickens would try to pick up tidbits of food the pigs missed.   

  On the outside of one side of the barn hay was piled to the roof so we could climb up it 

and slide down.  Behind or beside the barn was a creek for irrigation.  Oh, that cool water felt 

good on a hot day. 

  One time I begged and begged Grandpa to let me drive the horses as the men pitched 

forkfuls of hay up into the wagon. )  As more and more hay was tossed up into the wagon the 

more I sneezed and the more my eyes watered.  I could barely wait to get to the creek to wash 

my face in the cold water."5 

 "I think the farmers took turns going around to each others’ farm to harvest the hay.  

Grandma would start cooking early in the morning to feed them breakfast and then start 

preparations for lunch.  Could they eat!  You would not believe what they could eat; fried 

potatoes, boiled potatoes, potato pancakes, fried chicken, roast chicken, roasts, sausage, carrots, 

peas, corn, cabbage, green salads, green beans, tons of bread, butter, jams, and cakes and pies 

galore.  More, but I can’t remember what all, but they were hungry as they had been working 

since dawn—hard."6  

 

Cora Ley Anderson Erikson (Born 1939):  "I think they had a root cellar below the kitchen 

floor, which you could reach by using the trap door in the middle of the kitchen."7  

 

Ellen Anderson Seedall (Born 1941):  "When I was really little, I remember knocking on the 

front of their home and being greeted warmly with a hug from grandma.  She was short and I 

would look up at pretty blue eyes.  On one side of the front steps there wee gaillardias, a daisy 

like flower, light yellow with a peach color near the dark centers.  On the other side and along 

the house by the kitchen window tall yellow Coreopsis grew.  As best I remember the front room 

had maroon drapes and on the north wall there was a piano.  You could most always find 

                                                 
5
 Barkdull, Sally Bennett (granddaughter); Email dated 13 March 2010 to David Barkdull in response to a   

  questionnaire.   
6
 Barkdull, Sally Bennett (granddaughter); Email dated 4 June 2011 to David Barkdull in response to a  

  questionnaire.   
7
 Erikson, Cora Ley Anderson email to David Barkdull, 1 June 2010 
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grandpa sitting in a rocking chair listening to his 

Emerson radio.  I don't remember sitting on his 

lap but I remember his kisses. 

 We ate at a modern metal dinette set by 

the south window in the kitchen.  I remember 

the morning that grandma fixed me germade 

mush and I didn't like it so she then made me 

some light colored cream of wheat.  She made 

sugar cookies and se dipped them in the syrup 

of her delicious canned pears.  I always 

remember this when I eat pears.  Sometimes we 

could visit her on winter afternoons and she 

would be baking bread or the wonderful egg 

custard.  In my mind, I can still see her taking 

the custard from the oven.  I was very excited 

when they got a bathroom and she had light-green fixtures installed.  Gee, we still had a two-

holer out back of our home for both summer and cold winter use.   

 Grandma and grandpa had a large black car that I used to think was a wonderful although 

I don't remember ever riding in it.  My older cousins Kenneth and Navarre Smith used to make a 

tree house in the Willow tree on the east lawn.  We chicken girls would sometimes venture to the 

top.  Sometimes when I was looking for something to do, I would poke around their bedroom 

and look at the picture on the wall of the lone wolf howling at the moon.  But best of all was the 

Sweet Pea Talcum powder in a can on the dresser.  I would take the lid of and enjoy!!!  The old 

Victorola was in the same room and once in a while grandma would play it for us.  Grandma 

used to sell greetings cards and she would let me look at them and I was always careful to make 

sure that the ones with small packages of sachet, were put back into the card.  The picture on the 

sachets matched the pictures on the cards.  Sometimes, short appropriate stories were enclosed in 

the other cards.  I can remember the dish cupboards that divided the one side of the living room 

from the kitchen.  There was glass on the both sides of the cupboard.  I used to look at the cocoa 

set with the dainty little cups and saucers and pitcher.  How blessed I am to have that same cocoa 

set in my own curio cabinet.  Once in a great while I let my grandchildren drink from it.  Oh yes, 
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then there was the telephone sitting on Grandma's treadle sewing machine in the corner of the 

kitchen.  I was allowed to call my friend, Leona Hill.  It was the first telephone I ever used.  The 

receiver was so heavy that my arm would get tired of holding it.  On a real adventurous day, we 

would open a hatch door on the floor of the kitchen and walk down a couple of steps and retrieve 

bottles of food or fresh vegetables for grandma."8 

  

 Saturday in Town 
 

Dwinna Mary Bennett Black:  "Saturday was the day you went to town to get those things you 

need on the farm, groceries, gas, seeing the doctor, dentist, lawyer, pick up medicine or fabric for 

a new dress or shirt.  Farmers had better things to do with their time, but Saturday was the day to 

do all the business you had to do.  No running to the store for a quart of milk or a loaf of bread 

during the week.  You saw your neighbors in town doing similar things and it was a good day to 

catch up on the latest gossip also.  

