PART 4 – THE YOUNGER SIBLINGS
Chapter 15
LIFE SKETCH OF OTTOSEN LUKE
By Rosalind Martina Luke Crosby

Ottosen Luke

Ottosen Luke was the tenth, "the tithing child," born into this wonderful family.  He was born near the end of the nineteenth century, 21 Apr 1895, in Junction, Utah.  The family would live in the town during the winter months because of attending school and then they would move out to the ranch during the summer to care for the produce they raised and the cattle.  They were living in town when Dad was born.  By then the older boys in the family had been getting their turn at being in charge of the ranch because Grandfather really never cared for farming and much preferred and enjoyed working for the county as Clerk.  I've often wondered what it must have been like being the sixth boy in the family.  Dad said that Grandmother would often say that Dad should be a lawyer someday the way he would always try to talk her out of something.  He also remembers getting an awful lot of spankings!  Aunt Belle recalled seeing Grandmother Luke chasing Dad around and around the yard once, and she finally sat down, exhausted and laughing.  She said she never had believed in chasing a child when he needed punishment, so she deserved not to catch him.  She never did chase one of the children again.
Christmas when Dad was young was special, too, although the gifts given were fewer and more on the practical side.  They always had a Christmas tree because they were plentiful.  One Christmas, Dad recalls that about a month before, the children were playing hide-and-go-seek.  Dad chose to hide under the folk’s bed and to his amazement saw a bright, new, shiny, red wagon.  He had been hoping that Santa would bring him one!  He ran excitedly to his mother shouting that Santa had already left him his wagon.  Grandmother, of course, was so shocked that he had seen it that she didn't know what to say.  She finally got her wits about her and told Dad that Santa had so many homes to go to that he had left the wagon now because he didn't have time to come back again.  That satisfied him and it stayed under the bed until Christmas.
Dad can remember that when he started school, the school house was right across the street in a two story building.  In spite of the short distance he was still late most of the time.  In his first few years he was the smallest in the class and, when he'd get tired, his sweet teacher, Alice Morrill, would hold him on her lap and he'd go sound to sleep.
Aunt Belle and Dad, being two years apart, were very close.  They used to sing duets together a lot when they were growing up.  Grandfather used to have them sing at the Methodist church in Junction and also for company.  They made a recording, which has since been lost.  Dad used to be very shy about performing when he was younger and used to hide under the bed so they couldn't ask him to sing.  He was even shy with girls.  One family had a little girl that would bring Dad candy, but would have to push it under the bed because of his shyness.
Dad was in the fourth or fifth grade when he saw the first automobile.  It was just the frame, motor and seats... but such a novelty that the principal at the school dismissed school for everyone so that they could all go out to see this "wonder."  When it took off, it seemed like it went fifty miles an hour! 
Like the children before him, Dad attended Murdock Academy in Beaver, Utah.  When he left, Uncle Clint and Aunt Belle went too.  Grandfather piled the wagon full of hay for the team, food for the trip, and clothing and other necessities needed by the young people for the year.  This must have been exciting to be gone a whole year, but it did mean that they wouldn't be home for Christmas or Thanksgiving because it took two days by horse and buggy.  Those years, though, were some of the most enjoyable experiences in his life.  He loved the campus.  The homes and buildings were all built around the campus where the students would gather and visit.  This academy was owned and run by the church.


Ottosen Luke
At the age of nineteen, Dad received a call from the Church to go on a mission.  He answered this very willingly.  The ward gave him a farewell dance which he enjoyed very much, except his heart did beat a little irregularly because he was afraid he would have to "say a few words" to the dancers.  Luckily they did not call on him, but he did talk at Sacrament meeting, which he considered a privilege, though in his shyness it was very hard for him to do.
On the 21st of November, 1914, he left home for Salt Lake City and his mission.  His father, Odeen, Uncle John and a Brother Anderson accompanied him.  They took lodgings at the Canyon Hotel and after their business was done, retired for the night.  About 1:00 a. m. they were awakened by a terrible noise outside their window.  Odeen jumped out of bed and looking out of the window saw the fire department at work, shooting water on the flashing blazes of fire coming from the Canyon Hotel.  He turned and shouted "Fire" and all jumped up, but Dad.  He thought it was a dream and turned on his side and went back to sleep.  The next thing he heard was somebody sneezing, which was himself.  The smoke had become so thick in the room, it had awakened him.  He jumped out of bed and slipped into his overcoat and rushed downstairs into the waiting room.  When he got there he saw many women, children, and men with pale faces -and their clothes under their arms.  He also saw Grandfather with his pants and vest on with his shirt, collar, tie, shoes, and coat under his arm.  In a few minutes, the fire was out and they had a good laugh.... all thankful no real damage was done.
Dad was privileged to meet with Apostle Lyman who gave him a blessing that "people will be attracted to you, your sincerity and humbleness.  They will buy your books to find out why a young, clean boy is inspired to answer a call to the mission field." (After returning from the first summer to the headquarters at Seattle, after working without purse or script, he had $40 in his pocket.)
He labored in Seattle and Tacoma with Elder Claude Brown (who later became Stake President of Twin Falls Stake when Dad and Mother lived there).
Elder White, from Salt Lake City, was also Dad's companion.  They secured their money in the post office, leaving out five cents for fare and took the streetcar out to the end of the line, with satchel and umbrella in hand.
In the middle of that first day, they found a family who were members of the church.  They stayed with them two days and then went on up the country, no money in their pockets.  Nearly all the doors were slammed in their face.  They didn't get to explain their mission, nor did they get anything to eat.  Many did say that there was a lovely white house on a hill with a family that would help them.  When they found this white house and told them who they were, the man of the house acted as if he were mad and ordered them off his lot.  He turned out to be a minister.  As darkness came on they came to a small town of ten or more families.  There was a cigar store open.  They went in and the owner put out his hand and said, "You are Mormon Elders." He said that he could tell by their dress and that the news of them was way ahead of them.  He gave them two beds in the back of the store, which they were welcome to stay for the night.
They very rarely had to sleep out in the open.  One time they did sleep out in the open, it was under a bridge on some hay.  It was at this time that Elder White wrote the words and Dad put them to music.  The song became the West Washington Theme Song.
Once, Elder Ballard and Dad were tracting out in the country when they were met on the street by a well-dressed fellow who stopped them and asked if they were Mormon Elders.  He asked them if they would talk to the 600 boys in the reformatory, all about the ages of these two missionaries.  Dad gave the talk and Elder Ballard gave the prayer. After Dad got started, he felt inspired in all that he said.  However, his trouble was just beginning.  He couldn't say "Ladies and Gentlemen," or "Brothers and Sisters," or "Fellow Citizens," or even... "I am glad to see so many of you here!"... so he finally started with, "I am honored by being asked to talk to you."  Afterwards, two young men came up to talk with them.  They admitted that they, too, were Mormons, and that they felt regretful about the crime of larceny that they had committed.
In 1917 after Dad returned home from his mission, he purchased a piece of farmland with Uncle Mel and Uncle Clint.  When they had to sell (due to a slight depression), they were all deeply disappointed.  While Dad was helping on this ranch, he attended Ricks College during the school year.  At Ricks, Dad was busy as debating manager and worked in drama, music and athletics.
Then in the fall of 1918, Dad was inducted into the Air Corp.  This was at the end of World War I.  He was only in the service a short time.  Just before he was released, he was stationed at the University of Utah attending a school for auto mechanics when the terrible flu epidemic of 1818 broke out.  Dad, along with 10 or 12 others, became very ill with this flu.  The officers put them in a bus and sent them to Fort Douglas.  On the way, the bus got stuck in the mud.  The officer ordered them to get out and push the bus... much to their discomfort!  Then they were taken to the Fort Douglas hospital.  While he was there, Odeen, who was studying medicine at the University of Utah, came twice a day to see Dad.  When Dad got better, Odeen told him of Aunt Cleo's death... from the flu.  He stayed with Dad until he was over the shock.  (While Dad was in that ward they took out 8 or 10 who were sick with pneumonia and expected to die.)
Flu also broke out in Panguitch and being released from the armed services, Dad volunteered to help and was assigned a family.  The Doctor told Dad he had to take complete care of this family.  The Father died and he had to prepare him for burial.  He continued to nurse the mother and two daughters until they were well.
The next fall, Dad decided to attend college in Cedar City.  He really enjoyed this year.  He was Valedictorian at graduation because, as Dad claims, he was so active in music, drama, athletics, and editor of the yearbook... rather than his scholastic achievement!
While at Cedar City, Dad had a little combo.  He played the E-Flat saxophone.  Ren played the cornet, and Mirian played the piano.  Dad didn't read the music very fast, so Aunt Mirian would play it on the piano and he'd pick it up by ear.  They soon began to play for dances.
From the fall of 1920 until the spring of 1927, Dad taught school.  His first school was outside Driggs, Idaho in a rural district called Bates.  He taught the four upper grades of elementary school.  In the winter he would ride to school, not especially following a road, but sometimes over fences...the snow banks being so high.  This was a two-room school of which he was the principal.
The next year he taught in Grant...teaching the same grades.  He was also the principal... getting the job over a man who had been there and had a master's degree.  They even raised Dad's salary!
The next three years, he accepted a teaching job in Manan, Idaho.  He was the principal with seven teachers under him.  He taught the 8th grade.
He next accepted a coaching job in Orderville, Utah.  He got the job and also taught the music classes.  This was the first high school he had taught in.  He had a pretty good basketball team, winning their first game against Panguitch.  Panguitch later took the western division.  Orderville was named such because that is where the church practiced the United Order.
Dad had been saving money all along for a dream of his... that of attending Dental School.  So, when he had finished school in Orderville, he left for Rigby, where he had been saving his money in a bank.  When he got to Rigby, he found to his complete shock that this bank had gone bankrupt and that he had lost all his money, amounting to $500.00.  He was overcome and discouraged.  Uncle Mel came to him, put his arm around him and said, "If you really WANT to go to Dental school, don't give up now!"  He told him to go... and a way would be made for him to make the necessary funds.  With this encouragement, Dad headed up to Yellowstone Park, where he got a job driving a touring bus.  At the end of the summer, on the way up to Portland, he picked apples in Wenatchee, Washington.  By the time he arrived in Portland, he had saved $300.  He went to the Dean of the Dental school (North Pacific College of Dentistry) and explained the situation.  He looked at Dad's credentials, and said that it would take an extra year to get all his credits.  Then there was the challenge to find the money needed for his schooling.  He prepared breakfast and waited on tables at a restaurant before class in the morning.  Then, at night, he cleaned a dental office for six dentists for $2.00 a night.  This job paid for books and tuition.  The restaurant job paid for room and board!  He also worked as a butler, then a job for the government, inspecting the mail trains for plants that needed to be quarantined.
One morning as a train pulled in, Dad noticed a large group of men rush to one of the cars, so Dad went back to see who "the important person" was.  As he came out of the train Dad was right beside him.  He thought Dad was one of the reporters so he took Dad's arm and said to the rest, "Come on to the restaurant and we will eat while we talk."  Dad tried to get away, but he held his arm and Dad "went with him!"  His name was "Will Rogers!"
Uncle Orral helped Dad the last two years of dental school with a check of $75.00 a month.  This helped so much.  After Dad got out of school, he helped Uncle Orral with a check each month while Orral went back to get his Ed.D degree (equivalent to the Ph.D degree).
During the next four summers, Dad worked in the woods of Northern Idaho in the Blister Rust work.  His work was to find and destroy the plants that were the host to a disease that killed the pine trees.  Here he was camp boss, and had 30-40 men under him, mostly forestry students.  One interesting time during this period, a forest fire broke out about 20 miles from them.  They called his cook away to cook for the forest fighters.  No one would take over the job, so it was left to Dad.  Along with the canned foods (!), he decided to bake a cake.  He noticed that most of the men didn't eat it...perhaps it was a little rich, what with 20 eggs!

Ottosen Working in the Blister Rust (Second Form Left)



Ottosen Kneeling At Right
He made $85 to $100 a month at this job... along with the "extra $100" picking apples on the way back to school.
The subject Dad enjoyed most in dental school was the class on anatomy dissection.  They would have the students work in teams of three.  Dad almost always would be the one to work with the knife, while the other two would take the notes...He found the brain to be the most interesting subject!
The news of Odeen's sudden death brought great sadness to Dad.  They had planned on opening a clinic together!
That fall Dad met a very special young lady by the name of Edna Dillon.  It seemed that Dad had a schoolmate who roomed in a little house behind the home of Mrs. Lee.  Mrs. Lee, being a dear friend of this little nurse, got together with Dad s roommate and plotted the "meeting" of their two friends.  So they planned a party... and from then on Mother and Dad dated steadily.  In May, they decided to get married and drove to Salem, accompanied by friends.  An Episcopal Minister married them on the 28th of May, 1932... three days after graduating from Dental School.
    
		    Ottosen Luke		                                  Edna Matilda Dillon
Uncle Orral was teaching in Buhl, Idaho and he encouraged Dad to set up practice in Twin Falls.  Before he could go, he had to work one more summer in the Blister Rust to earn money to take the State Board examination.  Mother had heard remarks about Dad being a "Mormon."  It had seemed that everything she had heard about the church was only bad criticism.  The very next Sunday after Dad had left for the Blister Rust, Mother attended the "Mormon" Church.  She was amazed and very impressed, especially with the large attendance of families together and the "no paid" clergy.  She began to study the gospel and the missionaries worked with her... and soon became a member, knowing the truthfulness of the things she had learned.

Dr. Ottosen Luke
In the first six months of Dad's practice, he received little money but was paid with eggs, cheese, fruit and vegetables.  Due to the depression, he couldn't borrow any money.  As he had no money, no equipment or office, he located a Dr. Smith, who was retiring from practice.  He sold his equipment to Dad for $600 and arranged with the owner to "hold" payment of the rent for a few months, until such time as Dad could pay him.
In six months, Dad had his rent and office equipment all paid.  He practiced in the Smith Rice Building for about 25 years, later buying a home and converting it into an office with an apartment upstairs.  Uncle Woodruff Rust came to Twin Falls and helped to remodel it.  Mother did most of the "patching" and painting.  During these years, we lived in our lovely home on Buchanan Street.
When Dad's health got bad, he retired and moved to Concord, California, selling the two homes and the office.
In May 1934, Grandfather Luke wrote and said that he felt that he might not live much longer, so he was coming to stay with Dad and Mother until he saw Uncle Orral and Aunt Marjorie and my folks married in the temple.  This was accomplished right away with Mother wearing Grandmother Luke's temple clothes.  They were sealed in the Salt Lake Temple on May 25, 1934, taking me, their first born, to be sealed to them.
In his dental work, Dad was beloved because he only charged the minimum price.  He was especially outstanding in his denture work.  I feel it was because of his artistic abilities.  He had a very loyal and active practice until he retired in 1963. Dad took a very active part in civic and church affairs.  He was the only Mormon who became a charter member of the Lion's Club.  He was the president of the Lion's Club for a year and when he retired from dental work, they gave him a Life Membership.  Dad took part in the Lion's Club's plays and Minstrel shows.  He would often steal the show imitating the old comedian and singer, Ted Lewis.
Dad was also on the school board for six years.  When Dad first moved to Twin, they wouldn't hire Mormon teachers.  This wasn't as severe a prejudice as it was fifteen years earlier before Dad moved to Twin.  They made it very difficult for Mormons to even move into the town.  He eventually was responsible for getting a Mormon the position of Superintendent of Schools.  Dad also tried to get them to allow dancing in the schools, but they wouldn't at first.  Near the end of his term, he finally convinced them.
Dad's work in the church was mostly in the MIA.  For five years he was Superintendent of the Stake Mutual.  He also taught the Gospel Doctrine class.

Dad and Mother were blessed with six children.  All of them being born at home until the last two, and the Doctor insisted on delivering them in the hospital.
Dad's desire was to provide us with music and education as much as possible.  Each one of the children had piano lessons from Aunt Emma and Dad in return would do all of their dental work.  He also saw to it that each one of us learned another instrument.  We all played a string instrument with the exception of Merilyn, who played the flute.  We attended community concerts as a family.
We seemed to have most anything to raise a family and enjoyed the extras, too.  We had a gran-gym set in the backyard and all the neighborhood children were always welcome at our home.  Santa Claus was always "more than generous."
We all attended college at B. Y. U.  Dad, along with Mother working as a nurse, sent Noel to a mission in England and Roice to a mission in Central America.
We had wonderful trips together, one special one being when Dad flew us to Sydney, Nova Scotia to meet and visit Mother's home and relatives.
Dad's health is better now.  He has learned to find new interests: golf, reading, working with Mother at the temple and Stake Missionary work and many pleasant hours with his family.  He has most of the family near him.  Merilyn, Steve, and myself live in the Concord area.  Roice is in Berkeley working on his Master's Degree in Business Administration at the University of California.  Noel is in San Francisco working on his Master's Degree in Economics at San Francisco State University.  And Steve is presently auditioning with the recording group, "Letterman," along with his work in drafting.  Arlo is living in Pocatello, Idaho, where he has received his degree in Pharmacy.
It has been a joy to reminisce with my Father about his life and to hear the stories about my Grandparents.  Theirs was a wonderful family.  What a grand posterity they have!
In analyzing my Father's life, I realized what a profound influence they had on their children when I realized that one-half of my Father's life was that of a student or teacher, gaining or giving knowledge!
I would like to end this history with a quote of my dear Father: "The greatest blessing of MY history was receiving my companion for time and eternity....and the blessings of having my six children... these are the most wonderful people in the world!  I am very proud of them and love them very much."

