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Cache County, Utah.



[Two elderly men talking in a small town restaurant]


Ken: Ya didn' come, ya didn' call me.

El: Did you call me once?

Ken: Ye-es, Tuesday night.

El: I tried, before I had dinner, 'n' I tried after.

Ken: If [it was] before dinner I woudn'a been in.

El: Well. .  I called you somewhere around after twelve o'clock.

Ken: It was after twelve when it rung.

El:  Yah, it was mebbe--nearly one. . Yeh.

Ken: Twelve thirty, 'cuz the game started at twelve thirty (Yes). Matter of fact, well this damn cuss, he's took that serious what I told her. He'd (laugh) not better come game on me. (hhh).

El: No I said Flanders. . . damn coast. . 'n' I started cuttin' [logs] 'n' she says called me to dinner.

Ken: If you told her you were gon' up to help me, she wouldn' think it was so bad.

El: Well shr—she told me, she told me but—then I tried to call you, 'n' I couldn't, then I had dinner, an' I tried to call  you again, an' I couldn' get you. So then after I finished the project, then I got in my car and came up.

Ken: Well, an' I heard—I was out, jus' straightenin' up, and heard the door bell ring, an' went in, an' it wasn' anybody there, an' then I saw that car out there, an' I said, "Hell, that's El's car."

El: Yah, I didn't--

Ken: an' I thought, "Well's he's gone out t' th' garage."

El: . . think you were still in. . .

Ken: I went out t' th' garage, an' you was. . . . [that game had started]

El: I've never enjoyed it. i don't think i have twice in my whole life.

Ken: Well, I haven't very much, but I jus' can't get any kick out of it at all. It does somethin' to your tongue. It lubricates it (Yeh) and without nobody to talk to, you can't do nothin' to it.

El: When you get your tongue lubricated (laugh), you have to. . . you have to hold your speech back, huh?. . . Ken, I thought the storm went down the valley when it was goin' out the canyon. The sun's shinin' down here.

Ken: These showers is what makes her grow. Hell, I got a garden comin' up now. I noticed today down there; I went down to get a hose. . . I was gonna hafta. . .

El: that's what you thought we was gonna do this afternoon. 


Y'thought I could help you. 

Ken: Y couldn' do that while it's rainin'.

El: to get on the ground early this morning, an' it was — muddy

Ken:  You're gonna do more harm, trompin' on the gorund.

El:. . . . Yeh, so I didn' even—

Ken:
I had a hose settin' down there, when I had planted it, it started to get dry, so I sprinkled a little water down in the furrow 'fore I put the seeds in.

El:  Yeh. I'd ruther do — al'ays do that for. . .now

Ken: And -uh- the hose is down there, and I had to have it up — I went down to get it. I could see some of it comin' up.

El: Y'know, in my garden, when I dug those posts, I dug that deep, there's moisture down that deep.

Ken: Oh, it does, I planted them grapes down pretty deep. I dug down, put some compost in the bottom, and covered it with dirt. You put that right around the roots, and it's too—too hot, too strong. (Mmm.) Don't do 'em any good.

El: Put the dirt in first, then that around the dirt.

Ken: Put that down in, then a little topsoil, to lay them in, then a little more topsoil, then some more compost on top, so it don't get right on the roots all at once. I found they—they do better. (Mmhm). You can't plan those roots in manure, I mean new manure, you can with old, rotten stuff, but they won't grow, it'll burn (old) 'em up.

El: Mhm. Where'd you send for them?

Ken: Sent for Interstate in Iowa. (In Iowa). I've been lookin' for 'em for months, but they never came till today. And one—and one of 'em— I used to have a grape arbor when the kids was little; that's where they had the play house. (Mhm). but this isn't gonna be an arbor. I'm puttin' it between me and Hoops. I took that old fence out, and I'm gonna put in—some posts and let ‘em climb up an' go along. At least we'll have some grapes that look pretty good and—

El: He'll have grapes and you'll have grapes, huh?

Ken: He'll have grapes too.

El: On your side and his side.

Ken: I told 'im, I says, "Now, don't you take any that's on—  unless they reach over the ditch, you leave 'em alone!

El: Mm, what'd he say? [Chuckle] He can reach over. . .

Ken: He went and ordered some. He's [chuckle] gonna plant some of his own  [hh].