Although Grandpa still had a 

buggy when I was little, he had a 

black, four door Chevrolet sedan.  

It was washed every Friday 

evening before we went to town.   

He had a garage he kept it in 

during the week.  We also went to 

church in it.  He never drove it 

faster then 35 miles an hour, but 

that is another story."9 

 "Grandma and Grandpa went to Rexburg or Rigby for shopping on Saturday.  It was very 

special to go to Idaho Falls.  It was a serious undertaking and something really important which 

necessitated a trip to the big city.  Going to town meant everyone was available to chat and talk 

with everyone else.  Grandpa liked to go to the movies and sometimes he would go on a 

Saturday afternoon."10 

                                                 
8
 Seedall, Ellen Anderson (granddaughter); Letter dated March 2010 to David Barkdull in response to a     

  questionnaire.   
9
  Black, Dwinna Mary Bennett; email interview and questionnaire response to David Barkdull, Apr 2010 
10
 Black, Dwinna Mary Bennett; email interview and questionnaire response to David Barkdull, Apr 2010 

~1992: Mary Smith’s old iron, possession of grandson Harold Bennett 
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Sally Ann Bennett Barkdull:  "Saturday evening was “get ready for Church time”.  I don’t 

think they bathed during the week except to wash their faces and hands and Grandpa to shave.  

He had a cup filled with hard soap and a round brush he’d swirl around in it to make a lather to 

put on his face to soften his beard.  The cup was always there by the sink.  They didn’t have 

running water except for the pump in the kitchen so having a bath involved a lot of effort.  

Grandma would heat water on the big black stove in pans,  Also, at the end of the stove was a 

reservoir, a fairly big container attached to the end of the stove in which water would always be 

heating if the stove was being used.  A big wash tub would be filled with water.  Grandpa would 

bathe first, then Grandma, and then me---all in the same water.  I didn’t think anything about it.  

Grandpa must have been quite dirty from working outside all day—hard physical work and 

Grandma in the garden, collecting fire wood (I don’t know if someone chopped it for her), 

chasing chickens, preparing food---from scratch.  I don’t know how people put on weight."11 

 

 Sunday Church in the Wildwood 

 
Dwinna Mary Bennett Black:  "The wards were small and the buildings even smaller.  Think 

off the cultural hall in most chapels now.  The churches would fit into one of them easily.  

[Independence Ward] We had Sunday school in the morning at ten.  Sacrament meeting was in 

the late afternoon.  The classrooms were divided by curtains strung across the chapel and down 

the middle.  There was a stand in the end of the building with a pulpit and the piano or organ or 

both were at one side.  Relief Society and Primary met during the week and MIA was usually 

Tuesday night.  Grandma taught some classes in Primary and Relief Society.  I don't recall if 

Grandpa taught.  Some people would come in their cars and others would come in a buggy.  The 

horses were tied up or put out in a corral in back during church.  When Sunday school was out 

there would be a lot of socializing and playing (the kids).  When Mokie was in Pocatello when 

mother had polio, she was the backbone of the Gospel Doctrine Class in our ward.  She knew all 

the finer points of the lessons and people listened to her".12 

 

                                                 
11
 Barkdull, Sally Bennett (granddaughter); Email dated 4 June 2011 to David Barkdull in response to a  

    questionnaire.   
12
 Black, Dwinna Mary Bennett; email interview and questionnaire response to David Barkdull, Apr 2010 
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Sally Ann Bennett Barkdull:  "Sunday morning we’d have a simple breakfast, bacon, eggs, 

bread, butter, and milk.  We’d go in Grandpa’s car.  I was so impressed that he had a car.  I liked 

going to church with Grandma and Grandpa.  I always felt so special.  Someone would ask me 

who I was.  When I’d tell them I was visiting my Grandma and Grandpa Smith they would say 

“Oh, you’re Mary and Eugene’s grand-daughter”, like they were very impressed.  I felt I was 

important.  It seemed as though Grandma and Grandpa were so respected.  And they were.  

Every child ought to have grandparents like them. 

  The Church wasn’t big like our churches today.  It was rectangular, seems to me that it 

was the length of 4 or 5 cars, 90 to 100 feet and about half as wide.  The far end had a pulpit with 

seats and a piano.  I don’t think there was an organ.  Curtains were drawn across the room from 

side to side to separate classes.  Sunday School was in the morning.  I liked going.  I always felt 

welcome and comfortable.  I think I knew Heavenly Father or His Spirit was there.  After dinner 

in the evening we’d come back for Sacrament Meeting.  It would be cool, the windows would be 

open, I could hear the crickets chirping outside, and the sounds of the cows, chickens, and 

horses.  Afterwards people would stand around visiting, laughing, chasing their kids, calling to 

them “be careful” or “watch your sister or brother”, “don’t get dirty”. Kids would be playing and 

chasing each other.  It was so peaceful.  I don’t remember, specifically, one lesson or one sermon 

I heard but I remember the feeling of goodness."13 

 

 Food at Grandma's House 
 

Dwinna Mary Bennett Black:  "Grandpa always liked sardines and crackers.  I think I have my 

love of sardines from eating them with him.  Grandma liked raspberries and I remember going 

picking at Mrs Anderson's with her.  There were several places Mokie would pick raspberries.  

