
 268 

PART 4 ï 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 
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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 folkôs 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. 
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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 21
st
 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.) 
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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 
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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 
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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) 
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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. 