MY TRIBUTE TO OTTOSEN LUKE
Solomon, the son of David, King of Israel, once wrote: "A good name is rather to be chosen than great riches, and loving favour rather than silver and gold." Proverbs 22:1.  This terse aphorism applies very aptly to a good father who stands at the head of his progeny.  This we revere in our father.
Our Father has always had a deep concern for the personal advancement of each of us as his children.  There never was any doubt about what was expected of us in attaining a high school education and in seeking as much further higher education as possible in preparing for life's responsibilities. The underlying principles of honesty, loyalty, and dedication in serving our needs were a firm lesson observed and not heard.
His hard work to establish himself as a professional man stands as a challenge to us to upgrade, match, and surpass his attainments in contributing to the advancement and welfare of society.  His zest and love for dentistry and his excellence achieved in such gives us much pride.  He has given freely of his services to relatives and also to those not well-favored.  His generosity and kindness has surely extended far and beyond those of his immediate family.
We have shared in an abundant life because of his labors.  Musical instruments and lessons, traveling, missionary labors, education, and provision for sports interests have all been founded by his verbal encouragement and secured by his sacrificing labor.  Our joys which are great in music would be of a less developed and appreciative level if it were not for his support and example.  His was the seed that has found root and blossom in our hearts, hands, and voices as we now find personal pleasure in music.
We, as his sons, have cherished memories of pheasant hunting, fishing trips, and father and sons outings.  In sharing the out-of-doors, we grew closer to our father, got to know him better, and experienced personal growth in our love for him.
Lastly we stand as stronger individuals because of the favored choice he made in our Mother.  Naturally, we exist because they became one flesh, but the advancement of all facets of our lives are equally balanced and promoted by the united effort of these two choice people who have served us well. We honor him as our patriarch, we love him as our Father, and we bear the divine testimony and assurance that this sacred family association is eternal and rejoice therein.
Our ultimate appreciation turns to the Father of us all, whose love for us and wisdom is found mirrored in the protection and care of our earthly Father.
     ----- Noel Dillon Luke
FAITH PROMOTING INCIDENTS
One summer while out on the ranch, Grandmother Luke had a very terrifying experience in regard to Dad.  Early one morning as they were starting to herd the cows, there was a very mean one who had just had a young calf.  (This condition would make some cows very ornery).  For some reason, this cow spotted my Dad and took after him.  Grandmother saw what was happening and grabbed the cow by the horns and threw it to the ground and saved my Father's life.  It is amazing the strength one gets when it is necessary to save a loved one's life!
One morning, while tracting on his mission, Dad and his companion were both inspired to take a certain street.  When they had gone two blocks, they saw a lady standing in front of her house.  As they came by her, she asked if they were looking for somebody.  They told her who they were.  She said, "You know, something within me kept telling me to wait out here because somebody was coming to meet me and you look like the men.  Have you had breakfast?"  They said "no."  She said that she had breakfast all ready and for them to come in.  They stayed in her house three days and explained the gospel to her.  They left tracts and the Book of Mormon.  They then went on up the valley and on their return she had read everything and wanted to be baptized along with her two children.  Her husband joined a few years later.  This lady's name was Sister Vickory, who became a very active leader in the church and was one of the first Relief Society Presidents in Seattle.
Dad then spent the winter in Seattle; holding many street meetings.  He and three other Elders formed a quartet to sing at the street meetings.  They would get sometimes as many as two or three hundred people at a time listening to them.  They would take turns giving the talk for the meeting.
Later on President Ballard sent his son, Russell Ballard, with Dad to Everett, Washington.  One day Pres. Ballard stopped to visit them, and then he took the train for Spokane, Washington.  When the train got to the top of the mountain range, it stopped for an hour.  Pres. Ballard said that he was impressed to discontinue his trip and not stay on the train.  He returned to Everett.  The next morning they read in the paper where the train, that he had been in, had been hit by a snow slide and many were killed!
While studying for Dentistry, it was necessary for Dad to work full time during the summer.  That first summer he got a job at Skagget Dam.  His job was on the graveyard shift... his job being to load rock on a flat which was taken by a crane and dumped.  The rocks were then broken up by dynamite shots.  The boss came to him one night and advised him to go up to the coffee shanty and take the place of the man that had just left.  He said, "This is no place for you."  Dad was about the only white man except the boss.  The next night, Dad didn't report for work, but went to the coffee shanty.  About two hours after work started, he heard a blast of dynamite and, in a few minutes, men came who were carrying several men who had been killed by the blast.  These men were working where Dad was removed from the job.  One of the dynamite shots didn't go off until the man taking Dad's place picked into it with his pick.  It was providential that Dad was changed from that place... and we are grateful to our Heavenly Father for his protecting care.
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OTTOSEN LUKE POSTERITY

1. OTTOSEN LUKE was born 21 Apr 1895 at Junction, Piute, Utah.  He married EDNA MATILDA DILLON, dau of CHARLES CLARENCE DILLON and FLORA MaCAULAY on 28 May 1932.  She was born 21 May 1904 at Round Island, C Briton, N-Sc.
Their children:
2. ROSALIND MARTINA LUKE was born 24 Nov 1933 at Twin Falls, Twin Falls, Idaho.   She married ROSS EUGENE CROSBY, son of KENT MILLER CROSBY and JANICE MAY HYDE on 16 July 1954.  He was born 6 June 1928 at Evanston, Unt, Wyoming.
Their children:
3. CHRISTOPHER CROSBY was born 18 Nov 1955 at Munich, Germany.  
3. CYNTHIA KAYE CROSBY was born 20 Nov 1957 at San Francisco, San Francisco, California.  
3. CHERIE ANNE CROSBY was born 26 Jan 1959 at San Francisco, San Francisco, California.  
3. CAMERON TODD CROSBY was born 27 Dec 1960 at San Francisco, San Francisco, California.  
3. CELESTE CORRINE CROSBY was born 5 July 1964 at Walnut Creek, C. Costa, California.
2. MERILYN FLORA LUKE was born 12 Feb 1935 at Twin Falls, Twin Falls, Idaho She married DEVON ORVILLE STANFIELD, son of ORVILLE HEBER STANFIELD and RITA CASE on 11 Jan 1960.  He was born 10 Aug 1931 at Salt Lake City, Salt Lake, Utah.  He died 9 Aug 1967.
Their children:
3. KELLY KEVIN STANFIELD was born 5 Nov 1961 at Hollywood, Los Angeles, California.  
3. DENISE DAWN STANFIELD was born 2 July 1963 at Hollywood, Los Angeles, California. 
3. RUSTIN REED STANFIELD was born 25 May 1965 at Hollywood, Los Angeles, California. 
3. JENNIFER JANE STANFIELD was born 4 Aug 1966 at Hollywood, Los Angeles, California.
2. STEVE ELMO LUKE was born 27 July 1936 at Twin Falls, Twin Falls, Idaho.   He married NORMA RAE RANDLE, dau of THOMAS RANDLE JR. and NORMA DE ETTE STAPLEY on 20 Sep 1958.  She was born 15 Oct 1936 at Eureka, Juab, Utah.  They were divorced.
Their children:
3. THOMAS STEVEN LUKE was born 29 June 1959 at San Francisco, San Francisco, California.  
3. LAURIE JO LUKE was born 6 July 1961 at Walnut Creek, C. Costa, California.
2. ARLO DILLON LUKE was born 9 May 1938 at Twin Falls, Twin Falls, Idaho.   He married JACQUELINE SUE BROWN, dau of ROBERT HOWARD BROWN and DOROTHY DEAN BAER on 5 Sep 1957.   She was born 15 June 1938 at Jerome, Jerome, Idaho
Their children:
3. MICHELLE SUE LUKE was born 1 Aug 1958 at Pocatello, Bannock, Idaho. 
3. LORI ANN LUKE was born 25 Oct 1959 at Pocatello, Bannock, Idaho.  
3. ERIC THAYNE LUKE was born 22 Feb 1962 at Pocatello, Bannock, Idaho. 
3. SUZANNE LUKE was born 26 Mar 1964 at Pocatello, Bannock, Idaho.
2. NOEL DILLON LUKE was born 12 Nov 1940 at Twin Falls, Twin Falls, Idaho.  
2. ROICE DILLON LUKE was born 17 Oct 1942 at Twin Falls, Twin Falls, Idaho.   He married NEDRA JOANNE MERRICK, dau of WILLIAM COLIN MERRICK and MARCELLA MAE FLETCHER on 2 Apr 1966.  She was born 23 Apr 1941 at Oakland, Alameda, California.


Chapter 16
Personal history by
ISABELLE LUKE RUST

Isabelle Luke Rust

"It 's a girl!"  Word was quickly passed to the family as the fourth girl and eleventh child of William Haydock Luke and Anne Martina Ottosen saw the light of day.  Seven boys and only three girls had come to the home of the "Will" Luke family.  I have been told there was appropriate rejoicing that another girl had arrived.  I was that baby girl.  Three more boys came to bless this wonderful home, but I held the honor of Baby Sister all through the years.  In fact, I still do.  I have always said "I fought my way through life," and I mean that literally.  Two brothers just older	 than I and three just younger made life extremely interesting and I assure you they had to be full grown before they could make me meet their terms.
I was born August 14, 1897 in Junction, Piute County, Utah.  I do not remember too much about the log home on the east side of the river, but a few things stand out very clearly in my mind:
The first song I remember singing was to my beloved teacher, Alice Hayes Morrill, and family.
I remember having to hold up my dress as I walked across the floor to stand by mother's knee.  I think it must have been my "night dress."
I can still see the sod covered cellar. To me the important treasure of this cellar was the luscious clabber, topped by a quarter inch crown of golden cream.
There was a sort of chopping block in the center of this cellar, a solid stump father had leveled and trimmed to set the pans on while being skimmed. It was to this table we would carry the pan of clabbered milk.  We would bring with us spoons, honey or molasses or sugar, whichever was our choice (or all we had).  We would spread this over the cream, then with each spoonful we would scoop up delicious mouthfuls of clabber, cream and sugar.  Little wonder the boys got such a good start on their 240 pound adulthood.
I think it was soon after Lorenzo Franklin's birth that we moved to the wonderful new lumber home on the west side of the river.  Three big rooms and a lean-too for a kitchen; rough lumber but with beautiful big windows through which we could see far down the valley; planed lumber floors were indeed a luxury.
The front of the house facing south was raised about two feet from the ground.  There was a landing and two steps down to the ground.  This was my favorite jumping off place to start me on my race to the top of a round, rock covered hill.  A path had been formed from numerous trips to the top where we could rest on a round, flat-topped rock.  I never "just walked" either way; always ran as fast as I could run and I was as sure footed as a deer.  I never remember losing my footing.  How I loved my "look out" point and the exhilaration of the run.
I became eight years old the year my father left for his mission in May 1905.  Somehow, I didn't get baptized, so, the Saturday before fast meeting, after my ninth birthday, I walked the three miles into town and was baptized by Bishop John Stoney in the City Canal just above the head gates in the southwest edge of town.  I then walked a mile down to my Uncle John's home to stay that Saturday night.
I was baptized Elizabeth Martina Luke, the name father had given me when he gave me my name and blessing; Elizabeth because he suddenly remembered the harlot, Isabelle, in the Book of Mormon, so couldn't bring himself to name his baby daughter that.  But I was always called Isabelle or "Is".  When Bishop Stoney confirmed me, he didn’t bother to ask my name but confirmed me Isabelle Martina.  After the meeting, I walked the three miles back to the ranch.
Now, search as I will, I cannot find any record of my baptism--Junction, Kingston, Stake records--no record of my baptism--no minutes for fast meetings for July, August or September 1906--so what to do? ? ? ?
Father left for a mission to the Western States six weeks after the last son and fourteenth child was born, Alton Armond.  As he was preparing to leave, he took hold of my hands and looking me straight in the eyes he said, "Now Belle, I shall hold you responsible for my little boy, Orral, until I return home."  Those words rang through my ears and heart until I was beside myself with apprehensions.  Never did I let him out of my sight for one minute unless he was asleep or someone else promised to look after him.
One day I left him for a few minutes while he was playing by the side of the house.  When I returned, he was nowhere to be found.  I ran everywhere calling and weeping.  Mother and all the rest of the family came to my aid.  It must have been only minutes that we searched and called, but it seemed an eternity to me.  Finally I started down the cellar steps --an outside cellar dug down under ground with earthen steps--and there he was, stretched out on one of the lower steps, asleep.
My family began to wonder if I, myself, would last until the return of father.  No one will ever know the relief I experienced when at last I turned my baby brother over to his father and I was relieved of this terrible responsibility.
My oldest brother, Will, and his wife, LaVenia, moved into the log house so that he could take over the ranch responsibilities while father was away.  But mother was not one to relinquish responsibility.
It was not only the foot bridge I was concerned about the day we received word a flood was coming down the river; I was worried about a bed of beautiful water cress growing along a  stream of fresh water bubbling out from rocks, right at the base of the black ridge.  This was my special love.  How many times I had run along the narrow path winding past the log house a few yards south of the new lumber house, past the boarded up spring where we dipped water to supply the house, following the trail up the side hill to avoid a marshy stretch, around the lake, past the foot bridge to my own beloved watercress bed hidden by tall grasses, wild flowers and willow trees.
Usually, mother would not remember she wanted watercress until the men folk began to sit up to the table.  Then she would say, "Run quick, Belle," --and I would run like the wind.
But, getting back to the flood, while the rest of the family climbed to a vantage point on the knoll, I ran to see what was happening to my precious watercress spring.  When I arrived, the muddy, swirling water was already even with the high banks on either side of the spring.
I was standing there half sick, when all of a sudden my feet went out from under me and I found myself being pulled and tugged at by the force of the torrent, which was boiling down the river bed.  My first thought was, "I'm going to drown," but as I was being pulled out by the current, I caught hold of a slender willow lying on the surface of the water.  It was so small I had little hope it would hold me.  I grasped it with both hands and held on with all my strength.  The eddy of the water seemed to ease and I grasped the willow further along, first with one hand and then the other, until I was able to climb out on the grassy bank again.
I didn't waste any time getting away from there.  I climbed upon the hill some distance from where my mother was and there I stayed until my clothes were dry.  I am not sure my mother ever knew about this episode which Kevin Rust says isn't right.  "You should tell your mother everything," he admonished me. This is the favorite bedtime story my grandchildren ask for when they say, "Tell us a story about when you were a little girl." I had the distinct honor of accompanying my brother, George, when he took his sweetheart, Della Connel, into Salt Lake City, to be married in the Temple, a most wonderful experience.  I rode the train for the first time at age nine.
I was just budding into young womanhood when my father was notified his property was to be included in a reservoir site.  Of course we had little to say about it.  So we moved permanently into Junction.
The big frame school building was built just across the street south from our home.  Our pump on the well near the southeast corner of our house was in great demand during school hours. Mother had school children literally overrunning the place.
I think our living so near to the school house is responsible for my habit of waiting until the last minute to go places.  We had the two bottom boards of the fence cut out so that there was an opening about two feet high and eighteen inches wide.  When I would hear the bell ring, I would run for the hole in the fence.  It seems I have spent a great part of my life running.
My beloved brother, John Pendleton, took over my training during the two years I spent in the sixth grade.  I had been promoted from the fourth grade into the sixth grade.  At this important transitional period of schooling, the results were disastrous, thus my two years in sixth grade.  John was a most congenial, understanding, and well informed instructor.
Ottosen and I graduated from the eighth grade together.  "Ott" had had to stay out of school so much of the time to help father with the farm work, he had gotten behind his class.
I shall never forget how happy I was when Principal D. H. Robinson told me I was exempt from taking the county examination for graduation from the eighth grade.  He asked me if I'd like to take it--I was scared stiff--I likely would have failed had I taken it.
My first year in high school, I attended the Murdock Academy, situated just east of Beaver, Beaver County, Utah.  Clinton, Ottosen, and I lived on what was called "God's Corner."
I didn't get to school the next year until after the Christmas holidays, when Jessie, Clinton, and I went to Provo.  Clinton was a basketball star, so we attended all athletic events with ringside seats.
Brother Rhinard Measer had transferred from the Murdock Academy to the B. Y. U. as President.  When I went to him for an interview, he said, "I'm sure you could do some back work in English and Religion and get a full year's credit in those two subjects."  I said I'd do my best.  I got the credit but the hours and hours of hard work that went into it, I shall never forget.
My third year in high school I spent at the North Cache High in Richmond, Utah, situated a few miles north of Logan; school year for 1915-16.  My beloved brother-in-law, John Pendleton, and sweet sister, Hazel, took me into their home, fed me, and cared for me like I was their own daughter.  My sister, Cleo, and her family and brother, Melvin, and his family, were living in Logan where Melvin and Alma were attending the Agricultural College.  It was a wonderful year of strengthening family solidarity and welcoming new members: Anna Pendleton, Lamar Esplin and Clare Luke.  The arrival of Anna, while John was after the doctor, frightened away any aspirations I might have entertained of becoming a nurse.
The rest of my schooling was received at the Branch Agricultural College at Cedar City.  Again I stayed with Hazel and John.  I received my high school diploma and a two year normal certificate from the B.A.C.  I was now eligible to teach in the elementary grades of Utah for two years.
The night I graduated from high school shall long be remembered.  I was asked to sing a solo in the graduation exercises.  I had memorized the words of the song, but when I walked out on the stage and stood in the center while the accompanist played the prelude, my mind became a complete blank.  I couldn't remember one word.  I stood there terrified.  When the accompanist struck the last chord, the words began to automatically flow from my lips.
I was accepted for a teaching job in Junction as the fourth grade teacher.  By the time I returned to teach, the school district had built a beautiful new school building in the west part of town.
I also ran for the job of County Treasurer and won the election.  My father did all the work--I signed the necessary papers, etc., but as the Republican Party leaders said, "I got the office for my father.  He was much better qualified for the work than I."
It was during the second year of teaching that Woodruff Rust returned from a mission to the Northern States.  My girl friend, who was post mistress, told me how handsome he was.  I had known him at the Murdock Academy--so, when I took a trip to Bryce Canyon before returning home from school convention, held at Panguitch, Garfield County, I purchased a picture card of the Canyon and sent it to Elder Rust, inviting him to call on me should he pass through Junction.