In Thornton, past Aunt Martha's house, past the school building and on down the road was where 

Mrs. Anderson lived.  She had a big patch of raspberries; you could pick on shares, meaning you 

would pick several boxes of fruit for the owner and then you could pick a box for yourself for 

free, or you could pick at a reduced price for a box of raspberries or you could just purchase a 

box.  Grandma would talk to the other ladies picking or tell stories if she and I were picking 

together.  What did we do with the raspberries?  Well, Mokie would can them so we could have 
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 Barkdull, Sally Bennett (granddaughter); Email dated 4 June 2011 to David Barkdull in response to a  

    questionnaire.   
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raspberries in the winter; we would have them fresh with cream over, or Danish dessert made 

from scratch or sometimes she would make jam or jelly.  Sometimes she would bring fruit down 

to my mother's and she would help can them with us.  We all got to help with cleaning the 

bottles, steaming the caps and lids, making the simple syrup, cleaning the berries free of stems 

and leaves.  As we got older we would assume more jobs with the packing the bottles and putting 

them into the water bath and taking them out when the cooking was done.  They were more 

dangerous jobs for kids.  This was true for peaches too; meaning the canning routine.  Dad even 

helped."14 

 

Sally Ann Bennett Barkdull:  At grandma's house we'd eat country food-- bacon, eggs, 

homemade bread, homemade jam and jelly, cooked cereal, oatmeal, all kinds of fruits and 

vegetables in season, corn, apples, peaches, carrots, squash, plums, pork, fried-

chicken, tomatoes, cucumbers, cabbage, pies, cake, cookies.  Seems like we always had fried 

chicken when company came.  Company was family.15 

 

 Celebrations 
 

Dwinna Mary Bennett Black:  What were harvest dinners?  I guess you could call the harvest 

dinners for the men who came around and helped with the harvest a celebration.  It always 

seemed like one to this little girl.   In the fall when the crops were ready for harvesting the 

farmers were assigned a time for their individual harvest.  Some times the harvesting machines 

were owned by a group of farmers or an individual man.  What ever the case of ownership was, 

the farmers would go from farm to farm doing the harvesting.  The family or wife was expected 

to feed large meals each day while they were working on your farm.  There could be as many as 

a dozen men to feed.  The women prepared hearty food because it was hard physical work the 

men were doing.  Some women would put a big show on and others just fed them daily food.  

Homemade bread or rolls, fried chicken or pot roast, vegetables, pickles [homemade], milk, 

butter and jam and a couple of pies or cakes in large quantities.  As I said these were fellow 

farmers for the most part and you put your time in with the rest of the men on the next farm.  I 
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 Black, Dwinna Mary Bennett; email interview and questionnaire response to David Barkdull, Apr 2010 
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 Barkdull, Sally Bennett (granddaughter); Email dated 8 July 2011 to David Barkdull in response to a  
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don't know if there were finances involved in the job, but it was more a cooperative job by your 

neighbors and fellow farmers.   This happened every fall that Grandpa was running the farm.  As 

I spent much time with them, I saw a number of harvests.  Manuel, who lived on the farm and 

contracted the sugar beets, would have the Mexican workers if any at his little house to eat.  

Grandma said they preferred their own cooking--Knowing Grandma she would have feed them 

too.  We spent some Christmas's with grandma and grandpa but nothing that could be called a 

tradition. About 1940, I remember one 24th of July celebration.  It was in the old Independence 

ward building.  I probably was 8 or 9, and still in Primary.  There were swings and slides, 

homemade ones, a whirly gig, teeter-totters, and picnic tables in back of the church.  It was a pot 

luck celebration, pies, cakes, fried chicken, ham, rolls, salads, potato dishes, vegetables.  

Everyone came and enjoyed the company.  They talked and socialized.  It was fun for a kid."16 

 

Ellen Anderson Seedall:  "When I was baptized, they gave me a pretty pink petticoat and 

another time a "Little Bow Peep" story book doll."17 

 

 Having Fun 
 

Dwinna Mary Bennett Black:  "There were no modern toys or distractions.  We played in the 

water ditch and made cucumber boats and floated them in the water.  Up the road by Aunt Irma's 

old house was a deep pool in the canal and we would swim there in the summer.  The water was 

slow and warm from the sun and we would play all afternoon.  You could take horses and ride 

the roads to visit or go to the fishing hole and fish.  There were trees to climb and books to read.  