El: Is he?

Ken: But his damn apple tree, had limbs on, that reached onto my place, an' I says, "I'm not gonna spray my apples, I get all the apples I want without sprayin' 'em." "How will you get 'em?" "I'll pick 'em off these limbs hangin' over m'driveway. They're not—they're not yours, they're mine." (Uh huh [chuckle]). That's before I got very well acquainted with him. He thought I was a hard nosed bastard. (Yeh-ah. Huh! [chuckle]).  well, I got a little sympathetic towards him, years—years ago. He come over and help me—pull them trees up. Had to lean back to pull 'em up, then he come over to help saw 'em up and—he got tired. And he went home. And I thought he was just a damn boob, and I thought he was just. . .(a swindler) just a swindler. He had that heart attack and he had to go on retirement, and —uh— about two or three days after, he as pickin' the—the ditch there between us, so it'd be even. I was takin' that old fence out. I was gonna put up a big board fence six feet high between me and Floyd, and if he'd a stayed there another year, I—that's what it'd a been. I didn't want no—part of 'im. I didn't want him to look over where I was. I planted a tree out. . . Here's the fence—here's the ditch, and—and here's the fence line. And I plant—and the posts are here, and the—m'wire over here, and I put the tree over on his side o' the fence, like the posts. Planted the tree about—(the) tree was about eight, ten feet tall, a big—green ash tree. And he come out two or three days after and he dug it up and brought it over into my land. It wasn't on him. . it was on his side.

El: Hoops. . . done that?

Ken: No! Floyd!

El: Floyd!    He did.

Ken: I said, "You son of a bitch. . ." I never said nothin' but I went down an' bought—posts, 'n' poles, from Miss Latham, and long growers from [shlim[, them poles — I want big ones — and then I was gonna make pickets out of 'em, an' put the heavy side of the fence — (on his side) on him (Hah) and I was gonna make it six feet high. (Mhm). So the son of a bitch—

El: So he couldn't even see—

Ken: So he couldn't even see through. (Hah!) There is one fellow El (pretty small) I have no use for. I just can't stand him.

El: He's a small potato.

Ken: Joe Peterson had horses, in [xx]. They was running around that barn, an' kickn' and runnin' like hell, and Joe went down. "What the hell's matter with my horses?" And here they come around with arrows stickin' in the sides of 'em. (Horses?) Horses! Joe had good and big long arrows stickin' in the sides of the horse. And he saw Floyd and went over and— Joe's a—hot tempered  (You're god damned right) as hell, and he told Floyd, and Floyd (a ripper) denied it up and down with the arrows still in there, and I'd been standin' in the door lookin' at 'im (Hm). And he denied that and (what Floyd thought) and told Joe, and I'd—I'd—I'd took it all I could. I went out there and took Joe's part, and I says, "It don't matter what you think, Floyd. What you think is not right. I—I—saw it." And nobody'd have to see it. How 'n the hell did the arrows get stickin' in the horse? He hadn't seen that yet. (Eyeh). They're still carryin', the three of 'em, still in the horses..

El: Mhm. Did he say Floyd's kid done it?

Ken: Jay! (Jay! Yah.) There was the meanest bastard that ever lived!

El: I know he was a mean little bastard.

Ken: He come when he was a little older than Curt, and he stole his baseball bat. 'N' Joe told me about it. He lost his bat. And he—he couldn't find it. So I went over there. An' I was mad. And I thought, "By God, I don't care if it's Floyd and Wade and Jay an' the whole damn rest of 'em. Somebody's gonna get a lickin'. It's that bastard over there!" 'N' Jay bled—pled with tears in his eyes, "I wouldn' do that! I've got th' bat, but I wouldn' keep it, I was gonna bring it over to ya." Floyd had already denied it, and says, "I know he wouldn' do it! I know he did—hasn't done it." 

El: He had done it.

Ken: And he could run upstairs, and he had it right there, and I took it with me home. (Hm). The damn children can do no wrong. (Yah).


And if it hadn't been for the war that guy'd ended up in the penitentiary. (Yah.) He'd got [lowers his voice] kicked out of the army, and they took him back because we were in the war, and he went with Doolittle. Now if he'd a been the navigator that he was supposed to be, they wouldn' a went down. He navigated—he was the navigator and they went wrong. They took a wrong course  (Mhm). I'll never forget that. He was prisoner for about four years.