Woodruff Rust and Isabelle Martina Luke Rust
This was the beginning of my real life's mission.  He didn't lose any time in accepting my invitation or in pressing his suit, for we were married less than a year later, the 3rd of October; 1923, in the St. George Temple.
Part of our honeymoon was spent in the Kaibab Forest at the Rust Saw Mill.  Woodruff stayed rather close, to help me become acquainted with the art of camp cooking.  Then came the day I was left to my own devices.
Everything went fine until I put the biscuits in the oven of a four lid camp stove, twenty minutes before time for dinner.
Time came for the men to come to dinner.  The biscuits were as white as when I put them in the oven.
I was absolutely prostrate with fright when Woodruff arrived.  I hadn't known there were two doors on the stove.  The door next to the wall had stood ajar all this time.
We lived in the Highway Hotel that winter where we assisted Woodruff's parent, who were managing the Hotel.  Woodruff took over the management of the Hotel the next spring when his parents moved to the V. T. Ranch.
Our first child, Anna Belle, was born at the home of Mrs. Laura Broadbent, who conducted a Maternity Home in Kanab.  I was ill for some months after her birth so I wasn't much help to Woodruff in the management of the Hotel.  We let the lease expire that fall and spent the winter in Provo.
For the next eleven years the V. T. Ranch was our summer home.  The V. T. Ranch was in the Kaibab Forest, 13 miles north of the North Rim of the Grand Canyon.  V. T. was the cattle brand of a ranch situated a half mile north of the Tourist Ranch.  V. T. Ranch was known for its hot biscuits, fig preserves and informal evening programs.  These programs were held at first around a crackling pinewood bonfire and later around an equally fascinating pine fire in the huge fire place in the lodge.
There was little else needed to captivate the tourists than to have the local cowboys appear, dressed in their fancy hats, boots, shirts and Levi's, to croon their western and cow trail ballads, strumming their own accompaniment on their guitars, spiced at intervals with "Tall Tales" of life on the Kaibab by Hade Church and Uncle Billie Crosby, other local characters.
The tourists and we natives alike were thrilled with the large herds of deer that would feed in the lush pastures below the lodge.
Our picture cards read, "Where the deer come to see the tourists."
During the winter of 1926, according to orders from my doctor brother, Odeen, we went to Salt Lake City to reside and receive special medical care.  Our son, Woodruff DeMar, was born in the L.D.S. Hospital the 12th of February.
He was a handsome brown-eyed dark complexioned young man.  The next evening after he arrived, his Grandfather Rust was in the room when the nurse brought the baby to me.  As she laid my son in my arms, wrapped in a soft white blanket, grandfather said, "Are you sure that is my grandson? I don't want a red-headed girl brought here.  This is my only grandson."
As he said that, I opened the blanket, and to my horror, there laid a red-headed girl in my arms.  The commotion that followed was commensurate with the tragic implications of what might have been the result.  When I calmed down sufficiently to think rationally, I was sure I could recognize my son.
It was reported, on the grapevine, that the poor little probationary nurse who made this serious mistake, was suspended.
I remained in Kanab the spring of 1927.  In May of that year, I received word from the Luke Family Organization that there was to be a Luke family reunion to be held in Junction the first part of June.  I immediately notified them that it would be impossible for me to attend since my third child was expected at that time.
Word came back that that was not a legitimate excuse since I had a brother who was a doctor and a sister who was a trained nurse.  Thus we have LaRue, for Luke Reunion, born the 6th of June, 1927 in Junction, Piute County, Utah.
We had not as yet built a home in Kanab.  Each fall we would rent a house, to live in, on our return from the mountain.  Shirley was born the 10th of January, 1929 in the Woolley house; MarLeah the 10th of April, 1931, in the Bowman house; William Luke the 16th of December 1932 and ValDean Pratt the 28th of November, 1934 in the White house daddy had built.  Maida was born in the Kanab Hospital the 13th of October, 1936.  We were then living in a larger home on the hill east of the high school; a home we built with the money we received from the sale of the V. T. Ranch during the winter of 1935.
When we arrived in Kanab the fall of 1923, Woodruff and I were asked to serve on the Stake M.I.A. Board, Woodruff as 2nd Counselor and I as choral music director.  We continued with this work until 1934, when Woodruff was made 2nd Counselor in the Stake Presidency and I was made 2nd Counselor the Stake Primary Board.
Woodruff was the only member of the Kanab Stake Presidency living in Kanab.  It was our great privilege and blessing to entertain the visiting General Authorities of the Church when they came to Kanab for quarterly conferences.
When Brother Melvin J. Ballard arrived at our home on one such assignment, after looking over my little family, small in stature, numerous in number, he comforted me by assuring me there would be no need to worry about the children disturbing him when he retired to his room.  He had trained himself to relax completely, he said.  When he was leaving for the first meeting, he said to me, "Sister, I shall expect to see you at every meeting you are to attend.  Bread and milk will be sufficient if that is all you can prepare and be in attendance at your meetings.  I do not want to meet my Father in Heaven and have him say to me--you kept a good woman home from her meetings to cook food for you."
In 1941 I was made President of the Stake Y.W.M.I.A., which office was terminated when we moved to Salem, Utah County, Utah in 1943.
Mate Tietjen had a beautiful soprano voice.  I sang alto or second part.  We sang together in church functions, weddings, operas and political campaigns.  We truly had many choice experiences.
In November, 1928, I was asked to sing in a community opera.  The part I was to take was that of a queen who was to be dressed in loose flowing robes.  I consented to do the part and for weeks attended rehearsals.  When my daughter, Shirley, was born the 10th of January, 1929, Mate came scolding through the front door of my house, "I hear you have a baby girl--I just don't believe it!"  From that time forward, Uncle Dave Rust dubbed me "Madam Schuman Heink."
Our move to Salem was during the period of the Second World War.  When the Armistice was signed and DeMar returned from Germany, he chose to go on a mission before continuing his education.
It was at this time I applied for a substitute teaching position in the Nebo School District.  Because of the acute shortage of teachers, I was made a regular teacher and taught in the district for six years.
I also had beginner piano students during these years, all of which assisted us greatly in accomplishing one of the great purposes of our moving to Utah County--that of making more accessible the opportunities for college education.  Our sons and daughters took advantage of their opportunities.  All but one attended the Brigham Young University.  Four of them graduated from that institution, three went on to receive a Masters Degree and one is receiving his Doctorate this year 1967.
As is the case in all wards in the L. D. S. Church, we were put to work immediately upon our arrival in Salem.  I was asked to be the Singing Mothers director and continued in this work until the ward was divided in 1956.  I also served as choral music director on the Palmyra Stake Relief Society Board for five years.

Rust Family Home- Salem Utah

Back Row L to R:  Larue, Annabelle, Valdean, Demar, William, Shirley, Marleah
Front Row:  Maida, Woodruff, Isabelle

In October, 1957, we moved into an apartment on North Temple in Salt Lake City, directly across the street from the Genealogical Library.  Here I spent many hours searching and endeavoring to extend the lines of my Luke and Perkins ancestry, but without success.
It was at eleven p.m. the night of January 10th, 1957, that I received a telephone call informing me of the automobile accident which resulted in the death of my eldest son, Woodruff DeMar.  My first words were, "Not DeMar; he was worthy of protection."  He was "worthy" to go, which perhaps is even more important.
My husband became interested in research, so I assisted him during the years of 1958 and 1959 researching on the "Rust" lines.  We had wonderful success in extending and proving his many lines. I said many times, "Names were GIVEN him."  It was not long before I understood the reason for his phenomenal success.  He had so little time left in which to do this work.  He passed away the 24th of June, 1960.
Perhaps he can summarize "our lives" together....as we read his LAST ENTRY IN HIS DIARY:

Tues--May 3, 1960
65 years today.  Going back to Hanksville, Wayne Co., Utah, a Homestead in the Wilderness; no neighbors within miles, no doctors, no nurses, no hospitals.  What has been accomplished in the short span of 65 years!
Mother had lost two precious babies already.  She had appealed to her fellow church members for their prayers in her behalf.  Father had pleaded with the Lord to spare them a child.  Mother had already asked the Patriarch for a blessing.
So that was a day of Thanksgiving on the William Rust plantation.
Today--May 3, 1960--What changes time hath wrought!
Our eldest child, AnnaBelle, the mother of 4 strapping sons and a modest daughter.  They live in Tucson, Arizona. where Clyde is Institute Director and is working to receive his Doctor's Degree in Educational Administration.
They have driven all the way up here, 900 miles, to see me when they learned that I was sick.
LaRue's husband, James Stewart, also obtained his M.D. at the University of Utah.
DeMar our eldest son, now deceased, graduated from the Brigham Young University.  He never married.
Shirley, the happy one, with her family of four.  Her husband, Chester Stone, also a musician, is teaching in the Pleasant Grove High School.
MarLeah was next.  She didn't marry until she was twenty seven because of school and having filled a mission for the Church.  She now has a son and her husband is teaching music in a junior high school. (Dean Hailstone)
I skipped William Luke, our next oldest son with his wife Ramona and his two children.  He is a teacher in a special field--Speech Therapy--in Nebo District.
ValDean Pratt Rust--We usually leave him until the last because he isn't married.  He has seen more of the world, had more rare and exquisite experiences, etc. but is still not satisfied.  He has been invited to go to Austria this summer on a student training program.  He will teach in the Murray School District this year.
Sounds like we are pretty well taken care of for teachers.
Not the least of which is our youngest and most enthusiastic child, Maida, She is getting her Master's degree at the University of Utah in Dance.  She will teach next year at Purdue University.  She is married to Arlen L. Withers, a former missionary in the British Isles and now employed with Zion’s First National Bank.
Tonight Isabelle and Maida will be at the Temple making up sheets for a Sealing Session.  Marleah is going through for Endowments for the dead with some associates.  They go once each month.
ValDean just arrived.  He has Reserve meeting at Fort Douglas, so his mother is rushing around to get his clothes cleaned, pressed, etc.
We received the nicest letters from Uncle George (in shaky hand) and Aunt Edna.
So passes another eventful May 3rd.  A good sample of an average day.
Just had a bounteous meal, beef steak, fresh asparagus tips, milk from contented cows.
Say, what about that??  I'm going to miss a lot of pleasantries--Those poor people who have passed on, no ice cream, no pat on the brow by a loving wife, no chance to make things, to create oddities, and worst of all, no opportunity to do work in the Genealogical Library. 

MY TESTIMONY
I have always enjoyed my work in the auxiliary organizations of the Church.  I feel that the crowning service of my life is the glorious privilege I have in searching for my noble ancestors.
Vicarious work MUST be done for these, our beloved progenitors, that they might be eligible to inherit a place in the Kingdom of our Father in Heaven.  This, of course, is dependent upon their acceptance of the gospel of Jesus Christ.
I ask myself, "Was it for this purpose that my life was spared following a very serious operation in 1948?" Soon after I was returned to my room, I began sinking into oblivion.  I would revive only to blank out again and again.  When the Elders laid their hands upon my head, my beloved husband acting as voice, I felt a healing essence flow through my body from the crown of my head... even into my finger-tips and the tips of my toes.  I was healed instantly! ... and from that moment, there was no more distress or pain.
It is through my wonderful family, my children and their choice companions, that my life has reached the high summit of happiness and fulfillment that I now enjoy.  I am thankful for their many fine accomplishments, for their desires to uphold the principles of the gospel and to adhere to its teachings.  I am proud of the devotion and the unending effort they give to perform the labors of their choice.
I am grateful for my beautiful grandchildren, who shower me with so much love and tenderness.
THESE INDEED ARE MY GREAT JOYS.
     ----- Isabelle Luke Rust

"THESE INDEED ARE MY GREAT JOYS"
You can tell the depth of a person's love by the magnitude of the sacrifices that person is or has been willing to make in behalf of those she loves.
The depth of my mother's love for her children has indeed been characterized by tremendous sacrifice and service in their behalf.
     ----- William Luke Rust

Can you picture, with us, her family, a beautiful woman, filled with love and devotion, patience, knowledge, the ability to understand and inspire, with ceaseless energy, talent and more patience? The mother of eight devoted children, who love her with all their hearts, who pray daily that they can be the parents they know their mother expects them to be.
Always a lady, gracious and warm.  The image of her straight back, silver-white hair (she became gray prematurely, so this is how we naturally picture her), blue eyes that immediately make you feel loved and accepted, her soft spoken words tell you that she is a woman of education and refinement... yet, like all of her brothers and sisters, she has a keen sense of humor.
Music has played a great role in the life of our mother.  In return, she has deeply touched the lives of many through music.  The kindness and warmth of her personality has found expression through the clear, simple tones of her voice since she was a young girl.
     ----- Anna Belle Rust

LETTER WRITTEN TO MOTHER FROM DeMAR WHILE WORKING IN EL TIGRE, VENEZUELA.  (HE WAS KILLED JANUARY 1957)
Monday, May 10th, 1954
My Dearest Mother,
I didn't discover until late last night that it was Mother's Day Sunday and I want to pay tribute, even though it is a day late... My mother, whose motherly love has always been poured out on her family in such abundance that it would seem it might exhaust itself, and yet it came and came.  There was always some to spare on every child in the neighborhood and out of the neighborhood.
My mother, who was a blessing of talent and that talent was magnified and glorified by her exercising it at every request and through every appointment.  What a thirst for good things and knowledge she has shown and now it has stimulated her family and improved every hour.  But above all and from whence comes our greatest debt to her is the strictness and diligence in which she has adhered to the narrow line of the gospel.  We are sure she was of the group reserved because of their righteousness to come forth in this time.
Memories with her are among the treasures she has given us.  Sitting in the shadows by a campfire, I heard and knew her sweet voice as she sang into the thoughts and dreams of boys camping as scouts and how proud I was, yet I blushed and squirmed at the nudges of my friends.  Sharing the early morning chores with her in warm summers and snowy winters and being rescued from a snow slide because of her ever presence.
Representing the Priesthood with her as she taught our neighbors of gospel things, And in latter years, of being away from her, those usually rushed yet thorough preparations of "going" and the joy of being home on the "comings."
We have enjoyed evenings at home varying from sitting in the kitchen with our feet in the cook stove oven listening to the radio, to lounging on the living room sofa looking at T. V. And which do we remember with most affection? Of course, those in Kanab in the kitchen or sitting on the porch in the summer time in the sweet embrace of our mother.
Well, today I had a few minutes of missing my mother as I, all thumbsy, tried to put a patch over a worn-out place in my pants.  The patch is on, but only being careful will keep it there!
Yours lovingly with respect,
     ----- DeMar

TELEGRAM MOTHER'S DAY, 1967
NO ONE GETS CREDIT FOR JUST BEING A MOTHER.  WE LOVE YOU FOR YOUR FIERY ARDOR SPIRIT INTELLIGENCE IMAGINATION FAIRNESS WARMTH BEAUTIFUL VOICE AND BAKED BREAD.  I KNOW YOU ARE REDISCOVERING YOURSELF AS AN INDIVIDUAL AND A WOMAN.  I'M EXPECTING EXTRAORDINARY THINGS FROM YOU.
LOVE, LaRue

I would like to give just a touch of what your life has been all about -the family.  In fact, "you" have been incidental to these few pages, and I think that is about what your life has been...going about your business...without any splash and concern that you are the center of all, and in the process molding a family that is a pretty fair showpiece.  I could well say:
THE RUSTS HAVE LONG BEEN A SATURDAY MORNING FAMILY
Dad always rose early Saturday mornings and saved the family doing the chores.  The children this special day lay abed until the nine o'clock smell of bacon, the crack and splatter of eggs being fried, and the visions of pancakes and syrup... enticing us into the friendly, cheery kitchen.  Mother used only one pan, making three hot cakes at once and flipping one on each person's plate every three rounds.  This probably, more than anything, cast a spell of expectancy and lengthened out the Saturday morning breakfast hour almost until noon.  MarLeah most often acted as the catalyst agent in unraveling high points of "last night's game..." When MarLeah wasn't probing the family, then mother was... But as the morning and conversation wore pleasantly on, pancake batter gone, chairs tilted back, one member or another would see Boyd herding cattle down at Kelly's or Cliff Jorgenson driving the team to the field and would feel little "pricklings" of guilt for idling the morning away.
Mother did not fret about rumpled beds and unhoed fields; for between pancakes and swallows of milk, through questions about the "big" game or dance, she knew a family was weaving itself tighter and tighter.... 
     ----- Val Dean Rust

I can see Mother sitting on that 1 legged stool, brushing the cow and saying "Soo Beauty Soo," and I can see her down in the garden weeding and watering with that old hat on and the perspiration dripping from her chin, and two different times we had to come and help her get home in bed because of her back.
I can see her running across the school yard after the kids who had stolen watermelons to take on their class hikes.
I can remember us each taking turns kneeling at her knees to say our prayers, and how she would caress our hair as we said them.  How she would weep on Christmas morning when she found that we were all delighted with our presents.
I can see Daddy pulling her down on his lap and reaching up to hold her chin in his hand while he kissed her gently on the lips.  She has always been such a beautiful person, especially when she was all dressed up.
I can remember us all piled in on top of mom and dad on that old bed...I wonder how it ever held up under the weight.
I remember as a child going to Junction before Thanksgiving and going out to Kingston to Uncle Will's farm and he would tell us kids that if we caught a turkey, we could keep it to take home for Thanksgiving dinner.  It is so vivid in my mind of all of us lunging at those turkeys and the dust flying..!
For some reason, I grew up thinking that Aunt Jessie had a spanking machine of some kind in her home.  I don't remember whatever happened or what I heard as a child to give me that idea.  I was pretty big, before I found out that she really didn't have one!
And those wonderful family reunions at Deer Creek!  I can remember the wreck Anna Belle and Charles were in and how Uncle Mond took right over and got things straightened out... how lucky we were to have a "patrolman uncle!"
One thing that lingers in my heart about the Lukes is the warm love and hugging and kissing that went on among young and old alike at those gatherings.  The wonderful stories that were told over and over... yet we never tired of them.
     ----- Shirley Rust Stone

I'll never forget the fact that no matter what time it was when someone came to visit, mom would fix them something to eat.  One day she was gone when Uncle Mond stopped by.  DeMar asked me to fix something.  When I said there wasn't anything, he replied, "Well then, go to the store.  You know mother never lets anyone go without giving them something to eat!"
I remember mother admonished us to always be thoughtful and kind and especially not to lower ourselves and be rude if someone was unkind to us.  I remember that instead of spanking us when we did something wrong, we would just sit down and talk it over.  I always thought I would rather had had a hundred spankings than to just sit and talk!
And then there were her piano students.  The worst part of it all was when mom would sing the notes, with some of the kids, to help them keep on the right notes.   How awful when some of them couldn't tell that they were playing differently than mother was singing!
This was the special kind of home we lived in, a home full of love and warmth, a home where your friends liked to come!
     ----- MarLeah Rust Hailstone