You could walk down the road to visit someone or just go for a stroll.  When the evening train, 

affectionately known as the "Galloping Goose" came through you could go and watch it go past.  

It was especially exciting to watch when Mr. Thomason would try to beat it over the railroad 

tracts.  The "Galloping Goose" was a local train that ran from Pocatello to Ashton or West 

Yellowstone in the summer, Ashton in the winter.  It went through morning and evening."18 
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Sally Ann Bennett Barkdull:  "My Aunt Glenice and family lived by the Church.  I would walk 

down there and play with my cousins.  In the front of their house was an irrigation canal about 

three feet wide and about 2 feet deep.  We’d catch little fish in it and other creatures but always 

put them back.  Playing in the cool water was a treat when it was hot.  Aunt Glenice and Uncle 

Stanley worked hard like Grandma and Grandpa.  Uncle Stanley said very little.  Finally I 

figured out that it wasn’t that he didn’t like me he just didn’t say much to anyone. 

I don't remember them having a radio.  They had 

an old Victrola and records they let us play.  It 

was in the corner of the bedroom where Grandma 

slept.  You had to keep winding it or keep 

winding it  or it . . . woooooouuuld . . . stooooop . 

. . plaaaayiiiiiing.  I imagine younger kids would 

dance to the popular tunes of the times."19 
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Chapter 16 
 

Their Life's Legacy 
 
 
 Eugene and Mary Smith spent a life time serving and embracing with their love all those 

around them.  They worked hard to raise and provide a good home for their children, to help 

their neighbors, and support their community and country.  Their mantra was, "Get busy and get 

more done!"1  Mary was a wonderfully talented teacher; always guiding and always inspiring 

with her stories and infinite love for all.  In his eulogy, Allan Marler, her nephew, said of her gift 

for teaching,  

 
"My Aunt Mary began her life's work as a teacher in both the LDS church and grade 
schools.  During 25 years as an educator she taught in one room schools housing all eight 
grades.  She served as principal and also as an intermediate and primary teacher.  In the 
church she has been a teacher in all the auxiliary organizations:  Relief Society, YWMIA, 
Sunday School, Religion Class, and Genealogical Association, President of the YWMIA 
three times.  She served on a number of stake YWMIA boards and worked in the 
children's primary organization and on the Rigby Stake Board, Rexburg Stake Primary 
board.  She was called by Br Osmond to be the Rigby Stake Religion Class Aid.   Her 
record as a teacher in Sunday School totals more than 40 years. . . She accepted all of her 
responsibilities with a cheerfulness and fortitude that was amazing.  I have never heard 
her complain of her lot. She taught religious and literature classes in the women's Relief 
Society and she was head of the Scandinavian Reunion committee several times as well 
as being a charter officer during the years of raising and providing for his family.2   

 
 Like his beloved wife, Eugene faithfully served his community and church in numerous 

capacities and never shirked his duties.  Most notably was the sacrifice he and his family made 

while he served a two year mission for his church.  He was a trustee for several terms in School 

District #3, Cedar Point, he was the Director of the Reed Canal project to bring water into their 

farming community.  He worked on the Republican Party committee, was Elder's Quorum 

President, a Sunday School teacher, Mutual Improvement Association (MIA) Young Men's 

leader and Superintendent of the Independence Ward Sunday School.  He served as the MIA 

Ward and Rexburg Stake "Era" magazine director and for a number of years as a counselor in 

their ward bishopric and Sunday School Presidency.  He and Mary both continued to serve in the 

                                                 
1 Anderson, Glenice Smith (daughter), "Life History of Eugene Smith" and "Life History of Mary C Smith". 
2 Marler, Allen, Obituary reading by; Funeral service for Mary C. Smith, Rexburg 3rd Ward, pg 7. 
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twilight of their lives through temple service for others.3  They were always serving . . . always 

"casting their bread upon the water." 

 Speaking at their son's funeral in 1946, their close family friend and neighbor, Hyrum T. 

Moss remembered, "Brother and Sister Eugene Smith were very faithful workers in the Melba 

Ward in the Antelope section.  They knew what it was to meet in the groves and hold Sunday 

School.  They knew what it was to get out the logs that built that little building recently torn 

down, on the Antelope Flats.  The Sunday School and the day school held services there.  

Brother and Sister Smith were officers in various capacities in the ward."4   

 When asked what her Grandparents did for "entertainment" grand-daughter Sally Bennett 

Barkdull responded, "Work mostly, I think.  They'd go down to Logan to visit relatives.  I'm sure 

there were ward parties, wedding receptions.  Nothing like there is today.  It was very simple.  