El: No, it was two and a half. (Hah?) Two and a half years.

Ken: Wasn't it four?

El: Two and a half years. . . that went down in Germany.

Ken: Now, now, there's sump'm else. And this hurts. This hurts. There were five kids who died, within half a while o' where Floyd lives. They didn't come home. And then Jay come home. And—and—he had about forty thousand dollars o' back pay. (Mhm). Now don't think Ez Wilson looks kindly at it. Don't think Oliver Gunderson looked kindly toward that big hellabaloo they give Jay (ah) and them kids didn't get back, an' there were five of 'em within a half a mile. I can't name 'em all off now, but I can go home an' git 'em. And Cantrell Neilson. Now they let—  'Merican Legion was takin; care o' that. An' I'll never forgive Cantrell for it. An' Cantrell was an opportunist if there ever was one. 

El: Oh he was—he sees the whole—

Ken: 'An he goes down there and gets the governor an' rips 'em all up, steps in ahead o' the American Legion. the American Legion wouldn' even—the members wouldn' even go to it. (Mhm). He had to get an alternate g[xxx] and promoted him. 


I had nothing against Jay, but I—I was commander at the time an' I looked at it this way. Now, Earl didn' get back, the Gunderson kid didn' get back, and there were three others. They're right around there some'eres.

El: Well, there's Cornelius Bogg's son, he didn't get—

Ken: Yeh, he didn't get back, an' we've got to go a little easy here. We've got to—we've got to do this— The—He was entitled to somethin', everybody else was, among them that come back. But we can't go overboard. That was the way I looked at it. But Cantrell thought he'd better—I'd better promote Cantrell now, and he did. Don't think he didn't!

El: Well, I know, I was in Lawrence at the time, and I didn't know whether I was crazy or not. but I—I went out of my way to see that. Cantrell loves to take charge (Oh, ye-es!). He took charge of it. But—uh—

Ken: Well was that when he was—

El: Yah, that's when he had that big distribution (Yah). Yah.

Ken: Yah, and I pushed hard for him. That an' 

El:
[he says] we've either got to do it or Logan is gonna go over our head and have it over there. And that's what Logan wanted to do, have it over there. And a Hiram boy ah— bein' honored in Logan just wasn't right. So I—I—put in my p—decision. That I was (Well) gonna have nothin' to do with it.

Ken: Those people that had their kid die a year before, or six weeks before, or three months or whatever time it was. They will never forgive him as long as he lives.

El: well, he honored, and let 'em sit in the stands. Can't remember who the hell that was that . . .

Ken: Mrs. Gunderson talks to me about it yet. (Does she?) Tears in her eyes.

El: We lost quite a few boys, I know.

Ken: Yes, 'n' she cries. . . I had it all down, but now I'm gettin' old, I can't remember. There's five of 'them there within a matter of a few blocks.

El: I can pick 'em out (but—) on that history book, (Aah?) I can pick 'em out but I can' t remember, there's—I know that there was the McDodd boy.

Ken: He was—he was entitled to something, but not—not a overboard like that.

El: Gunderson boy.

El: We lost the first boy in Cache County in this—uh—Korean war. Here y'go, m'dear. Three coffees. 'N' that west country, west—Newband  boy.

Ken: The first one (Ye-ah). was lost (Ye-ah) with the rest of the. . .

El: We didn' lose many more did we? I can't remember. . . where there was

Ken: There was five that died in—in the service, just private-like. (Mhm). This wasn' in the Korean war, this was (No) World War Two.

El: World War Two. I can pick 'em out if I have my book, but it's home. I can't remember 'em.

Voice: Boy, that's a large north breeze. You think it's gonna blow up a little more snow?

El: I think it's x x enough to freeze up on the Turtle Creek.

Ken:  x x gettin' now already.

El: I said it's the first freeze on the night of the 26th.

Ken: the 26th. . .

oice: It could freeze tonight. If it cleared up. That cold wind sure knocked th' thermometer down twenty degrees already.

El: It's probably done that since 3:30 here. We've come out of the canyons. It's raining up there. 

El: Well, I've got to go and get after it.

Ken: Sun's shinin' anyway.