Remembering the daily chore of baking eight loaves of beautiful bread and churning cream to rich yellow butter to spread on top gives one a feeling of accomplishment...soaking in the warmth of love and satisfaction that comes from the smell of freshly baked bread, then sinking one's teeth into the melting butter or sweet cream smothered with honey on top of an inch or two of thickly sliced hot bread!
Remembering also the summer months and the canning of at least 1100 quarts of fruit and vegetables, most of which were raised in our own orchard and garden.  All this done on a hot and crackling wood burning stove.  The water for the weekly laundry heated in a large #2 tub on top of this same stove.  The mountains of clothes Mother would wash and hang out to dry!  This procedure took a full day each week.
The hours spent sewing every article of clothing we would wear when we were small, then not so small for us girls.  You can imagine how proud we were of those beautiful articles of love and care.
She wasn't a strong woman, but the strength she demanded of her body was received through pure determination.  As a child she received a back injury and many are the times I have seen my mother fall to the floor from weakness and, I think, pure exhaustion, unable to get up again without the help and assistance of a chair, a door knob, or someone's arm.
Mother loves to read and study, and so, like the other members of the Luke family, she has the ability to understand those things she is studying.  If you ask, she will explain them so there is no question in your mind as to its message.  She can remember details without question, and the great histories of her loved ones are the joy of her life.
How she loves and admires her ancestors.  She has worked for years searching for their histories, recording them and having their work completed so that they may continue their lives as an eternal family.  The hours and the years this has taken!
Yes, Isabelle Martina Luke, is our queen... humble, beautiful and majestic.  She has dedicated her life to her husband, her family and to her Father in Heaven.
     ----- Anna Belle Rust Davis

Her "special abilities" are:
Her great thirst for knowledge and her desire to understand truth in the gospel and in the world about her.
Her ability to see all viewpoints and yet stand graciously firm in the defense of what she believes to be right.
Her love and respect for all people and her ability to relate to people from diverse backgrounds and social levels.
Her sweet dignity as a human being, sincerely concerned about the welfare of others.
Her energy to pursue diverse interests and her ability to complete all tasks.
Her inspiration to seek things beyond the kitchen stove and washing machine.
Her sense of humor coupled with an overabundance of pride in the family name.
Her love for her family.
     ----- Maida Rust Withers

 
Isabelle with Other Teachers (Second from the Left)

Isabelle on Left with Hazel and Jessie

Isabelle with Ottosen

Isabelle Martina Luke Rust
ISABELLE MARTINA LUKE POSTERITY

1. ISABELLE MARTINA LUKE was born 14 Aug 1897 at Junction, Piute, Utah.  She married WOODRUFF RUST, son of WILLIAM SLAUSON RUST and SARAH GARDNER on 3 Oct 1923. He was born 31 May 1895 at Hanksville, Wayne, Utah and died 24 June 1960.  He was buried at Manti, Utah.
Their children:
2. ANNA BELLE RUST was born 7 Aug 1924 at Kanab, Kane, Utah. She married HORACE CLYDE DAVIS, son of RAY DAVIS and MARY ELIZABETH CHRISTENSEN on 29 May 1944.
Their children:
3. RODNEY CLYDE DAVIS was born 22 Aug 1945 at Payson, Utah, Utah.
3. WADE RUST DAVIS was born 13 Nov 1946 at Payson, Utah, Utah.
3. STEVEN C. DAVIS was born 3 June 1950 at Price, Crbn, Utah.
3. DOUGLAS RAY DAVIS was born 10 Dec 1951 at Provo, Utah, Utah.
3. CYNTHIA ANN DAVIS was born 16 Aug 1956 at Provo, Utah, Utah.
3. REBECCA SUE DAVIS was born 11 Aug 1967.
2. WOODRUFF DeMAR RUST was born 12 Feb 1926 at Salt Lake City, Salt Lake, Utah and died 10 Jan 1957.   He was buried at Manti, Utah.
2. LaRUE RUST was born 6 June 1927 at Junction, Piute, Utah.  She married JAMES COLMAN STEWART, son of J. FRANK STEWART and EDITH ROSELL  on 3 Oct. 1952.  They divorced. No children.
2. SHIRLEY RUST was born 10 Jan 1929 at Kanab, Kane, Utah.  She married CHESTER AMMON STONE, son of AMMON OLIVER STONE and ROYCIE ARVILLA SHEFFIELD on 7 June 1950.  He was born 26 Jan 1919 at Salem, Utah, Utah.
Their children:
3. SANDRA STONE was born 11 Jan 1953 at Spanish: Fork, Utah, Utah.  
3. SHIRL AMMON STONE was born 7 May 1955 at Spanish Fork, Utah, Utah.  
3. CALVIN DUANE STONE was born 7 Apr 1957 at Spanish Fork, Utah, Utah.  
3. CRAIGE DEMAR STONE was born 6 Mar 1960 at Spanish Fork, Utah, Utah.
2. MAR LEAH RUST was born 10 Apr 1931 at Kanab, Kane, Utah.  She married DEAN LUFKIN HAILSTONE, son of PAUL LUFKIN HAILSTONE and RETTA GORDON on 21 Apr 1927.  He was born 21 Apr 1927 at Logan, Cache, Utah.
Their children:
3. DEAN LUKE HAILSTONE was born 29 Nov 1957 at Salt Lake City, Salt Lake, Utah.  He died 29 Nov 1957.
3. STEVEN RUST HAILSTONE was born 2 Dec 1958 at Salt Lake City, Salt Lake, Utah.
3. DAVID WADE HAILSTONE was born 10 Oct. 1962 at Salt Lake City, Salt Lake, Utah. 
3. PAUL VON HAILSTONE was born 24 Aug 1966 at Salt Lake City, Salt Lake, Utah.
2. WILLIAM LUKE RUST was born 16 Dec 1932 at Kanab, Kane, Utah.  He married RAMONA HAMILTON, dau of CALVIN DWIGHT HAMILTON and ANN (ANNE) SIMMONS on 6 July 1953.  She was born 24 Feb 1933.
Their children:
3. WILLIAM KEVIN RUST was born 16 Dec 1954 at Payson, Utah, Utah. 
3. PAMELA RUST was born 28 July 1956 at Spanish Fork, Utah, Utah.  
3. CALVIN WOODRUFF RUST was born 1 Oct 1961 at Spanish Fork, Utah, Utah. 
3. PATRICIA ANN RUST was born 11 July 1963 at Spanish Fork, Utah, Utah.
2. VALDEAN PRATT RUST was born 28 Nov 1934 at Kanab, Kane, Utah.  He married HELEN DIANE HARDING, dau of GLEN FOSTNER HARDING and HELEN ABBOTT on 21 Aug 1964.  She was born 24 July 1942 at Ogden, Weber, Utah.
2. MAIDA RUST was born 13 Oct 1936 at Kanab, Kane, Utah.  She married LAWRENCE ARLEN WITHERS, son of LAWRENCE JOSPEH WITHERS and ARDELLA HILL CLUFF on 16 Oct 1959.  He was born 3 July 1936 at Sugar City, Madison, Idaho.
Their children:
3. KRISTIN WITHERS was born 19 Sep 1964 at Washington, D. C.


Chapter 17
THE LIFE SKETCH OF LORENZO FRANKLIN LUKE
By Lois Luke Cook

Lorenzo Franklin Luke
October 14, 1899, saw the birth of another child, the twelfth child of the Luke family and the eighth boy.  He was named Lorenzo after Lorenzo Snow, the fifth president of the Church of Jesus Christ of Latter-day Saints.
Babyhood in this large family certainly had its advantages in ways... plenty of care for the little ones, with older children to help guide and direct the younger.
Food was adequate, but with many hungry healthy children to feed, nothing was wasted.
The refrigerator of the Luke home, as well as the source of good clean water for the household use, was a clear bubbling underground stream that ran through the cellar of the house.  Here the pans of milk were kept and cheese left to cure.  One of Ren's favorite foods was a pan of clabber brought to the table for the evening meal.  After the curd was dished up into bowls, he added a spoonful of sugar and enjoyed a meal of "curds and whey."
"Lumpy-dick" was Grandma Luke's specialty and an extra treat for Ren.  Lumpy-dick consisted of a mixture of flour, water, and seasoning cooked until it became the texture of cereal.  It was served and eaten with cream and sugar.
One of Grandma's favorite foods was fish.  Her Danish father had the knowledge of how to cure fresh fish, and he would make some of his livelihood selling this commodity.  In the Ottoson home there had always been plenty of fish for the family to eat.  With encouragement from his mother, it was Ren who always seemed successful at going over to the river and catching some fresh fish for the family to eat.  He even came up with an ingenious way to catch the fish when he ran out of fish-hooks.  He made a wire lasso that he would jerk violently out of the water when the fish had swum into it.  Even though some would escape, he'd come home with a good mess of fish to eat.

Isabelle, Ren and Ott
Life as a child on the ranch held some exciting moments for Ren.  The following stories are examples:
One day some of the family gathered by the long straw-thatched shed that was part of a large corral.  The shed had poles on either side that made a convenient stairway from the ground up to the roof.  Beside the shed there stood a tall, slender, teetering pole.  It had been erected to fly a survey flag that could be seen from a long distance.  Ren was the only one of the assembled family who had courage enough to try to shimmy to the top of this pole.  He climbed it with the agility of a small monkey.  Ren started to tease his younger brother, Orral.  Grandma Luke asked him to stop.  He was much more interested in tormenting Orral than obeying her.  Without one word of warning Grandma started toward Ren.  He knew immediately that he was in trouble and ran up the poles to the roof of the shed for safety.  Grandma was determined that he wasn't going to escape punishment so she followed right behind him.  Ren could see that he'd have to find a place of greater safety because his mother was really angry, so he headed for the long slim pole and shimmied to the top.  Grandma, of course, could not follow him up there, so she asked if one of the other boys would go up after him.  None would volunteer.  She then decided to wait it out until he got tired and came down.  Ren, who inherited some of this same determination, just stayed up at the top of the pole.  Grandma Luke began to have visions of Ren falling asleep up there, or becoming too fatigued to hold on tightly, so she came over to the pole and called out for him to come down that all was forgiven this time.
When the older children of the Luke family were away at school, or on missions, the farm still had to be cared for.  Ren was the most capable of the younger boys with the farm work, and he assumed this responsibility most of the time.  He was doing the plowing, harrowing and planting of the fields by the time he was nine years old.  One day Ren and his father were plowing a ditch.  Ren was in the middle trying to encourage the team to pull, and his father was behind guiding the plow.  Doc and Dewey, the team of horses, were tugging away at the load with Dewey doing most of the work as usual.  This annoyed Grandpa Luke so he came up to Doc to do a little physical prodding with his toe.  With a football player's aim he brought his foot toward Doc's rump.  But lacking the accuracy of a football player, Grandpa missed his target and that threw him off balance.  He landed against the plow beam with a mighty thud.  Ren at first thought this very funny, although he tried to exercise enough self-control to do most of his laughing inwardly.  Grandpa, to say the least, was very chagrined.  He got up from the ground, white-faced from the hardness of the fall, and handled the situation as gracefully as he could by saying, "Go ahead boy...do the best you can!"
The Luke ranch was located about one-quarter of a mile away from the big Sevier River.  In the spring of the year the river swelled and sometimes flooded over its banks.  This presented a problem to the family because they always herded their dairy cows across the river to the greener pasture lands on the other side.  Ren would swim or ride a horse across the river to retrieve the cattle and bring them back to the barn for the night milking.  The only other way to get to the pasture lands was to take a round-about trip of ten extra miles up through Kingston, and over a bridge built to span the river, then back down the opposite side to the pastures.  This was a long journey.  One warm spring day the river turned into a raging flood.  The water seemed ready to overflow the river banks.  But the cows must be brought home for the milking.  After much coaxing from Ren, Grandma consented to let him try to swim his horse across the treacherous river, because of the emergency of the situation.  She walked to the river bank with these words of warning, "Ren, remember to cling to the horses' mane no matter what happens."
Boy and horse jumped into the raging river and the horse thrashed desperately in the swirling water.  They progressed as far as the middle of the river, when a swift undercurrent carried them underneath the surface of the water.  Ren, remembering his mother's words, clung desperately to the horses' mane until he thought his lungs would burst.  He felt a lunge of the animal's body upward, and horse and boy surfaced near the opposite bank.  The horse frantically tried to climb up the bank, but was again being sucked under the water.  Ren, sensing the desperateness of the situation, made a daring jump from the horse's back to snatch at some bull berries growing along the side of the river.  He was able to scramble up the steep bank and out of the water.  He collapsed on the ground to catch his breath, then he glanced back across the river.  There was his mother on her knees bowed in prayer for his safety.  When she raised her head to see him safely standing on the other side of the bank, she encouraged him to go search down stream for the horse.  He must promise, however, to ride the horse back the long way over the bridge rather than try to swim the river again.  
Toward evening Ren was met by his older brother, Willie, who helped him across the bridge safely.  The river had swollen so high that the water was then flowing over the bridge.  Later that evening the bridge was washed away.  As he continued on the way home, Ren had to pass a spot called "The Indian's Grave." At this place, so the story ran, an Indian brave had been shot by another tribe and he was buried here in the rocks.  People felt much anxiety when they passed the spot because of all the spooky stories they'd heard.  Grandma Luke, sensing the fear Ren would feel if he passed this spot alone, had walked miles to meet him.  They completed the journey home together.  It had been a very eventful day for both mother and boy.
The Luke family had the first piano in Kingston.  Grandpa Luke's family had been very musical and it was Grandpa's desire that his family carry on the musical traditions.  It was Grandma's encouragement and interest that really made music become important for the family, however.  After supper, and at other times too, Grandma Luke would take her place in a rocking chair by the piano.  She would encourage the children to gather around the piano and sing songs.  She would knit and listen approvingly.  It was these experiences that revealed and developed much of the musical talent in the Luke family.  It wasn't until after a tonsillectomy that Ren's voice really began to function properly and he could sing on pitch.
As a younger member of the family, Ren was expected to stay and work on the farm most of the time.  The older brothers and sisters were married or went away to school.  Ren was asked to spend a day or so driving his brothers and sisters over the mountains to the Murdock Academy at Beaver for high school.  They would all pack into an open-topped buggy and bounce along a very winding and treacherous road.  The travel was slow.  Sometimes in bad weather Ren would have to camp along the way overnight before he could return home.
Ren worked at odd jobs to earn money to help support his brother and sisters at school and earn some money for himself.  He worked underground at the Deer Trail mine where he loaded ore, and then helped to bring the ore cars to the surface for loading onto trucks to ship to the mill.  His wage was $2.00 a day and board.
Ren came to Cedar City along with Ottosen and Belle in 1916 to go to school.  Here he immediately got involved in musical activities under Mr. Prisbury's direction.
In 1917 Ren left Cedar to go and help Melvin run a big dairy ranch in the Teton Basin, in Idaho.
In 1918 Ren returned to Cedar to register for military service.  The armistice of World War I was declared, and he did not have to go into the army.


Ren returned to school for the spring semester of 1918 at the Branch Agriculture College.  It was during this and the following year of 1920 that Ren joined the basketball team.  The team of 1920 developed into such an outstanding team that they won the regional meet and entered the state competition.  The team ended up taking honors as second best team in the state.  This same year Ren sang the leading tenor role in the opera H. M. S. Pinafore, and was a solo member of the men's chorus.

Lorenzo Franklin Luke and Mirian Hunter

Lorenzo Franklin Luke
Dad and mother, who was Mirian Hunter, became acquainted in high school.  Dad was in an older group of students than mother, but she was flattered when he began to pay special attention to her.  He was a star in basketball and athletics and was very popular in music circles.  They dated for two years before they decided to marry.  The spring after they became engaged, Dad stayed in Cedar to work on his brother-in-law's farm.  One day in August he suggested that mother go over to Junction with him and meet his folks.  After a short visit in Junction they started home via the mountainous Bear Valley road.  They got caught in a terrific thunder storm.  Dad had to push the borrowed Ford out of several mud holes and, after the coils of the car got wet, they became stalled.  By good luck a team and wagon happened along and towed them to Paragonah.
The couple was a sorry looking mud splattered pair of travelers when they finally drove into Parowan at sundown.  I don't know how or who decided it, but they hunted out the county clerk for a marriage license.  The clerk rounded up the bishop who performed a short marriage ceremony.  The bishop's wife and niece served as witnesses.  After a sobering lecture from the bishop, Mother and Dad drove home as man and wife.  The following November their marriage was solemnized in the St. George Temple.
That winter Ren and Mirian both finished their last year of high school and a year of college work beside.  This permitted them to sign teaching contracts for the ensuing school year.  They contracted to teach at a little two-roomed school in Virgin, Washington County, Utah.  On the strength of their $90.00 and $85.00 a month salaries, they invested in a model "T" Ford and traveled off in style to their first teaching assignment.
The following year Grandmother Hunter divided her large farm between her four children and Dad and Mother went to live in Cedar in the old farm home.  Their first baby, Lois, was born in Cedar the following November.
Ren's singing voice had matured into a vibrant, rich, ringing tenor, under the able direction of a fine music teacher, William H. Manning.  Because of the combined talents of three exceptional solo voices of Hazel Granger, contralto, Annette Betenson, soprano, and Ren Luke, tenor, Mr. Manning staged a marathon production of five grand operas that were sung during a two week period.  They were: Cavalleria Rusticana, Il Trovatore, Martha, Rigoletto, and La Traviata.  A tour was also taken to perform some of the operas all over Southern Utah.
Ren's success in music helped him decide to go East to study music at Ann Arbor, Michigan.  His wife remained in Cedar City to teach and lend financial support and care for their young daughter, Lois.
At Ann Arbor, Ren found he'd have to learn many of the basic skills of music in order to make a career in this profession.  He took piano lessons, harmony, and vocal lessons.  He was able to find a little income by becoming a weekly soloist for the leading Presbyterian Church in the city.  After nine months hard work, Ren could see that a musical career was impossible.  He had started too late to get his basic knowledge of music and languages and the field was too competitive.  So he returned to Cedar and proceeded to develop the farm.
These were the years when Ren shared his talents with the community.  A week never went by without Ren being asked to sing a solo at a funeral, town meeting, civic club or some other activity in the community.  He did the tenor solo work in the traditional yearly production of the Messiah and the tenor roles in the opera productions of the community for many years.  He also assumed leadership roles in M. I. A. and Stake work, sharing constantly his time and talents.  He led a ward choir for twenty-six years, and became famous for his fine yearly productions of Christmas and Easter Cantatas.
In 1938, his wife, Mirian, who had dedicated her professional time to teaching, had a chance for sabbatical leave to go away and study.  It was for this assignment that the family left September 1, 1939, and spent the year in New York City.  Mirian attended Columbia University.  Lois went to a private school of exceptional opportunities, and Ren spent the year in profitable study, reading, visiting and touring.  In the spring of 1939, the family visited the New York World's Fair, and then toured back by car to Cedar City.
The 1940's found the Luke family involved in guiding their child through the important years of school and growing-up.  It was a financial effort to support a child taking special training in music at college but they saw that she had the best training.
War years were prosperous years on the Luke farm.  The harvest of huge fields of peas and carrots were shipped and sold on the California market.  This productive enterprise enabled Ren to fulfill one of his deepest desires.  He built a beautiful new farm house out on his farm.
Lois was married in 1946 and so the family increased for awhile until she made her home in Salt Lake City.  This is still where she and her husband, Dr. Kenneth L. Cook, who is a chairman and professor of the Geophysics at the University of Utah, live.  They have three children--Wayne K. Cook, Carla Rae Cook, and Shauna Lee Cook.