When they would get together to help build a barn or a house the men would come and work and 

there would be food and visiting.  Maybe some went up to Yellowstone."5 

 At both Mary and Eugene's funeral services many public and private recognitions were 

given to their wholesome and generous characters.  Not just empty platitudes but specific 

instances were shared of how they lived not by just word but deed also.  Their bishop, T. Royce 

Moss said, "I want Brother Smith to know we appreciate him very much and appreciate what he 

and Sister Smith did in our ward.  They have always been behind the bishopric one hundred 

percent in anything we asked them to do, always willing, always wanted to know if they couldn't 

do just a little bit more.  That was the attitude they have taken. . . Sister Smith was one you could 

call on at a moments notice.  She was always ready to help out in any emergency in speaking and 

doing whatever she could."6 

 Even after they were gone, their spirits and examples continued to radiate and touch the 

lives of others.  Glenice wrote of how people would humbly acknowledge and thank her for what 

her parent's had quietly and unselfishly done for them.  "Many people have come to me and told 

me, Daddy gave them money and refused to let them pay it back.  Others young and old have 

                                                 
3 Anderson, Glenice Smith (daughter), "Life History of Eugene Smith" and "Life History of Mary C Smith". 
4 Moss, H.T.; Sermon at Leon Smith's Funeral, 10 July 1946. 
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6 Moss, Bishop T. Royce; comments of; Funeral service for Mary C. Smith, Rexburg 3rd Ward, pg 3-4. 
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came and told me of a kind word, a pat on the back or just an arm around their shoulder and the 

utterance of these few kind words, "my you are doing well."7 

 In another example a gentleman told the family, "When my folks' could not afford a 

down payment on our farm, your Dad signed a note with us so we could get the farm."  Eugene 

sent $5.00 ($61.00 value in 2010) every month for many years to his mother and later to his 

sister Mabel to help them out.8  These quiet acts of generosity were a common occurrence for the 

Smiths.  Their love for their fellowman and sense of duty compelled them to acknowledge the 

hand of the Lord in their lives and inspired them to live by the Savior's admonition to "love one 

another, even as I have loved you."   Grandson Harold Bennett said, "They'd just as soon give up 

their family's own meal and feed someone else in need than eat it themselves." 9 

 George Rumsey was a close long time family friend and Antelope Flats neighbor whom 

Eugene had converted to the gospel.  He attended his funeral where "with tears streaming down 

his face told the family, "He saved my life.  I was in a boat and it tipped over.  We were on the 

Snake River below Antelope and Gene risked his life to pull me out of the treacherous waters.  I 

could not swim."10  In actuality he saved George's life twice both physically and spiritually with 

his gentle words of gospel encouragement, the letters he wrote him while on his mission and the 

testimonies he bore both in word and deed are what converted George.   

                                                 
7 Anderson, Glenice Smith (daughter), "Life History of Eugene Smith", pg 8. 
8 Anderson, Glenice Smith (daughter), "Life History of Eugene Smith", pg 8. 
9 Harold Bennett; grandson of Mary and Eugene Smith; Phone interview with David Barkdull; 9 June 2011. 
10Anderson, Glenice Smith (daughter), "Life History of Eugene Smith", pg 8. 
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 The Smith’s oldest grand-daughter, Dwinna Mary Bennett, believes her Grandparents 

valued most in life was:  

"Their family, their honesty, taking care of themselves and helping others less fortunate 
than they.  They had little personal vanity but Grandpa always liked to look nice and 
Grandma liked to look nice for Grandpa's sake.  Mother would often help her get a new 
outfit that was her style.  It was hard for Grandpa when he had to come and live with 
Mom and Dad after Grandma got sick and died.  He was well taken care of by both of 
them.  I think he was happy. . . Being kind to people no matter who they were.  Telling 
the truth and why I should always do it.  Standing up for what you believed.  Feeling 
patriotic about the county.  Minding your parents and why it was very important to do 
so.  Sometimes it was spoken about but most of all it was by deed.  I can't say I have 
always followed what they taught and I have lived to regret it, too.  You will find as you 
read about Grandma and Grandpa they were good examples of honest, kind, truthful, law 
abiding people.  I would have to say also, for both grand-parents they instilled the idea of 
following through and completing what ever you were doing.  If it didn't turn out the way 
you wanted try again until you got it right . . . Being with Grandma Smith was a spiritual 
experience; she had that special spirit with her.  She lived what she believed."11 

 
 Eugene taught but mostly exemplified to his children what it was to be kind and 

respectful to others.  Once, in a firm, but gentle voice he told his adult daughter who didn't 

always see eye to eye with her mother-in-law, "Glenice, she is Stanley's mother.  You respect 

and treat her as you would your own mother.  If her temper flares up you keep still.  Don't 

quarrel."  Eugene taught his children to be concerned and to have compassion for others and to 

control your temper.12 

 Of Eugene and Mary's honesty and integrity, their close life time friend, Peter Ricks, 

recalled, "We farmed as neighbors for years.  When responsibilities became too great and 

