
after which I spent six months at Utah State uni­
versity, then relieved father in March in feeding 
the cattle and hauling hay, thus making it possible 
for him to "go below," the family expression for 
Farmington. 

Following this, I left for a mission and the 
family moved first to Logan and then to Farmington. 

When I was grown and away from home, I realized 
that I had never come to really know my father. I 
had little person-to-person association with him 
throughout his lifetime. OUr lives, when he was 
at home, seemed always to be associated with 
struggle and work from daylight to after dark. 

Sunday was a day for church attendance. In 
earlier years we would even attend in Auburn - two 
miles from the ranch, when at times we would get 
stuck with our team and buggy along the ruts and 
mud of a dirt road. Family prayers each morning 
and evening on bended knee was a cherished practice, 
and of course the food was always blessed at the 
table. These are among the family practices insti­
tuted by father with the loving support of mother. 

Father believed that idleness - not working -
was the devil's workshop for his sons. He at times 
went to great length to provide work for us. Nu­
merous interesting instances could be cited. 

He believed that one social outing was quite 
adequate for my brother - next to me in age - and 
me, for the summer. But we required much more 
than this. In our earlier high school years we 
would ride horseback to weekend dances in Afton -
putting on a pair of overalls to protect our 
dancing suits. This followed a day's work on the 
ranch and chores including milking 8 to 10 cows 
each. In our later high school years we had a 
family Model T Ford for our social dancing trips. 
The trend at that time was for open air dance halls 
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in various locations in the valley with large 
traveling dance bands. 

Having to pick up our dates and return them 
following the dance often caused us to arrive back 
at the ranch at a rather late hour. On one occa­
sion it was daylight when we returned. Father 
was up and had brought the milch cows in from the 
pasture ready to be milked. My brother led off 
in meeting the situation "courageously." He 
greeted father with a kiss and of course I had 
to do likewise. It apparently so confounded 
father that he accepted us without comment. 
(If you are acquainted with H. D. Clark, you 
will recognize this as at least a minor miracle). 

Mother developed in her children a love and 
respect for father. This loving and prideful 
acceptance was enhanced by father's character 
as we came to know it and by his public reputa­
tion. We children were proud to be known as -
and seemed to be respected for being - the 
children of H. D. Clark. We believed and accepted 
him to be a righteous and honorable man. 

Father was indeed a man of stalwart and princi­
pled character. His conduct was guided by princi­
ple. He was self disciplined and richly endowed 
with determination and perseverance. 

This self discipline was exhibited even in his 
eating habits. He would stop eating at a meal when 
he could enjoy more food. And although we were 
taught to eat all the food we had on our plates, 
occasionally father would finish up some food that 
a child was unable to eat. Combined with an active 
life, father therefore did not gain excessive 
weight when he reached middle age and beyond. 

I recall that father and I in adulthood were the 
same height and he found it difficult to accept his 
being a bit shorter than I when he was nearing 80 
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