Kenneth L. and Lois Luke Cook with Ren
The 50's and 60's are still productive years.  Property has been acquired and the family secured.  Ren through these years has developed his land into one of the largest and most productive farms in Cedar Valley.  The secret to his success is the irrigation system he has perfected which is one of the most efficient irrigation systems in the state.
Ren through his interest and study in the original water rights granted in Cedar City valley has become the foremost authority on water rights in this district.  He was elected to the office of Chairman of the Cedar City Valley Water Division, and has assumed this office all his life.  He did ask to be relieved of this responsibility last year after having given service for thirty-five years.  The farmers asked him to still continue for a few more years because of the valuable knowledge he has about this semi-arid desert country where water is the life-blood of the people.
As you span the years of Ren's life you find he has given of himself in many ways.  Other people have built upon what he started and what he has given to them.  He can now sit at the end of a day's work with the knowledge and satisfaction of a good job done, and enjoy the sunset. 


TRIBUTE TO LORENZO F. LUKE
It was not only the association we had as a family participating in music, but also the experiences of capturing beautiful sounds as we listened to records, that were the communicative spirit in our home.  Music was a part of our daily lives... O we sang, played and listened together.  My father, blessed with a rare vocal talent, was my delight as a very small person.  As he sang and practiced I listened.  As he played records, I heard them too.  It was not unusual that we all became seasoned listeners with definite preferences for the music and records he sang and played.  Because of this warm and personal friendliness with music, we all developed a desire to participate and know more about music.  My father instilled in me the love of music, the desire to learn, but even more he helped me down the difficult road to achieving some success.  It was not an easy time, but Dad saw to it that there were organized practices, willingness to persevere, and a determination to succeed for my objectives.
Dad shared his musical talents with the community, also.  Many a congregation thrilled to his vibrant, ringing tenor voice singing a message or sermon in song.  At a session of Teacher's Institute in Salt Lake City, he once rose to sing the glorious aria, "Home to Our Mountains," from Il Trovatore."
His voice thrilled the whole audience as it rang throughout the Tabernacle. After he was through, the main speaker said, "This rendition was the most thrilling interpretation of this famous masterpiece that I've ever heard."
My father does little in professional singing now.  He met with a tragic accident on his farm in 1950 when many bales of hay came crashing down on him. The blow crushed his right jaw and bones of the face, and tore his larynx apart. The result of this accident left him with a numb face, an eye that quickly developed a cataract and, the greatest loss of all, his brilliant, golden, ringing, singing voice. The consolation of all this is that he recovered and is well and healthy today.
Music has always been my father's joy and inspiration, and at age sixty-seven, he now has more time to indulge in his greatest enjoyment, listening to the finest of music.   

STORIES OF MY GRANDFATHER, LORENZO F. LUKE
By Carla Rae Cook
Grandpa Luke and Grandma Luke were my favorite grandparents in the whole world.  How I loved them.  I always looked forward to going to Cedar City to visit them on the farm in the West Valley of Cedar City, Utah.
 Every Thanksgiving our family would all pile into the car and drive 5 ½ hours to Cedar City, rain, snow, or shine.  We’d sing, “Over the river and through the woods to Grandmother’s and Grandfather’s house we go,” eating scrambled egg sandwiches, a Luke tradition.
Upon arriving tired and hungry, Grandma and Grandpa were waiting anxiously for us and would come out and greet us with open arms and help us in with our luggage.  Grandpa smiled at us with such love and joy, and gave us all a great big firm bear hug and said, “Grandpa loves you!” - a saying that still warms my heart when I think of him.
After a warm meal, we would all sit down and visit.  He would sit in his gray leather rocking chair and ask us all how we were.  He would then request to hear us all play our latest piano pieces and sing our songs for him.  How he enjoyed listening to us -as long as we wanted- and would tell us how well we were doing with encouraging word.  Grandma would pull out the long sticks and we’d all roast marshmallows over the fire. Grandpa would eat whatever marshmallows we cooked for him, brown or burned, with delight.
In the morning, Grandpa would rise very early, long before the sun was up, to feed the cattle and change the water.  After a warm breakfast, we would anxiously wait for him to return, for we knew that when he came to get us, we were all in for an adventure.   
One of our favorite things to do was ride horses.  Grandpa had everything all planned. He would have a horse for each of us so we could ride by ourselves.  To watch how easily he would catch the horses in the fields and bridle them, amazed me; and then he’d send us off on our own adventures to the West fields where we could ride freely, bomb ant hills with the horse’s hoofs, barrel race, and explore.  He taught us to drive the tractor and the pick-up truck and timed us as we ran beside the truck to see how fast we could run. He’d let us stand behind the cab as wind would blow through our hair, and teach us to rabbit hunt.  He’d take us up Fiddler’s Canyon on horses to roast hot dogs and eat canned beans, and on trips up the mountain to Cedar Breaks.  I remember one time when he waited for us all day in the pick-up truck just so we could ski that day at Brian Head.  We would all enjoy riding uptown to get root-beer floats, ice cream, and treats.  His favorite joke of “How many people are dead in the grave yard?  All of them!!” would tickle his funny bone and he would laugh and laugh with glee.   
Grandpa loved to sing. Being invited to sing professionally while in New York City, he chose to come back home to Cedar City and farm.  He had a magnificent tenor voice.  Many family members and friends remember hearing his beautiful tenor voice.  I remember hearing him practicing arias from Verdi as he plowed the land and drove the tractor. The folks in Cedar City enjoyed many of his opera performances.  Even after an accident of hay falling on him and knocking his head onto his pick-up truck which damaged his vocal chords, he still sang.  His love of opera and good singing inspired me to learn more about the art form, and eventually singing professionally myself.  I look to my Grandpa as one of my greatest mentors, supporters and friend.
Grandpa would attend my performances as often as he could.  One special performance was when he came to hear me sing with the Fresno Philharmonic Orchestra.  It meant so much to have him there, and I will always remember his big bear hug, “Grandpa loves you,” and uplifting words of congratulations after the concert.   
Grandpa was so helpful.  If you needed help, he was there. One year when my brother Wayne was little, he became very ill with polio. Mama was so worried.  Daddy was out of town, and not reachable by phone, so she called Grandpa on the telephone for help.  He jumped on a Greyhound Bus and was there in Salt Lake City that day.  He helped hold Wayne, and sooth him, and supported Mama as Wayne got well.  I will always remember that courageous act of love and service.
Another time, Wayne asked Grandpa to help him build a basketball hoop in Cedar.  Grandpa could see the great potential and joy Wayne had for this sport.  So he took his tractor and leveled a field and built Wayne a basketball court and hoop.  Wayne was able to practice and later became the leading player on his team.  There wasn’t anything that he wouldn’t do to help and serve his family.
Grandpa was an expert farmer and took excellent care of the farm.  He completely understood the law of the harvest and worked hard and long hours each day. Feeding the animals with excellent food he produced, the livestock grew healthy and strong.  By looking at the sheen on the back of the lambs, he could tell the quality of wool that the lambs had. His cattle were strong and healthy too. Milking time was fun, as Grandpa would let me try.  It was hard to milk a cow, but his encouragement and good sense of humor helped tremendously.  His fields were very productive, well cared for and groomed, and the fences were in tip-top shape. We loved riding our horses all over the farm, even in the corn, which we later learned was not very helpful.  He was optimistic and embraced the new technology by updating his irrigation system with sprinklers for all of his land.  He loved the land, and worked it with great joy, until he retired at 80 years old.  
Grandpa’s memory lives on.  He is near and dear to me, even now, and I look forward to the day when I will see him again on the other side of the veil. I know what he will do.  He will give me a big smile, and a great big firm bear hug and say, “Grandpa loves you!”


L to R: Wayne, Lois, Miriam, Carla and Lorenzo

LORENZO FRANKLIN LUKE POSTERITY

1. LORENZO FRANKLIN LUKE was born 14 Oct 1899 at Junction, Piute, Utah.  He died 11 Oct 1985 at Parowan, Iron, Utah and was buried in the Cedar City Cemetery, Cedar City, Utah.  He married MIRIAM HUNTER, dau of WILLIAM PINNOCK HUNTER and CHARLOTTE ROUNDTREE on 3 Nov 1921 in the St. George Temple.  She was born 3 Sept 1903 at Cedar City, Iron, Utah. She died 3 Nov, 1996 at Cedar City, Iron, Utah and was buried in the Cedar City Cemetery, Cedar City, Utah.

Their children:
2. LOIS HUNTER LUKE was born 4 Nov 1924 at Cedar City, Iron, Utah. She died 24 Feb 2006 at Salt Lake City, Salt Lake, Utah and was buried 25 Feb 2006 in Cedar City Cemetery, Cedar City, Utah. She married KENNETH LORIMER COOK, son of FRED RAE COOK and ELLA MOULTON on 2 Sep 1946.  He was born 8 June 1915 at Middleton, Strafford, New Hampshire. He died 21 June 1996 in Salt Lake City, Salt Lake, Utah and was buried 21 June, 1996 in Cedar City Cemetery, Cedar City, Utah.

Their children:
3. WAYNE KENNETH COOK was born 24 Feb 1949 at Cedar City, Iron, Utah.

3. CARLA RAE COOK was born 26 Oct 1952 at Salt Lake City, Salt Lake, Utah.
She married LARS GONAR OLAVSON on 16 Aug 1982, son of LARS GUNNAR OLAVSON (formally OLAUSON) and INGER LINDSTROM, Sweden. He was born 18 Aug. 1949 in Chicago, Cook, Illinois.
Their children:
4. ERIC LORENZ OLAVSON was born 19 Feb 1985 in Santa Cruz, Santa Cruz, California.
4. CARIN LARAE OLAVSON was born 22 Sept 1986 in Redwood City, San Mateo, California.
4. ANA LEE OLAVSON was born 29 Apr 1989 in Redwood City, San Mateo, California.
3. SHANNA LEE COOK was born 7 Jul 1954 at Salt Lake City, Salt Lake, Utah. She married CORDELL CLINGER on 18 Aug. 1979 in Salt Lake Temple



Chapter 18
LIFE SKETCH OF ORRAL STANFORD LUKE
By Orral Stanford Luke


Orral Stanford Luke
I was born July 23, 1903 to William Haydock Luke and Anne Martina Ottoson in the city of Junction, Utah.  I was the 13th child in a family of 14 children.
As a small boy my parents lived on a large ranch located on the Sevier River three miles north of Junction.  Some of my most precious boyhood memories are in connection with my life on the ranch.  We had horses to ride and the river where we learned to swim was close by.  I had a dog named Hero who was my constant companion.  We would go fishing and just generally do the kinds of things boys like to do.  Eventually we had to move to Junction because of the building of the reservoir, which completely covered the ranch with water.
My early school days were spent in Junction.  They were happy days for I liked school.  I loved to read and it seemed that I never could find enough books to read.  Of course, my parents would become very annoyed with me at times because when they needed me I was always some place reading a book.  My parents sent me to live with my sister, Mrs. Jessie Sprague in Rexburg, Idaho, where I finished the 8th grade.  I can well remember how I looked forward to graduation.  It was to be a big event.  The governor of Idaho was to be the principal speaker.  Well, a few days before graduation I stayed overnight with one of my friends, Merlin Bailar.  That night he broke out with smallpox and of course exposed me.  The next day, I rushed down to the doctor and was vaccinated, but it didn't take because I came down with smallpox just before graduation.  However, I enjoyed my school and church work in Rexburg and felt that it was one of the best years of schooling I had had. (My English teacher really worked hard to teach me to spell!)

Orral Always Reading
Not having a high school in Piute County, we had to go to Cedar City.  There we attended B.A.C. (Branch Agricultural College).  Part of the time I lived with my sister and brother-in-law, John and Hazel Pendleton.  What would I have ever done without my wonderful brothers and sisters?  I would never have been able to continue my education without their help!
As a boy in elementary school I loved music and sang whenever I had the chance.  In high school I was accepted in the boy’s glee club (at B.A.C.), even though my voice had not yet changed.  I considered it a great privilege to be able to sing with these older boys.  I also played drums in the school band and the dance orchestra.  The music director at the B.A.C. was Mr. Norman McCarthy.  He was interested in my musical ability and persuaded my folks to let me go to Albion, Idaho, where he was going to teach.  So I was accepted at Albion (State Teacher's College) with only three years of high school work.  While attending Albion Normal School, I also went to Albion High School to get my high school diploma.  I had very little money so I worked in the dining hall for my board and directed the high school glee club, which paid me enough money to pay for my room.  I had many happy experiences at Albion.  I served as Student Body Treasurer and my second year I was elected Student Body President.  I did not graduate from Albion Normal School, but rather I chose to go directly to the University of Idaho.
In order to earn some money to enable me to go to the University, I got a job with the U. S. Dept. of Agriculture in the Blister Rust Control Program.  I worked for about eight years in this program (during the summers); even after I was married.  But again, I could never have been able to complete my work at the University if it had not been for the kindness and generosity of my brother, George, and his wife, Della, and family.  They were so good and kind to me.  I was accepted as one of the family.

Orral Working the Blister Rust
My two years at the University of Idaho were wonderful years.  I sang in the glee club, had a lead part in a Gilbert and Sullivan Opera, was a member of the University Male Quartet and was appointed student director of the University of Idaho Men's Glee Club.  I graduated with a B.S. (Ed.) degree and in 1928 began teaching high school in Rockland, Idaho.  I was rather young and certainly very green but with the help of the Lord and a very helpful principal (Mr. Barris), I got through the year.  There were wonderful people in Rockland and I enjoyed my year there very much.
The high school at Buhl, Idaho offered me a contract, so after one year at Rockland I moved to Buhl.  This was a much bigger high school and had many more opportunities for growth.  I liked my work in Buhl.  I enjoyed the people.  I joined the Rotary Club, but also led the singing for both the Rotary and Kiwanis Clubs.  I sang in the Rotary Quartet and had some very good times.

Orral
Of course, the most important thing that happened in Buhl was the meeting of my sweetheart, who later became my wife, May 19, 1931.  Marjorie Harper Luke was born August 26, 1905 in Holliday, Utah.  She was the daughter of George Harper and Zenobia Jane Sutherland.  The family lived at 49th and Highland Drive.  This was her mother's old family home.  Her father worked in the smelter at Murray, Utah.  Because this work was injurious to his health, he decided to take up farming.  When Marjorie was about six months old, the family moved to a farm three and a quarter miles directly west of Rigby, Idaho.  Here she grew up and attended the Rigby schools until high school graduation in 1922.
She had three sisters older than she and a sister and three brothers younger.  She was a member of the Bybee Ward, which is no longer in existence.  Upon attending Ricks College for one year, she obtained a teaching credential and taught fourth grade in the Menan Public Schools.  The next four years she was a teacher in the Rigby Junior High School.  Thereafter, she obtained a position in the Buhl Junior High School.

Marjorie Harper


Our oldest daughter, Joan, was born in Buhl, Idaho on April 20, 1932.


Joan Luke
I shall always have many happy memories of the young people in Buhl High School, the faculty, and wonderful people in the community.  We were surely reluctant to leave our many friends in Buhl, but new experiences awaited us at the University of Utah.  We moved from Buhl in the summer of 1935 to Salt Lake City.  I entered the University of Utah as a graduate student.  We rented a small house on 11th East and attended the 11th Ward.  I was asked to direct the ward choir and we made many friends there.  My work at the University kept me very busy and I received a Master's Degree in the spring of 1936.  It was here that we were confronted with a very important decision.  Should I try to find a new teaching position or go on to complete my work for the doctoral degree?  After much discussion and praying, Marjorie and I decided we would go to Berkeley and apply for admission to the University of California.
I attended summer school in Berkeley and then applied for admission to the graduate school.  The School of Education accepted me and I started work on my advanced degree.  None of this would ever have been possible if it had not been for the cooperation and help of my wife.  She had the courage and faith to urge me on and was willing to work to help support us while I attended school.  She got a job at Sears Roebuck in Oakland and besides working all day, she brought home draperies to make at night in order to get extra money.  The Lord has not only blessed me with a wonderful companion, but also many opportunities to improve and enrich my life.
Again we affiliated ourselves with the church.  I was asked to serve as the Sunday School music director, teach a Sunday School class and Marjorie and I were asked to work with the young people of the ward.  We had many satisfying experiences in this work. These young people were a very challenging group.  We also made many wonderful friends in Berkeley.  The Hughes, Knights, Ellsworths, Blomes, Holinsons, Tolles and many others.  We had good times and did lots of singing with various groups.  I joined the Mormon Male Chorus and enjoyed singing with them.
I attended classes, served as a reader for Dr. Keys and Dr. Gilbert, did substitute teaching in the Oakland schools and studied and studied.  I shall never forget the day we received the letter from the Dean of the School of Education telling me that I had been accepted as a Doctoral candidate.  I had heard about so many of the students who didn't qualify that I was very fearful.  Well, more study, work and worry.  I began work on my studies and finally completed the work and received my Doctoral Degree in Education, June 1939.  This was truly a great day and the degree should have been granted to my wife and my mother-in-law, Mrs. George Harper, as well as to me, because without their faith in me and the help which they gave me, I would have never completed the work.  I am most grateful to them for their sacrifices and encouragement.  I thank the Lord for their love and trust in me.