Eugene couldn't operate his farm anymore he rented his land and operated his farm for many 

more years in this manner.  They never had a written agreement [with us], always an oral 

agreement as to how the crop should be divided.  This continued until the return of Leon who 

then took over the running of the farm. They were good people, the salt of the earth."13   

 Echoing Peter Ricks' comments, Charles G. Thomason recalled, "I have known Br. and 

Sister Smith for as long as I can remember.  They were neighbors to my folks, we were close 

friends and I can say that the days which I spent upon their farm and the hours in their home 

were memorable ones.  The relationship that I formed there was most pleasant and wholesome.  I 
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suppose that of all the men that I worked for as an employee I can say that there never was any 

friction or any cause for regret.  Brother Smith was always faithful and prompt in keeping the 

contracts which he made and entered into."14 

 What has been the legacy of Eugene and Mary Smith.  It can be counted in many ways, 

perhaps the number of children, grandchildren, or maybe their worldly wealth they left behind as 

an inheritance to their posterity.  But perhaps there is a more subtle legacy they left to us in the 

way we, their descendents, each have been raised and taught.  I can only speak of my own  

experience but I do know the echo's of their teachings, example, and love have continued to be 

felt in my own life.  I think if they had been alive, LDS President, Gordon B. Hinkley's words, 

"Try a little harder, to be a little better each day" would have resonated with Grandma and 

Grandpa Smith. 

 Eugene and Mary's examples have influenced many in numerous positive ways.  Back in 

the late 1960's, when my father was in the Air Force, we were stationed in the Canal Zone of 

Panama.  The church was small but there was a strong serviceman's branch where my father 

served as the branch president and my mother in the Primary Presidency.  I can recall on one 

occasion as a young seven or eight year old boy accompanying her in our Volkswagen bus 

automobile on, what seemed like to a little boy, a long long journey deep into the Isthmus 

jungles.  When we arrived at our destination, I accompanied my mother with coloring book and 

crayons in hand to the palm or grass covered structures where my mother, in her broken Spanish, 

showed and taught the local Panamanian's how to conduct their own children’s Primary program.  

At the time, I didn’t really understand what was going on.  It was just another big adventure for a 

young kid.  But looking back on this experience now, I understand why my mother was there in 

the hot, humid, tropical jungles of this foreign land and miles from own home.  While the rural 

farm town of Thornton, Idaho was thousands of miles away and Eugene and Mary had long been 

laid to rest, they were there through my mother because she was following the example which 

she had seen her own parents and grand-parents do in the way they had lived their life.  Mom 

was there serving because she knew what she was about.  She loved the people, she knew her 

duty, but mostly her testimony was deeply rooted through her parents and in the lives of her 

Grandparents.   

                                                 
14 Thomason, Charles G.; Given by; Funeral Service address on Eugene Smith, 6 Sep 1952. 
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 While growing up, I can also recall on numerous occasions at church when a young 

couple or single Army G.I.'s showing up for the first time, perhaps far away from home and 

struggling with a little homesickness, Mom and Dad, usually on the spur of the moment, inviting 

and bringing them home for dinner.  They would not just fill their bodies with a good Sunday 

roast dinner but also their hearts with the warmth, the love and hospitality of our home.  This was 

something they had learned through the examples of their parents and grand-parents and which 

has now been instilled in us.  They didn't know these people from Adam but through their 

thoughtful actions, they served and gave of their love to fill a need and in some instances formed 

life long friendships.  Mom and Dad have continued in this same manner to live their lives as 

they had been taught by those before them - always behind the scenes, always there to fill a need, 

always humbly serving others. 

 From a personal perspective I have seen and felt Grandma and Grandpa Smith's love and 

their examples in the lives of my mother's sisters and brother and her Anderson cousins.  I have 

felt their love through each of them.  Of my Smith relatives I probably know my Aunt Nancy and 

Uncle Jim the best and through them I have seen and felt this same gift of kindness and love.  

Just as my parents, I know they too have spent a life time of loving and serving, particularly to 

me and my siblings.  But their circle of love extends much further than family as they have 

served the young men and women at church in numerous capacities.  And just like Grandma and 

Grandpa Smith they have always radiated their love, concern, and most importantly their 

testimonies of the gospel in how they have lived.  These few examples have left an indelible 

mark in my life and is the legacy, our rich inheritance, which Eugene and Mary Smith have 

bequeathed to us all.  