Orral Graduating from University of California, Berkeley


Joan and Marjorie in Berkeley, CA

Before the June graduation, I had accepted a job in Lemoore Union High School, Lemoore, California.  Lemoore is located in the San Joaquin Valley; and so in August we moved to Lemoore.  I have never spent a summer where it was any hotter!  Coming out of the cool Berkeley climate we really felt the heat.  But we soon got used to it and found Lemoore a very nice place to live.  The people were so kind and friendly.
We attended church in Hanford, California.  There was a Branch of the church there that was part of the Fresno District.  We enjoyed our church friends and had many good times with them.  It was while we lived in Lemoore that our home was blessed with two more wonderful children Marcia and Larry.  Marcia Jane was born March 5, 1940 and Larry Stanford on October 16, 1941.  All of our children have brought much joy and happiness into our lives.
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I served in the Branch Presidency of the Hanford Branch with Harvey Little as Branch President and also led the singing, taught the Gospel Doctrine class and took part in many other activities.
I joined the Lemoore Kiwanis Club, led the group singing, served on the Board of Directors and was elected vice president.   This seemed to signal that it was time to move.
I had applied for a teaching position in both the Stockton Junior College and the Bakersfield Junior College.  A very attractive offer from Bakersfield College came through first and we moved to Bakersfield in July 1945.
At this time Marjorie decided to go back to school and began taking night classes and attended summer schools at Bakersfield College and at Fresno State College on the Bakersfield campus.  In the fall of 1946, she was employed as a sixth grade teacher in the Fruitvale School District.  She held that position until 1952 when she became the school Librarian and part-time music teacher.  It was her responsibility to begin a library and, as the library grew, her time was given almost entirely to its direction until she became full time librarian.
She received a degree in education from Fresno State College in 1954.  She has held many church positions and has been active in each ward or branch in which the family has lived.  Many years have been spent in M.I.A. work and also as a ward organist or chorister.
I was appointed Director of Guidance and Testing of Bakersfield College and also served as Director of Guidance and Testing for the Kern County Union High School District.  I have enjoyed my work here in Bakersfield.  We have made some wonderful friends both in and out of the church.  I taught summer school for Fresno State College for some seventeen years and conducted many extension classes for the University of California here in Bakersfield and in Taft.
My work in the church has been very satisfying and rewarding.  First, I served as Superintendent of the Bakersfield Branch Sunday School, directed the Ward Choir and many other positions. Then I was asked to serve in the Branch Presidency. When the Bakersfield Stake was organized, I was asked to serve as the Stake Sunday School Superintendent and Stake Choir Director. After serving in these capacities for some time, I was invited to serve on the Bakersfield High Council, but continued to direct the Stake Choir. After serving for about six years on the High Council, I was ordained the Bishop of the Bakersfield Second Ward and served in this office for over six years.
I have had the privilege of being very active in community work. I served as chairman of the Bakersfield Kiwanis Club (170 members), served three different terms on the board of directors, was elected Vice-President and then President in 1965. I have been active in Mental Hygiene work. I served on the Board of Directors for the Children's Home Society of California (an adoption agency) and have been Chairman of the Citizen's Committee for Alcoholic Rehabilitation in Kern County.
I have belonged to many professional organizations: I was President of Phi Delta Kappa, which is a professional fraternity of men in education. I have been a long time member of the American Personnel and Guidance Association, a national organization. I was a charter member of the American School Counselors Association, another national organization; also the American College Personnel Association, an organization for college and university personnel workers, the California Teacher's Association and the National Education Association.
And so my life has been filled with my work as a professional educator, a college professor, an active community worker, and a devoted church member.
The Lord has truly blessed my family and me. I am thankful for my membership in the Church of Jesus Christ of Latter-day Saints, for the testimony I have of the truthfulness of the gospel and for the privilege I have had to serve the Lord.
Marjorie and I have been called to serve as missionaries in the Bureau of Information on the temple square at Laie, Oahu, Hawaii (Aug. 1967).  I pray that I may continue to serve the Lord in any way that I may be called.


Orral and Marjorie in Bakersfield, CA

ADDITIONAL INFORMATION FROM MARJORIE’S JOURNAL
On September 5, 1967, Orral and I flew to Hawaii to begin our mission.  We loved the Polynesian people and enjoyed our work at the Hawaiian Temple Visitor's Center.
On July 1, 1969 we returned to the mainland and after wondering where to live, we decided to move to Ojai, California.
In January 1970, we were set apart as ordinance workers in the Los Angeles Temple.  Orral was asked to be the Supervisor on Fridays.  We worked from then until January 1975 when Orral had a surgery and then worked again for a short while until he became too ill to go.  We made many friends there and found the work to be most rewarding.  We were both active in the Ojai Ward.  Orral directed the choir.
We were fortunate to be able to take a long trip every few years.  In 1964 we went on a two month tour of Europe.  Eighteen European countries were visited and we had a wonderful time.  In 1970 we went to the Orient - Japan, Thailand, Taipei, Philippines, Singapore, Hong Kong and Hawaii.  In 1971 we went on a tour of the Pacific Islands - Tahiti, Moorea, Bora Bora, American Samoa and Western Samoa, Tonga, Fiji, New Zealand and Australia.  In 1973 we took a tour of Scandinavia and Russia.  This included Amsterdam, Leningrad, Moscow, Finland, Sweden, Norway, and Denmark.  Joan went with us on this trip.  In 1974 we visited our families in Utah, Idaho, and Oregon.  Leaving from Seattle, Washington we went on a tour through the Pacific Northwest as far north as Prince Rupert and then went by train to Jasper National Park, onto the Columbian Ice Fields, Lake Louise, Banff, Vancouver and home.  How were we to know it would be the last trip we would take together?
Late in the fall of 1974, Orral began to complain of pain in his abdomen and back.  After many tests and exploratory surgery, a tumor was found inside the lining of the colon.  It had spread to his liver and was attached to his back.  Chemotherapy treatments were started, but were not effective.  Orral continued to get up each day and dress and even go for walks.  He had an indomitable spirit!  The whole family helped in keeping him home as long as possible.  In July it was necessary to put him in the hospital and on August 5, 1975, he quietly passed away.
A lovely service was held in the Ojai chapel on August 7.  Many family members and friends came to show their love and respect for him.  His sister Isabelle, brother Ren and wife, Miriam, and grandson came. Also, nieces Anna and Florene came from Utah.  His nephews, Steve and family and C.L. and family were in attendance.  Many of Marjorie's family members came also.  On Friday, August 8, his body was interred in the Hillcrest Mausoleum in Bakersfield, California after a brief graveside service.  Over one hundred Bakersfield friends attended.
Orral Stanford Luke was a wonderful son, brother, husband, and father.  He was a respected teacher and counselor.  He loved his Heavenly Father and served in the Church of Jesus Christ of Latter-day Saints as a beloved Bishop and Music Director as well as in many other callings. We all miss him very much.




A TRIBUTE TO OUR FATHER
By Marcia Luke Merta
“Honour thy father and thy mother that thy days may be long upon the land which the Lord thy God giveth thee.”
How grateful we are as children of Orral Stanford Luke that our Heavenly Father blessed us with such a wonderful father and mother. It has been with pride and gratefulness that we have tried to honor them throughout our lives. Anything that we are able to accomplish we know that we owe to their love and wisdom.
The life of a man is measured not by that he lived, but how he lived. The purpose of life is not how much we can take, but what we can become and what we can help others to become. If our father lived by a motto this would surely be it: Striving always for what he can help others to become.
Orral Stanford Luke is a man, in the sight of those who know him, who has honored life because it was God given.  His deep belief in God and in the truthfulness of the gospel has influenced the lives of those around him for good.  He has implanted this belief deeply in the lives of his children not by force but by example and love.
The image of father is so important to children as they form their ideals and standards. As we think of our father there are so many outstanding characteristics.  He has been a loving father and husband.  He is a teacher and scholar whose wisdom has changed the lives of young people and adults for good.  He is a Christian whose life has exemplified the meaning of compassion, service and love for his fellowman.
He has been an active and respected citizen in his community and has given willingly of his time and abilities.  He is a counselor and a friend to many who have needed the counsel of an understanding heart.
He has been a builder.  The structures he has built will not be just for this world, but will be things, which will be added upon in the next.
William James once said, "The greatest use of life is to spend it for something that outlasts it."
We feel sure that when our father returns to our Heavenly Father, He will rejoice and say, "Well done thou good and faithful servant."

FAITH PROMOTING INCIDENT
We have had many occasions to ask for special blessings from the Lord and as a family have been blessed in innumerable ways.  One particular event in our lives stands out and strengthened our faith greatly.
It was discovered that a member of our family had a very serious and often times fatal disease.  Several operations were necessary and after the surgery was performed, and many prayers and blessings were offered, a rapid recovery occurred and good health is being enjoyed today.
We are grateful for the power of the priesthood in our home and for the knowledge we have that God lives and hears and answers our prayers.

LETTER TO A LAUREL CLASS ABOUT THEIR BISHOP, ORRAL S. LUKE
Dear girls of the Laurel class,
It is very difficult for me to think of any special isolated incident when my husband has been kind and thoughtful to me or to others.  My life has been filled with hundreds of such incidents, one after another.  It doesn't matter what sort of situation has arisen, I have always had the feeling I had someone I could depend on and someone I could turn to for help and understanding and he has never failed me.
Hardly a day goes by but a request comes for him to help others in some way and I marvel at the patience and understanding he exhibits even after a fourteen to sixteen hour day.  I think one of the things I appreciate most is his treatment of my mother.  He has never spoken an unkind word to her or about her, and has many times gone out of his way to make her feel appreciated and loved.
As for an incident when he exhibited humility, I think of when he was called to be your Bishop.  He came home almost physically ill, called us all together, and we talked it over and knelt together and prayed to our Father in Heaven for His help and guidance.  As never before, perhaps, he felt his dependence on the Lord for the help he would need if he were not to fail you as your Bishop.
As for a humorous incident - there have been many.  I'll relate one that seems the funniest to me.  You will no doubt think I have a weird sense of humor.  He used to sing in public a great deal, and many a time, and it seems especially in funerals, he would forget his words and so would go along making up words, sometimes whole verses, until his accompanist would be almost convulsed with laughter before they could make it to the end!
This spring, we will have been married for thirty years.  They have been happy years for me.  I can't think of anything nicer to wish for you girls than to wish that each of you will have as good of luck in choosing a husband as I had.
Lovingly yours,
Sister Marjorie Luke


NOTES ABOUT THE CHILDREN:
Joan taught for 38 years, principally kindergarten in elementary schools in San Diego, CA.  She has traveled all around the world and lived in San Diego for fifty plus years serving as Stake and Ward Organist in the church. She currently resides in Simi Valley, CA.
Marcia married Steve Merta and they raised four daughters in Lake Isabella, CA.  Her husband received his Doctorate in Education and taught high school, served as a principal for a high school and was Superintendent of the Kern Valley Union School District.  Marcia taught in the elementary grades for many years.  She died in May of 2007 due to breast cancer.
[bookmark: _GoBack]Larry received a Doctorate in Dental Surgery from the University of California, San Francisco, a Masters in Pedodontics from the University of Michigan and a Certificate in Orthodontics from the University of California, Los Angeles.  He taught at UCLA for 34 years, serving as the Chairman of Pediatric Dentistry and, later, the Chairman of Orthodontics in the School of Dentistry.  He lives in Simi Valley, CA with his wife, Barbara, three daughters and nine grandchildren.  In 2007-8, he and his wife, Barbara, served a mission in the Manchester, England Mission.  They are currently U. S. Directors of the Child 2 Youth Foundation of Uganda and Volunteer Workers for Mothers Without Borders Foundation.
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"Orral"

His life was polished to a sheen
From constant use of courtesy,
No thin veneer to hide a lack of character,
But carrying the grain straight to the core.
His every act of service bore
The imprint of deep faith, of love for God's each child,
And when he smiled
The corners of the room lit up with radiance.
He walked as though his feet
Were set to music,
Stepping surely through the pains and cares of life,
Seeming untouched by strife
And keen discouragement, which comes to every soul.
He clasped our hand; we knew he cared,
And every song we shared
Shall echo down the halls of memory
Until some rosy dawn we feel a presence,
Breathe a warmer air,
Sense a glory and an exaltation,
And, turning, see him, smiling, standing there.

-By Barbara Gabbitas (Close friend of the family)

ORRAL STANFORD LUKE POSTERITY

1. ORRAL STANFORD LUKE was born 23 July 1903 at Junction, Piute, Utah.  He died 5 August 1975 at Ojai, Ventura, California and was buried 8 August 1975 at Bakersfield, Kern, California.  He married MARJORIE HARPER, daughter of GEORGE HARPER and ZENOBIA JANE SUTHERLAND, on 19 May 1931.  She was born 26 August 1905 at Holliday, Salt Lake City, Utah.  She died 26 July 1998 at San Diego, San Diego, California and was buried at Bakersfield, Kern, California.
Their children:
2. JOAN LUKE was born 20 April 1932 at Buhl, Twin Falls, Idaho.
2. MARCIA JANE LUKE was born 5 March 1940 at Hanford, Kings, California.  She died May 14, 2007 at Lake Isabella, Kern, California and was buried at Bakersfield, Kern, California.  She married STEVE DAVID MERTA, son of STANLEY FRANKLIN MERTA and MARY ANA HERMAN, on 1 April 1966. He was born 31 January 1942 at Bakersfield, Kern, California.  
Their children:
3. MARY MICHELE MERTA was born 31 December 1969 at Alhambra, Los Angeles, California.  She married HARLEY LUKE ALFRED, son of NOEL CLINTON ALFRED and BERYL JEAN HINDMARSH, on 24 November 1995.  He was born 9 March 1971 at Waratah, New South Wales, Australia.
Their children:
4. ADAM ANTHONY ALFRED was born 22 April 2004 at Brisbane, Queensland, Australia.
4. LUKE DAVID ALFRED was born 22 April 2004 at Brisbane, Queensland, Australia.
3. KARI ANN MERTA was born 20 June 1971 at Alhambra, Los Angeles, California.  She married PETER JOSEPH PALACIOS, son of EDWARD PALACIOS and ELEANOR LA CROIX, on 18 November 1995.  He was born 8 December 1968 at Fresno, Fresno, California.
Their children:
4. AUSTIN MATTHEW PALACIOS was born 30 December 1997 at Bakersfield, Kern, California.
4. TAYLOR JANE PALACIOS was born 23 July 2000 at Bakersfield, Kern, California.
4. ISABELLA La CROIX PALACIOS was born 11 October 2005 at Bakersfield, Kern, California.
3. DEBRA JANE MERTA was born 27 February 1973 at San Gabriel, Los Angeles, California.  She married JOSHUA ALLEN DAVIS, son of DAVID JAMES DAVIS and SUZANNE MARY BATES, on 18 April 1997.  He was born 14 September 1975 at Fresno, Fresno, California.
Their children:
4. IAN JAMES DAVIS was born 12 August 1997 at Fresno, Fresno, California.
3. JENNIFER DAWN MERTA was born 16 September 1975 at Bakersfield, Kern, California.  She married JOSEPH CORREA BARRERA, son of GUS BARRERA and MERCIE CORREA, on 8 November 2003.  He was born 25 May 1973 at Stockton, San Joaquin, California.
Their children:
4. MATEO JOSEPH BARRERA was born 22 September 2005 at Sacramento, Sacramento, California.
4. HAILEY MARCIA BARRERA was born 14 August 2008 at Sacramento, Sacramento, California.
2. LARRY STANFORD LUKE was born 16 October 1941 at Hanford, Kings, California.  He married BARBARA ROSE JARVIS, daughter of RALPH C. JARVIS and EDNA ROSE GRANT, on 22 December 1967 in the Los Angeles Temple.  She was born 10 March 1946 at Calgary, Alberta, Canada.
Their children:
3. KRISTINE JOANNA LUKE was born 6 September 1969 at Westwood, Los Angeles, California.  She married SHAUN DAVID HALLADAY, son of SCOTT JACOBSON HALLADAY and DORIS JEAN ALLRED, on 22 April 1995 in the Los Angeles Temple.  He was born 27 February 1970 at Seattle, King, Washington.
Their children (Adopted and Sealed):
4. KAYLA ROSE HALLADAY was born 26 August 1997 at Orem, Utah, Utah.
4. DYLAN ALEXANDER HALLADAY was born 12 September 1999 at Orem, Utah, Utah.
4. MATTHEW DAVID HALLADAY was born 17 October 2002 at Orem, Utah, Utah.
4. ABIGAIL JOANNA HALLADAY was born 1 November 2005 in Provo, Utah, Utah.