 When Mary and Eugene went to the Logan Temple in 1903 to be married, they made 

important covenants with the Lord of how they would strive to live each day.  When left the 

temple that wonderful day, they truly did so with a "prayer in the hearts, and a song on their lips" 

as Eugene wrote a few years later when they moved to Idaho.  They didn't know what the next 

fifty years would bring them but they had a deep faith in their God which had been instilled in 

them and which helped to guide them in their new life journey.  They knew if they were “true to 

the faith which their parents had established,” in the end all would be well.  Theirs was an eternal 

perspective for both them and their posterity, not just a temporary mortal one.  
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 The Lord has said He will have a "tried and tested people."  Eugene and Mary were 

indeed tried and tested; perhaps even like Job of the Old Testament.  They knew the pain, the 

grief, and the sorrow all parents experience as well as the joy and respite life allows for 

occasionally along the way.  But I believe their real test came when at some point they may have 

wondered “why?”.  Why so much tragedy and hardship?  In those poignant quiet moments of 

inner thought they had to decide what to do with the tragedies life seemed to keep bringing them.  

Would they "give up and curse God?  They lost three of their six children as infants and Leon 

suffered from several long depilating injuries then was also taken much too early too.  Their 

daughter Dwinna and four of her five children were struck down with the deadly Polio disease.  

While her children recovered, she remained crippled for the rest of her life.  Two of their grand 

children died at birth.  Eugene who had served others had three incapacitating farm accidents and 

was afflicted in his final years with Parkinson's disease.  

 Some might question why such tragic events should befall the Smiths after Eugene and 

Mary had given so much for so long - was it not enough?  God’s words "My way's are not your 

ways" offer some insight and understanding.  I think they probably understood this and their 

faith in God and eternal perspective of life allowed them to mourn in the moment but take 

comfort in the eternal perspective of knowing who they were and what they were about while 

here on this earth.   

 Perhaps sensing her time on earth was fast drawing to a close Mary's writings became 

more focused on what was most near and dear to her and Eugene's heart. Her thoughts and life 

views were not so much focused on the tasks and worries of 

each day.  They seemed to take a much broader and 

encompassing view, as if she were looking back upon not just 

her and Eugene's life but also those who had gone before them.  

The following letter exemplifies this view.  It is one of the last 

surviving letters she was to ever pen.   The letter was also 

sanctioned by her beloved husband and written about a year 

before her death.  They bore their testimonies of the gospel 

which they so dearly loved.  It was what they treasured above 

all else and wanted to record and leave  for their posterity.  It 

was who they were and what their lives were all about.   
~1950:  Mary Smith 
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3 Sep 1950 

Thornton, Idaho 

My dear Children:  I have just returned from Sunday School and Sacrament meeting, fixed a 
lunch for Grandpa and now writing to you while he eats.  Only a few were out today but we had 
a good meeting.  My class had their first lesson on the Doctrine and Covenants.  As I led in it, I 
was inspired and thrilled at its grandeur and significance to the world.  It contains the Gospel of 
Christ in its fullness.  Also explains all the powers of the Priesthood and answers all questions 
that may come up in our lives and gives us promise of a glorious future if we but read its 
teachings and do the work it requires.  I came home and read our Patriarchal blessings and was 
more than thrilled at the wonderful promises and blessings that we have had promised to us.  I 
had borne my testimony but it was strengthened by what I read.  I desire to do in full measure all 
I am asked to do and more.  I pray that I may have strength to always do right.  Your father and I 
both wish to bear to you our testimony as to the truthfulness of the gospel and to say heed its 
teachings, study them, then obey that you may receive all the blessings promised.  Sometimes we 
are inpatient and want to grasp all our joy now and not wait until we have earned them.  When 
we think that, "Oh, it will come out all right for me," we are misled.  It will come out all right 
when we have earned our blessings," then what joy will be ours.  I was thrilled when I read in 
your father's blessing the great things that are promised him.  How I rejoiced to know that I had 
married a man staunch in the faith, willing to do his share, patient in times of trials, never a 
murmur when sorrow came and realized that through that marriage in the House of the Lord for 
time and all eternity.  I would share all those blessings and be added upon forever and forever.  
So once more I bear you my testimony, I know God lives, I know Joseph Smith was a true 
prophet, I know that the gospel is true and I know that by obeying its teachings we will fine joy 
such as never entered into hearts and minds and which can be realized only through obedience.  
My prayer is that my children and children's children shall ever be true and live life's of purity.  
Then shall they by their obedience be blessed, blessed beyond measure!  May God bless you all, 
everyone of you.  To my grandchildren, I say Honor your father and your mother, heed their 
teachings and prepare yourselves for great events that are coming to pass.  Prepare yourselves 
that you may have in a large measure a significant part in the work.  Never lower your standards.  
Never compromise and be willing to do less or take less than you have a right to expect.  Seek 
good company and try to be better each day of your life.  May joy, peace, satisfaction, and love 
attend you.  Mother and Dad 
 
Heartaches may be yours now but oh the joy when you have overcome and attained the blessing.  
God cannot lie.  He keeps all his promises.  He has not promised to bless those who do not keep 
"True to the Faith".  All this trouble in the world is here now because nations and people want 
what they have not earned and others suffer for their mistakes.  We love you all and want the 
best for you.  It will come by keeping true to your own self and the gospel.  May God bless you 
with the vision and help you to keep true.  Mother and Dad"15 
 