3. DARREN STANFORD LUKE was stillborn in March 1971 at Santa Monica, Los Angeles, California.
3. CHERI ROSE LUKE was born 3 June 1972 at Santa Monica, Los Angeles, California.  She married DRAKE RANDALL HOUSLEY, son of WINSTON GUY HOUSLEY and JACQUELINE CARMELA BIANCHINI, on 7 January 1994 in the San Diego Temple.  He was born 12 December 1966 at San Diego, San Diego, California.
Their children:
4. MIKALE CARMELA HOUSLEY was born 12 December 1995 at Simi Valley, Ventura, California.
3. NATALIE CATHERINE LUKE was born 27 January 1976 at Canoga Park, Los Angeles, California.  She married JASON ERIC CANNON, son of ROLAND McCLURE CANNON, JR. and JANICE EILEEN OBUCHON, on 7 July 2000 in the Los Angeles Temple.  He was born 10 November 1975 at Torrance, Los Angeles, California.
Their children:
4. ILANA SARAI CANNON was born 14 July 2002 at Provo, Utah, Utah.
4. JACKSON LUKE CANNON was born 17 February 2005 at Fort Polk, Vernon Parish, Louisiana.
4. LIAM XAVIER CANNON was born 21 July 2009 at Suzbach-Rosenberg, Bavaria, Germany.
4. GREYSON IAN CANNON was born 25 April 2011 at Fort Irwin, San Bernardino, California.


Chapter 19
LIFE SKETCH OF ALTON ARMOND LUKE
By his wife, Wilma Martineau Luke

Alton Armond Luke
Alton Armond Luke was born 8 April 1905, in Junction, Piute County, Utah.  He was the fourteenth child and the tenth son of William Haydock and Anne Martina Ottosen Luke.  "Mond" or "Monty" as those close to him more affectionately knew him, lived most of his life in the place of his birth.  His education was gained in the Piute County and Idaho Falls, Idaho school systems, as well as the Branch Agricultural College in Cedar City, Iron County, Utah.
In 1925, while working for John A. Bauer at his sawmill on the Cedar Mountain in Southern Utah, he met Bauer's sister-in-law, Wilma Martineau.  A whirlwind romance ensued, and the couple was married two months later on the 25th of July 1925, in Panguitch, Garfield County, Utah.  This union was solemnized 3 February 1927 in the Manti Temple of the Church of Jesus Christ of Latter-day Saints, Sanpete County, Utah.

     Wilma and Mond        Family Home, L to R: Garth, Mar Lynn, Bobby, Phillip and Mond
Wilma was born 1 May 1903 in Chuchupa, State of Chihuahua, Republic of Mexico.  She was one of eleven children born to George Albert and Emma Pauline Allred Martineau.  Her father worked at various jobs in Mexico, including railroad foreman and dairy farming.  In 1912, the Mexican revolutionist bandit, Pancho Villa, terrorized and plundered the Mormon colonialists to the extent that George Martineau was forced to return his family to the United States, where they settled in Southern Arizona.  She gained her education at various schools in Mexico and Arizona, before going to Utah, where she studied at Dixie and Branch Agricultural Colleges.  She eventually made her way to St. George, Washington County, Utah, where she met her husband and companion.
Mond settled his wife in Junction, and except for a few intermittent periods in the early part of their marriage, the couple spent the remainder of his life in the birthplace of so many of his brothers and sisters.  During this period they were blessed with five children: four sons and one daughter.  They are Garth Armond, Bobby Martineau, Mar Lynn, Philip Odeen, and Craig Lionel.  Wilma spent her time in church work and club activities.  Her club activities were associated with the Better Homes Club and her church activities included serving as Relief Society President, counselor, Stake Relief Society counselor, and numerous capacities in the Ward MIA and Primary Organizations.
Mond worked at various jobs including a two-year period with the State Road Commission of the State of Utah.  The latter job was instrumental in his joining the Utah Highway Patrol in the summer of 1935 as a State Trooper, an occupation which brought him fame and notoriety, love and hate, friends and enemies, pride, exhilaration and finally death.  He was known from Kanab on the south to Gunnison on the north, Escalante on the east to Cedar City on the west as the man to watch out for if breaking the law, the first to call if in need.  To aid in the support of his family and the development of his four boys, he purchased a farm in 1949.  It was small, too small to make a living from; but through the efforts of the family working together, it became the "best in town."


Front L to R: Phillip, Mond, Craig, Wilma, Marlynn
Back L to R: Bobby, Garth
Mond was active in his church work.  He served in various capacities such as counselor in the Bishopric, a member of the Stake High Council, a Sunday School teacher, MIA President, M-Men basketball coach, Sunday School Superintendent, and numerous others.  His life was full, dedicated to the service of others, and full of plans for the future; but fate decided otherwise, and on 3 December 1959, while returning home from work, his car ran off the road in Circleville Canyon, in Piute County, resulting in his untimely death.  The family received from many people the expression of their sorrow at his passing.
The greatest solace to the family is the memories, and the pride in being known as "ONE OF THE MOND LUKES."


Armond Luke Cross
TELEGRAM FROM THE GOVERNOR
DEC. 7
ALL UTAH SHARES YOUR GRIEF AT THE UNTIMELY LOSS OF YOUR HUSBAND.  WE ALSO SHARE OUR PRIDE IN A GREAT PUBLIC SERVANT AND CITIZEN A LOVING HUSBAND AND FATHER.
TROOPER LUKES SERVICE RECORD SPEAKS FOR ITSELF AS FIRST MEMBER OF THE UTAH HIGHWAY PATROL TO GIVE HIS LIFE IN THE LINE OF DUTY, HIS NAME WILL LIVE FOREVER IN THE ANNALS OF THAT SPLENDID ORGANIZATION. MAY GOD GRANT YOU COMFORT AND PEACE IN THIS HOUR OF BEREAVEMENT AND IN THE YEARS TO COME:
GEORGE D. CLYDE, GOVERNOR OF UTAH 


TELEGRAM FROM J. EDGAR HOOVER
Mrs. Armond A. Luke.  Junction, Utah
December 9, 1959
I just learned of the tragic passing of your husband, and while words constitute little solace at a time like this, I did want to personally express the heartfelt sympathy of my associates and me on this occasion.
"Mondy's" great experience in his chosen profession will be sorely missed by law enforcement officers throughout your state.  We in the F.B.I. are particularly grateful for the assistance he so unselfishly rendered throughout the years.
Sincerely yours,/s/ J. Edgar Hoover, Director, Federal Bureau of Investigation


TRIBUTE BY LETTER
December 10, 1959
Dear Mrs. Luke and Family,
Next to my father, Monty was the dearest and most inspiring man I have ever known.
I got to know Monty while I was driving trucks between Richfield and our Sawmill (Pearson & Crofts Sawmill) up on the Sevier River (near Bryce Canyon).  During the week, I worked in the timber hauling logs, and on weekends I would take a load of lumber to Richfield.  I got to know, love, trust, and respect Monty during the weekends that I spent on the Oil.
Monty attended my Missionary Farewell Testimonial in 1955 prior to my departure to Switzerland.  After the services he came up to the housewarming.  While there he came up and put his arm around Mom and the other one around me and said, in his jolly, old jovial self, "You know, Mary, I sure like your boys!" I have five brothers, so Monty must have done a lot of liking.  He has helped most of us older boys out many times.  He not only helped us out by slowing us down when we needed it, but he gave us wisdom in teaching us to do the things that society expected of us while driving.
I am going to miss Monty.  It seemed that he was always WHERE he was needed, WHEN he was needed!  (And I don't just mean as a patrolman).  I would be willing to bet that he was the most loved man in southern Utah.
I remember overhearing a man say, "If I was to be picked up by a Cop, I would rather be picked up by Monty Luke.  He could give you a ticket and make you feel that you were pleased that he caught you!" I only wish to heaven, as I'm sure that he did, that people would abide by the rules and regulations set up for their own protection.  He died trying to protect someone else.  What can be a greater gift than for a man to lay down his life for his fellowmen?
Sincerely Yours, Garth T. Crofts

SALUTES TO DAD
I cherish my father... I was truly devoted to him because of his love for his wife and family.  His children admired him for the "goodness he gave them."
He was loyal to his country and by all means his church.  We truly lived the gospel in our home, and were taught to live it throughout our lives.  My father felt very strongly for the Democratic Party, and to this day, I can still hear him argue with anyone for hours in favor of this political party.
In our home, Dad demanded respect from all of us...even though we sometimes thought he could be a little strict in his manner.  I know now, having a family of my own, that he was fair in all of his decisions and training.
Our father always had a great sense of humor!  He loved to tease!  People had "a laugh in their heart and a smile on their face" after being with him.
Everyone, friend and stranger alike... were welcome at our home.  He seemed to know that everyone felt better when they had food in them.  There was no limit... the more people around the table, the better!  I can remember one family that came to our home just as we were eating dinner, and even though they had just eaten, Dad made them sit down and eat again... just because that was his way of showing them his "friendly hospitality."
Dad was always striving to make the future a better, more peaceful, and happier one for his children.
To this day (and I speak for all of his children), we are thankful for our past life with him, and we are striving to live the way that our dear, beloved father taught us.  If we live his teachings, we will all live the way that our gospel teaches us.  He taught us to be good Latter-day Saints.
     ----- MarLynn Luke Soper

AN INCIDENT IN HIS LIFE
There are many things Craig could tell about his Father and the "lessons" he taught him.  This one, however, happened just less than a month before the death of his Father.  He will never forget this incident as it taught him a valuable lesson...
"November 1959 was the last Deer Hunt I went on with Dad.  This was an occasion we all looked forward to; especially my Dad, as he was one of the best hunters in the valley.  And as his work only gave him one day to hunt, he tried to make the best of it.   Oh, the excitement of getting up before dawn, eating a hot breakfast Mother always had ready for us... and then heading for the hills and country that has the most beautiful mountains and canyons in all the world!
We started out together that morning, but were soon separated.  I was so excited that before I realized it, I was on my own... and suddenly came face to face with a deer.  I shot, and to my surprise, I hit it and it fell dead!  After dressing it out, as I had seen Dad do so many times before, I hung it on a tree and went back to find Dad to tell him all about 'my first kill.'
It was quite late when I found him... too late to go after the deer in the dark, so we went home with plans to get up early the next morning and retrieve the animal. When we returned, everything looked different and we weren't able to locate the deer.  We walked and walked, my Dad getting so tired he had to stop every little while and rest.  I was so disappointed and discouraged... yet I hated to see Dad so tired.  I begged him to give up the search and go home.
He looked up at me through the sweat on his face and said, 'No Son, don't ever give up anything you start out to do.  If it is worth starting, it is worth finishing.'  I will never forget those words.  What a wonderful day we had...and I felt a 'closeness' with my Father more than ever before...I appreciated more the wonderful Dad I had!"
(An incident in the life of Armond Luke as told by his son, Craig, to his Mother).
     ----- Wilma M. Luke

TRIBUTE
The sad thing about writing a tribute to one of your parents is that in most cases they are written after the parent is gone!  When my father was living, there have been many times when I planned to tell him how much he meant to me and how much I appreciated the many things he did for me... somehow, regretfully, I never took advantage of the opportunity to do it.
My father influenced my life more than any other person.
One time he was walking down the street in Panguitch, Utah, and he overheard a mother say to her little son, "See, there goes Monty Luke, and if you don't be a good boy, he will put you in jail."
This bothered my dad to have people say this... as he wanted them to respect the law and not fear them.  He felt that a police officer was a friend and someone you could call upon when you needed help.  So, when this mother made this statement, he went over and ruffled the little boy's hair and gave him some money to go buy an ice cream cone.  When the boy was gone, he proceeded to lecture the mother about making him a "boogy man."  When Dad was killed, small boys and girls came into a store at Panguitch and gave some nickels and quarters to a memorial for him.  All the kids knew him wherever he went.  He loved children and loved to be with them.
The greatest security I had in life was to know that my father was as near as the closest telephone.  I knew if I ever got into trouble or needed advice that he would be there to help.   I could always "talk to" Dad.  We spent the fall of 1958 living with the folks and it proved one of the happiest periods of my life.  We used to get up early in the morning to go to Bryce Canyon to sheetrock homes.  This was in December and Bryce is an elevation of 8,000 feet.  There was about three feet of snow on the ground.  Dad would drive me to Bryce and that hour's drive was real choice to me.  He'd work with me all morning... down on his hands and knees, to nail the sheetrock on.  Then he would put on his uniform and go to his work.  After work, he'd drive up to take me home.  Then again back to his work until late at night.  I've seen him called up at all hours of the night, yet he would always answer with a cheerful "hello." This was a great example to me on the value of "work and accepting responsibility." He taught me to stick with a job until it was done and always said, "A man's word is his honor.  If he couldn't live up to his word, he wasn't any good."
I'll never forget the impressive sight when we opened the front door of our home to carry his body to the church.  There lined up on each side of the sidewalk were 40 Highway Patrolmen in full dress uniform.  They were there because they respected "Monty Luke.”
I have always been "proud" of my father.  My goal in life is to be like him.
     ----- Garth Luke

REMEMBRANCES
One of my recollections of my Father was his great "enthusiasm."  It didn't matter how tired or sick he was, he always had an optimistic attitude.
Always the first one up, full of life and bubbling over on Christmas morning.  The "star" at the family reunions!  Everyone seeking his company.  At Church functions, he would jump in and help serve food.... always ready to help and keep everyone happy.
One of his great loves was to work with the youth... coaching basketball, boxing, wrestling.  "Play the game to the best of your ability...and play fair!"  His M-Men team won many games and was known throughout the Stake.  He taught sportsmanship.  Although he taught his boys the art of wrestling, he would never compete with them...jokingly saying he didn't want them to find out they were better than he was!
He was the first investigating officer at Utah's first big airlines crash which killed 52 passengers.  He spent days helping, although he was just recovering from a gunshot wound in his leg and was still very sore and weak.  This was the way he handled all his work...giving his all to each and every person he was called upon to help.
A wonderful man.... a wonderful father!
     ----- Bobby M. Luke

UPDATE OF THE ALTON ARMOND LUKE FAMILY HISTORY
By Philip O’Deen Luke as of Fall 2006
In 1963, Mother sold the farm, and purchased a condominium in Salt Lake City.  She lived the remainder of her life there.  She was active in her ward, the Daughters of Utah Pioneers, and Temple work.  On 6 September 1988, she succumbed to what an autopsy determined to be septicemia.  She was buried next to our Dad in Manti. 
Garth married Audrey Coombs, 13 May 1950.  He obtained a Bachelors degree with a teaching certificate and Masters Degree from the University of Oregon.  He eventually moved to Springfield, Oregon where they raised nine children.  He taught grade school and Audrey drove school buses until they both retired.  They then served a Mission for the LDS church in Salt Lake City.  Audrey developed ovarian cancer, and died on 16 February 2006.  Daughter, Debra died of brain cancer on 22 May 2000.  His children are scattered from Oregon to Utah.  Garth remains in Springfield. 
Bobby married his high school sweetheart, Charmaine Holman, on 17 February 1949.  They initially lived in Junction, with Bobby helping Dad with the farm.  He eventually moved to Arcata, California to work with Garth in the drywall business, later settling in Salt Lake City where he lived until his death.  Bobby and Charmaine eventually divorced.  On 1 May 1983, his mothers’ birthday, he succumbed to a myocardial infarction. Bobby’s death was followed by that of two grandsons: London, Holly’s son, who died from Hodgkin’s Disease on 17 March 2002 and Christian, Robin’s son, who died 6 October 1988, from injuries he suffered in an automobile mishap.  Bobby’s children are all settled in the Salt Lake area with the exception of Holly who lives in Las Vegas, Nevada.
After MarLynn’s husband, Jack Soper, obtained his Bachelors and Masters degree and his teaching certificate, he taught high school in Panguitch, Utah, and MarLynn worked in the lunch program.  After retiring, he served as the County Extension Agent for Carbon County, Utah.  MarLynn also worked in the lunch program there.  They then built a home in Panguitch and retired there.  They spend time during the summers in Alaska, and some wintertime in Quartzite and Yuma, Arizona.  His son, Kim, lives in Panguitch, Utah; Jackie Lynn lives in Mesquite, Nevada, Kris in Mayfield, Utah, and Korry in Manti, Utah.
With a Bachelors Degree in Geology, I, Phil, obtained employment with Hercules, Inc., Magna, Utah as a Source Quality Control Engineer.  I represented the company in the East and the West Coast the first five years.  In 1965, I returned to Utah, and transferred to the Material Planning Dept.  In 1994, I took early retirement, sold my condominium in Salt Lake, and bought one in Palm Desert, California.  Not being inclined to wives or children, I have remained single.
Craig married Barbara Beers 19 August 1966, and fathered Chance and Kami.  He and Barbara then divorced and he married Terry McMillian 7 Jul. 1977, and fathered Shawdene.  He and Terry eventually became estranged.  Craig worked in Drywall until he retired in late 2005.  He, his children, and grandchildren live in Salt Lake.

Craig and Phillip Luke, 2005

Mother Luke, Approximately 82 Years of Age

L to R:  Craig, Phil, Marlynn, Bobby, Mother Luke, Garth


Phil Luke, Garth Luke, Marlynn and Jack Soper, 2006



Home Lived in by Wilma and Mond Luke
ALTON ARMOND LUKE POSTERITY

ALTON ARMOND LUKE was born 8 April 1905 at Junction, Piute, Utah.  He died 3 December 1959 at Junction, Piute, Utah and was buried 7 December 1959 at Manti, Sanpete, Utah.  He married WILMA MARTINEAU, daughter of GEORGE ALBERT MARTINEAU and EMMA PAULINE ALLRED on 25 July 1925.  She was born 1 May 1903 at Chuchupa, Chihuahua, Mexico.  She died 6 September 1988 at Salt Lake City, Salt Lake, Utah and was buried 10 September 1988 next to her husband in Manti, Sanpete, Utah.