 In one of Mary's letters to her husband while on his mission dated, 30 April 1916, and in 

response to an apparent earlier question, Eugene had asked her if she would like for him to go on 

another mission, Mary conditionally replied, "No never again do I wish you to go unless I can go 

                                                 
15 Letter from Mary C Smith to children and grandchildren, copy in possession of David Barkdull 
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with you, even when we leave this life, I would wish we could start our mission in the other 

estate together."  I believe Mary and Eugene are doing just as they had hoped for.  They grew so 

close during Eugene's temporal mission in the "Western States" and no doubt they continue to 

grow as one as they serve and love those who have continued on in the next life.  Their lives and 

their examples have truly radiated the Gospel of Christ, His kindness and His love . . . always 

remaining "True to the Faith" which their parents had established for them and for each of us. 

 

 

 

"When I, and all were in bed, there was a most wondrous feeling of love and comfort flowing to 

me from the room where mother and dad were - It was like rays of sunshine, searching, 

penetrating to the very core of my being.  I thought, "Dear God, how wonderful, what a heavenly 

gift to have, that ones very presence in a home could bring such a feeling of comfort and love so 

as to drive out all evil to such an extent that one could not even have any unkind thoughts, I will 

never forget it!" 

 
     -- Dwinna Marie Smith Bennett; daughter; May 1951 
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Document 1: Rich Letter 
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Document 2: Mary's Courtship Letter (1of 5 pages) 
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Document 2: Mary's Courtship Letter (2of 5 pages) 
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Document 2: Mary's Courtship Letter (3of 5 pages) 
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Document 2: Mary's Courtship Letter (4of 5 pages) 
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Document 2: Mary's Courtship Letter (5of 5 pages) 
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Document 3:  Marriage Certificate 
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Document 4: Galbraith purchase letter (1 of 2 pages) 
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Document 4: Galbraith purchase letter (2 of 2 pages) 
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Document 5:  LaBelle Ward Membership Record 
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Document 6:  Teaching Certificate 
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Document 7:  School Booklet 
 



 384 

 

 

 

 

 

 

 

 

 

 

 

 

 

 

 

 

 

 

 

 

 

 

 

 

 

 

 

 

 

 

 

 

 

 

 

 

 

 

 

 

 

 

 

 

 

 

 

 

 

 

 

 

 

Documents 8:  Eugene and Mary's Tithing Receipts 
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Document 9:  Mary C. Smith's Patriarchal Blessing (1 of 2) 
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Document 9:  Eugene Smith's Patriarchal Blessing (2 of 2) 
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Document 10:  Mission Call 
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Document 11:  Oregon Short Line Letter 
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Document 12:  Yoe Contract (1 of 2 pages) 
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Document 12:  Yoe Contract (2 of 2 pages) 



 391 

 

 

 

 

 

 

 

 

 

 

 

 

 

 

 

 

 

 

 

 

 

 

 

 

 

 

 

 

 

 

 

 

 

 

 

 

 

 

 

 

 

 

 

 

 

 

 

 

 

 

 

 

 

 

Document 13:  Eugene Mission Fund Contributions (1 of 3 pages) 
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Document 13:  Eugene Mission Fund Contributions (2 of 3 pages) 



 393 

 

 

 

 

 

 

 

 

 

 

 

 

 

 

 

 

 

 

 

 

 

 

 

 

 

 

 

 

 

 

 

 

 

 

 

 

 

 

 

 

 

 

 

 

 

 

 

 

 

 

 

 

 

 

Document 13:  Eugene Mission Fund Contributions (3 of 3 pages) 
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Document 14:  Eugene Smith's Minister Certificate 
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Document 15:  Mary's 16 January 1916 Teaching Certificate 
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Document 16:  Juvenile Instructor Article - "The Heart of the Rose" 
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Document 16:  Juvenile Instructor Article - "The Heart of the Rose" 
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Document 16:  Juvenile Instructor Article - "The Heart of the Rose" 
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Document 16:  Juvenile Instructor Article - "The Heart of the Rose" 
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Document 16:  Juvenile Instructor Article - "The Heart of the Rose" 
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Document 16:  Juvenile Instructor Article - "The Heart of the Rose" 
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Document 16:  Juvenile Instructor Article - "The Heart of the Rose" 
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Document 16:  Juvenile Instructor Article - "The Heart of the Rose" 
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Document 17:  Cedar Point Teachers Contract 
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Document 18:  Manuel Adams Pay Check 
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Document 19:  Smith Account Ledger, Cover 
 

 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 

Document 19:  Smith Account Ledger, Page 1 
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Document 19:  Smith Account Ledger, Page 2 

 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 

Document 19:  Smith Account Ledger, Page 3 
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Document 19:  Smith Account Ledger, Page 4 
 

 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 

Document 19:  Smith Account Ledger, Page 5 
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