Their Children:
2. GARTH ARMOND LUKE was born 9 April 1926 at Manti, Sanpete, Utah.  He married AUDREY COOMBS, daughter of EDWARD BERT COOMBS and DEYCIE BELL HUTCHINS on 13 May 1950.  She was born 4 March 1931 at La Jara, Conejos, Colorado.  She died 16 February 2006 at Springfield, Lane, Oregon and was buried 24 February 2006 in Springfield, Lane, Oregon.
Their Children:
3. TENA LUKE was born 29 November 1951 at Cedar City, Iron, Utah.  She married TIMOTHY WARD CORNELIUS, son of GRANT LEALAND CORNELIUS and GAYLE GILMER on 24 June 1977.  He was born 7 July 1953.  They divorced.
Their Children:
4. CHELSI CORNELIUS was born 3 February 1979 at Albany, Linn, Oregon. She married ERIC STEVEN RITTER, son of PETER BRUCE RITTER and AMIJO RAYNELL SQUIRES on 16 July 2005.  He was born at Orem, Utah, Utah.
4. IAN CORNELIUS was born 29 April 1980 at Albany, Linn, Oregon.  He married TIA MARIE BARKER, daughter of REED EDWARD BARKER and JULITA BLANCHARD on 15 December 2001.  She was born at Bismarck, Burleigh, North Dakota.
4. SASHA CORNELIUS was born 23 June 1983 at Albany, Linn, Oregon.  She married JAMES DANIEL EGGLI, son of DANIEL WALTER EGGLI and GAYE DISPAIN on 18 November 2006.  He was born at Murray, Salt Lake, Utah.
4. DEMRI CORNELIUS was born 24 May 1988 at Albany, Linn, Oregon.
4. MISHELL RENE’ CORNELIUS was born 5 January 1995 at Benton County, Oregon.
3. PAULA LUKE was born 24 June 1953 at Cedar City, Iron, Utah. She married DANNY JOE BIVENS, son of DANIEL W. BIVENS and ALICE MARIE MORTON on 20 March 1973.  He was born 26 December 1952 at Eugene, Lane, Oregon.
Their Children:
4. OLIVIA ELAINE BIVENS was born 23 April 1974 at Eugene, Lane, Oregon.  She married R. S. LACY in 1992.  They divorced.  She married ENRIQUE ROSAS VASQES in 1998.
4. NATHAN JOEL BIVENS was born 18 January 1977 at Springfield, Lane, Oregon.  He married ANNIE OLHSEN, daughter of WILLIAM OLHSEN and JUDY on 25 October 1997.
4. GABRIEL ELDON BIVENS was born 3 March 1979 at Eugene, Lane, Oregon.  He married RACHAEL SCHNEIDER, daughter of ROBERT SCHNEIDER and LYNETTE on 6 April 2004.  She was born 16 January 1978.
4. MARIAH AMELIA BIVENS born 26 December 1982 at Ontario, Malheur, Oregon.
3. DEBRA LUKE was born 30 September 1954 at Springfield, Lane, Oregon.  She died 22 May 2000 at Richfield, Sevier, Utah and was buried 26 May 2000 at Richfield, Sevier, Utah.  She married LARRY MONROE JONES, son of HOWARD MONROE JONES and ULA PATEMAN on 30 October 1976.  He was born 18 July 1951 at Manti, Sanpete, Utah.
Their Children:
4. LUCAS DAVID JONES was born 24 August 1977 at Provo, Utah, Utah.  He married MISTY MARIE CHYNOWETH, daughter of DANNY GENE CHYNOWETH and MARIE NELSON on 15 December 2001.  She was born 4 September 1982 at Panguitch, Garfield, Utah.
4. TRAVIS DANIAL JONES was born 19 October 1978 at Richfield, Sevier, Utah.
4. KELLIE MELISSA JONES was born 3 October 1980 at Richfield, Sevier, Utah.
4. JAEMUS DEMILLE JONES was born 18 June 1990 at Richfield, Sevier, Utah.
4. DAVIS MONROE JONES was born 23 July 1992 at Richfield, Sevier, Utah.
3. JONI LUKE was born 2 December 1955 at Arcata, Humboldt, California.  She married WENDELL NOPE, son of JOSEPH FIELDING NOPE and EVELYN BEATRICE HOWZIE on 24 April 1976.  He was born 21 May 1954 at Lake Charles, Calcasieu Parish, Louisiana.  They divorced.
Their Children:
4. JESSICA LEEANN NOPE was born 15 April 1977 at Lake Charles, Calcasieu Parish, Louisiana.
4. ANGELA CORRIN NOPE was born 26 August 1979 at Lake Charles, Calcasieu Parish, Louisiana.  She married RYAN DAVID REID, son of BRYAN REID and CLAUDIA HOLMAN on 10 Aug. 2001.  He was born 18 May 1977 at Salt Lake City, Salt Lake, Utah.  They divorced. 
4. JOSHUA NEIL NOPE was born 16 July 1981 at Lake Charles, Calcasieu Parish, Louisiana.
4. KRYSTA DANETTE NOPE was born 27 May 1985 at West Valley, Salt Lake, Utah.
JONI LUKE married CHAD BLAKE HALVERSON, son of MARLOW DALE HALVERSON and GAYLE CULIMORE on 19 June 2001.  He was born 4 January 1967 at Ogden, Weber, Utah.
3. BRAD ARMOND LUKE was born 14 August 1957 at Arcata, Humboldt, California.  He married LADEANNA BEA FOWLER, daughter of JACKIE DEVON FOWLER and IRETTA BEA HILL on 21 June 1984.  She was born 1 November 1960 at Blackfoot, Bingham, Idaho.
Their Children:
4. SETH BRANDON LUKE was born 19 March 1986 at Springfield, Lane, Oregon.
4. AARON JACOB LUKE born 13 January 1988 at Springfield, Lane, Oregon.
4. BRITTANY HEATHER LUKE was born 23 December 1989 at Springfield, Lane, Oregon.
4. ANDREW ELIJAH LUKE was born 3 August 1991 at Springfield, Lane, Oregon.
4. JONAS ISAAC LUKE was born 5 March 1993 at Springfield, Lane, Oregon.
3. TAMMEY LUKE was born 13 March 1959 at Springfield, Lane, Oregon.  She married KEITH HYDE KNOWLES, son of CLARENCE WILLIAM KNOWLES and ILEEN HYDE on 17 July 1990.  He was born 10 August 1959 at Portland, Multnomah, Oregon.
Their Children:
4. CELESTE AUDREY KNOWLES was born 15 September 1994 at Fairbanks, Fairbanks North Star Borough, Alaska.
4. KIRA NOEL KNOWLES was born 18 December 1998 at Corvallis, Benton, Oregon.
3. DEYCIE LUKE was born 22 October 1961 at Springfield, Lane, Oregon.  She married ROBERT GEORGE DUNLAP, son of JAMES PENDLETON DUNLAP and MARJORIE ANNE SCHMUCKER, now RENFER, on 1 August 1985.  He was born 30 January 1957 at Salt Lake City, Salt Lake, Utah.  They divorced.
Their Children:
4. RYLI JAMES DUNLAP was born 23 February 1987 at Casper, Natrona, Wyoming.
4. KINZI DUNLAP was born 24 August 1989 at The Colony, Denton, Texas.
4. BREYDI GARTH DUNLAP was born 9 October 1992 at The Colony, Denton, Texas.
4. MORI ROBERT DUNLAP was born 7 July 1995 at Dallas, Dallas, Texas.
3. MONTY COOMBS LUKE was born 17 March 1965 at Springfield, Lane, Oregon.  He married SUSAN RENEE THOMPSON, daughter of MELVIN LEE THOMPSON and ROBERTA FAYE PRIVAT on 14 February 1990.  She was born 15 July 1960 at Springfield, Lane, Oregon.
Their Children:
4. CHRISTOPHER ALAN LUKE was born 13 January 1979 at Eugene, Lane, Oregon.
4. KIMBERLY MICHELLE LUKE was born 27 December 1980 at Springfield, Lane, Oregon.  She married DANIEL J. BOMAN on 8 September 2001.
4. CORINNE NICOLE LUKE was born 21 April 1983 at Springfield, Lane, Oregon.
4. KARALYN RENEE LUKE was born 3 September 1986 at Springfield, Lane, Oregon.
4. AMMON DAVID LUKE was born 1 November 1990 at Eugene, Lane, Oregon. 
4. JESSE ALTON LUKE was born 4 April 1992 at Eugene, Lane, Oregon.
4. MCKAY COOMBS LUKE was born 15 October 1994 at Eugene, Lane, Oregon.
4. HYRUM JOSEPH LUKE was born 1 October 2003 at Eugene, Lane, Oregon.
3. KARLA LUKE was born 13 July 1966 at Springfield, Lane, Oregon.  She married KEVIN EUGENE PROCIW, son of DENNIS EUGENE PROCIW and NANCY CAROL FENT on 16 June 1991.  He was born 30 August 1964 at Springfield, Lane, Oregon and died 15 June 2003 at Creswell, Lane, Oregon.
Their Children:
4. HAILEY MIKALA PROCIW was born 25 October 1991 at Eugene, Lane, Oregon.
4. HOLDYN EUGENE PROCIW was born 22 November 1993 at Eugene, Lane, Oregon.
2. BOBBY MARTINEAU LUKE was born 4 April 1930 at Richfield, Sevier, Utah.  He died 1 May 1983 at Salt Lake City, Salt Lake, Utah and was buried there.  He married CHARMAINE HOLMAN, daughter of JOHN LORENZO HOLMAN and THELDA LENORE HALLADAY on 17 February 1949.  She was born 16 July 1932 at Eureka, Juab, Utah.  They Divorced.
Their Children:
3. ROBERT PERRY LUKE was born 30 March 1951 at Richfield, Sevier, Utah.  He married KATHY FERNANDEZ BLACK on 24 December 1973.  They divorced.
Their Children:
4. BRANDEN BLACK LUKE born 31 August 1971 at Salt Lake City, Salt Lake, Utah and was adopted by Robert.
4. TANJULA LUKE was born 7 April 1973 at Salt Lake City, Salt Lake, Utah.  She married JOSE ENRIQUE ERAZO.  He was born 23 June 1973 at Chalatenango, Chalatenango, El Salvador. They Divorced.
ROBERT PERRY married JULIE A. ALLEN daughter of ROY LYNN ALLEN and ELAINE MERCER.  She was born 21 June 1953 at Salt Lake City, Salt Lake, Utah.
3. HOLLY LUKE was born 26 July 1953 at Richfield, Sevier, Utah.  She had a child by EUGENE ESKELSON.
Their Children:
4. DUSTYN LEE ESKELSON was born 9 October 1970 at Salt Lake City, Salt Lake, Utah.  He married PAULA WILLIAMS, daughter of GEORGE WILLIAMS and PAMELA MAHURINN on 23 January 1998.  She was born 20 February 1970 at Seattle, King, Washington.
HOLLY LUKE married JAMES DEE WALLIS, son of TOM WALLIS and DIANE OTTLEY on 15 July 1978.  He was born 9 April 1954.  They divorced.
Their Children:
4. LONDON KIRK OTTLEY was born 30 May 1976 at Salt Lake City, Salt Lake, Utah.  He died 17 March 2002 at Salt Lake City, Salt Lake, Utah and was buried with his Grandfather Bobby at the Elysian Gardens, in Salt Lake City.
HOLLY LUKE married ALLEN SCOTT ROTH, son of HAROLD ROTH and RENEE COHEN on 9 August 1998.  He was born 25 September 1959 at Miami, Dade, Florida.
3. ROBIN (BOBBEE) LUKE was born 31 January 1962 at Salt Lake City, Salt Lake, Utah.  She married RAYMOND REED VILLIARD, son of ALBERT REED VILLIARD and VERNA LARRY BECKSEAD on 14 June 1979.  He was born 17 March 1961 at Salt Lake City, Salt Lake, Utah.  They divorced.
Their Children:
4. WESTON RAY VILLIARD born 19 October 1979 at Salt Lake City, Salt Lake, Utah.
4. CHRISTIAN PARISH VILLIARD was born 12 August 1984 at Salt Lake City, Salt Lake, Utah.  He died 6 October 1988 and is buried with his Grandfather Bobby at the Elysian Gardens in Salt Lake City, Salt Lake, Utah .
3. ROCHELLE LUKE was born 4 October 1963 at Salt Lake City, Salt Lake, Utah.  She married JEFF MICHAEL BEATTY, son of MICHAEL BEATTY and MARILYN LEWIS on 1 September 1990.  They divorced.
Their Children:
4. KEANAN MICHAEL BEATTY was born 6 January 1992 at Salt Lake City, Salt Lake, Utah.
2. MARLYNN LUKE was born 28 May 1935 at Junction, Piute, Utah.  She married JOHN ARTHUR SOPER, son of ELBERT SOPER and ORA McINELLY on 24 November 1954.  He was born 6 August 1935 at Salt Lake City, Salt Lake, Utah.
Their Children:
3. KIM JOHN SOPER was born 15 June 1955 at Richfield, Sevier, Utah.  He married SUZANNE TAYLOR, daughter of JAMES TAYLOR and SYBIL WOODARD on 6 November 1976.  She was born 26 July 1958 at Panguitch, Garfield, Utah.  They divorced.
Their Children:
4. KIMBERLY DAWN SOPER was born 22 August 1978 at Panguitch, Garfield, Utah.
4. JOSHUA LEE SOPER was born 22 May 1980 at Panguitch, Garfield, Utah.  He married MANDY HOUSTON, daughter of RANDY HOUSTON and NANCY BARNEY on 10 April 1999.  She was born 27 August 1976 at Panguitch, Garfield, Utah.
4. ADAM JOHN SOPER was born 22 July 1982 at Panguitch, Garfield, Utah.
KIM JOHN SOPER married SUSAN HURST PATCHETT, daughter of J.D. HURST.  They divorced.
KIM JOHN SOPER married LAUREL ZIMMERMAN, daughter of PHIL ZIMMERMAN and CAROL on 29 December 1994.  She was born 3 October 1956 at Alpine, Utah, Utah.
Her Children adopted by and sealed to KIM.
4. BROCK CHAPMAN SOPER was born 4 May 1983. He married ASHLEY CASEY, daughter of LES CASEY and LORI on 7 October 2005.  She was born 9 October 1985 at St. George, Washington, Utah.
4. BRENDON CHAPMAN SOPER was born 1 April 1985.
4. BALLIE WILLIAMS SOPER was born 13 October 1989.
3. JACKIE LYNN SOPER was born 13 August 1956 at Richfield, Sevier, Utah.  She married CLIFFORD ARTHUR HUGHES, son of MARION HUGHES and EUGENIA HAWKINS on 17 December 1976.  He was born 27 November 1953 at St. George, Washington, Utah.
Their Children:
4. CODY CLIFFORD HUGHES was born 18 August 1978 at St. George, Washington, Utah.  He married AMY SWALBERG, daughter of STEVE SWALBERG and KAREN.  She was born 9 August 1980 at Alpine, Utah, Utah.
4. RYAN JOHN HUGHES was born 6 April 1980 at Panguitch, Garfield, Utah.
4. AMBER LYNN HUGHES was born 5 September 1983 at Mt. Pleasant, Sanpete, Utah.
3. KRIS A. SOPER was born 9 September 1959 at Panguitch, Garfield, Utah.  He married PAM MEYERS, daughter of CLIFF MEYERS and MARRIETTA on 13 December 1986.  She was born 5 September 1967.  They divorced.
Their Children:
4. TORI LEE SOPER was born 28 March 1989 at Salt Lake City, Salt Lake, Utah.
KRIS A. SOPER married LESA WHITAKER BURGESS, daughter of EDWIN WHITAKER and LORRAINE on 10 November 1994.  She was born 17 July 1960.
3. KORRY LUKE SOPER was born 1 January 1965 at Panguitch, Garfield, Utah.  He married KAREN ANN LAWRENCE, daughter of ROBERT JEFFERIES LAWRENCE and PATRICIA ELIZABETH PHELPS on 2 August 1985.  She was born 23 May 1963 at Tooele, Tooele, Utah.
Their Children:
4. AUSTIN KORRY SOPER was born 28 March 1986 at Salt Lake City, Salt Lake, Utah.
4. WHITNEY ANN SOPER was born 22 March 1989 at Sandy, Salt Lake, Utah.
4. ASHLEY LYNN SOPER was born 5 August 1992 at Blackfoot, Bingham, Idaho.
4. TAYLOR JOHN SOPER was born 6 July 1994 at Blackfoot, Bingham, Idaho.
2. PHILIP O’DEEN LUKE was born 6 April 1938 at Junction, Piute, Utah.
2. CRAIG LIONEL LUKE was born 28 January 1944 at Richfield, Sevier, Utah.  He married BARBARA ANN BEERS, daughter of RAY CLIFFORD BEERS and VIOLET RHODA CLARK on 19 Aug 1966.  She was born 5 December 1944 at American Fork, Utah, Utah.  They divorced.
Their Children: 
3. CHANCE RAYMOND LUKE was born 28 November 1966 at Salt Lake City, Salt Lake, Utah.  He married AMBER ILENE OVIATT, daughter of BOBBIE LEE OVIATT and LOIS MAURINE MANSFIELD on 27 May 1994.  She was born 12 Nov 1968 at Salt Lake City, Salt Lake, Utah.
Their Children:
4. CHASE LUKE was born 6 November 1994 at Salt Lake City, Salt Lake, Utah.
4. CALEB HUNTER LUKE was born 9 July 2002 at Salt Lake City, Salt Lake, Utah.
3. KAMI LEIGH LUKE was born 4 November 1969 at Salt Lake City, Salt Lake, Utah. 
Her Children:
4. KALEIGH ANN LUKE was born 23 June 1997 at St. George, Washington, Utah.
CRAIG LIONEL LUKE married TERRY MCMILLIAN, daughter of JED KYLE MCMILLLIAN and RUTH HENSTROM on 7 July 1977.  She was born 26 September 1950 at Salt Lake City, Salt Lake, Utah.
Their Children:
3. SHAWDENE LUKE born 27 August 1977 at Richfield, Sevier, Utah. 
Her Children:
4. DALTON R. SAGE born 25 April 1997 at Salt Lake City, Salt Lake, Utah. 
SHAWDENE married DANEIL MCMURRIN, son of DAVE MCMURRIN and MARION KNAPP on 20 November 1999.  They divorced.
Their Children:
4. DANEIL KNAPP MCMURRIN, JR. (DJ) born 13 November 1998 at Salt Lake City, Salt Lake, Utah.
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