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HAL KIRKHAM CAMPBELL
PERSONAL HISTORY, PART I

About 9:05 a.m., March 17, 1927, a 6 Ib. 7 oz. bundle, dark in color, scarcely breathing, was spanked and shaken repeatedly in an effort to
cause the said bundle to breathe, to cry, to respond to life's challenges. Once breathing was begun the little bit of humanness was placed in
an incubator in the hopes of keeping it alive. On the fifth day of its life the spark of being was threatened by a nosebleed. So begins the
genesis of Hal Kirkham Campbell.

Before marriage my father, Ezra Carvel Campbell, had been employed as a worker in the Idaho Falls railroad yards; after his marriage to
Vilda Kirkham he became a truck driver for the Z.C.M.I. Wholesale Grocery. My mother had been a stenographer prior to her marriage.
Father and mother lived on Curtis Avenue in Idaho Falls after the marriage. A four-room burnt orange colored structure, the house had a
living room on one side and a bedroom, kitchen, and bathroom opposite. The house faced west.

After we moved to Salt Lake City my dad worked as a grocer at Standard Market, at Crystal Palace Market, at Safeway Grocery, and for a short
time at Sewell's; he was manager of a general store at Consumers, Utah; then to the Royal Baking Company in Salt Lake, the B.F. Goodrich
Tire Company, as co-manager of the Campbell Brothers Grocery in Preston, Idaho, at Hill Airforce Base during bart of World War II, and
finally as a salesman and a supervisor of the Denver Fire Clay Company. My mother became a homemaker and part-time piano teacher.
After Dad left us Mom's piano teaching enabled her to assist me in the mission field for two and a quarter years. She was a source of
inspiration to many for her dedication and faithfulness.

Houses I lived in after leaving Idaho Falls include: (in Salt Lake City, Utah) 409 University Street, 4102 So. 9th East; (in Consumers, Utah)
Apartment #6 overlooking the railroad tracks; (in Preston, Idaho) 434 So. 2d East, 450 So. 2d East, and for several months in a one-room
rough-finished cabin while waiting for our 450 So. house to be completed; (back in Salt Lake) 2693 Glenmare Street; after marriage to Joan:
(Big Piney, Wyoming) a motel and later a small apartment over Covey's gas station; (Salt Lake again) Rufus Astin's apartment at 2633 1/2
Imperial Street, then back to 2693 Glenmare Street, 520 Capri Drive (in Murray, Utah), once more back to 2693 Glenmare Street; and
finally (in Cedar City, Utah) 255 So. 800 West, where we have remained ever since..

My one early claim to fame, so I am told, was that I knew the tunes and some of the words of more than 50 songs at the age of 18 months. I
also learned to slip out of a rope that was used to bind me to the yard so I wouldn't wander away. 1am told I was very much afraid of the
shining green eyes of our little cat as they peered at me from under the coal stove in our house.

I remember a few scattered events on University street: playing with a large rubber ball and an engine (minus the outside locomotive mold)-
-wind-up, of course; playing with a little rubber kitten and a stuffed doll at bedtime; riding a tricycle up and down the street; taking trips
with Mother to the University stadium; being rocked by Mother in a rocking chair with a peculiar cracking rhythm of its own; and having the
whooping cough from which disease the combined faith of the Elders and my parents helped to save me.

From age four to thirteen (barring 6 months at Consumers) we lived in South Salt Lake (4102 So. 9th East) in a frame house on a hill,
surrounded by fields to the west and south, a large swamp to the north, and across the road to the east a continuation of the swamp flanked
by a sleighriding hill. In the distance to the east were two weeping willows and a "bottomless" pool, and in the south field next to the road
were two fine old cottonwood trees.

Among the many friends at Lincoln School, Granite Junior High, and the Mill Creek Ward were Merlyn Ronneburg (the boy next door),
Merlyn Jones, Keith Larsen, Norman Wright, Norma Butts, Gene Metcalf, Anna Page, Wallace Scott, and George Park. School Teachers
included: Miss Peterson and Miss Paul, 1st grade; Miss Hill, 2d; Rosemarie Liddle (a long-time family friend), 3d; Miss Clawson, 4th; Mr.
Seal, 5th; Miss Thurman, 5th and 6th, Miss Harding, Mr. Frame, and several others at Granite Junior High. Great folks lived in the ward--
Bishop Cornwall, his daughter Elizabeth (a diligent worker in the junior Sunday school), J. Golden Hunsaker, Roy Turner and his wife, the
Jonas family, the Gehrings, the Harbrechts, the Ronneburgs, and others.

Experiences were many and varied. There were frequent bouts with sickness--bronchitis, pleurisy, measles, chicken pox. My first sled was
initiated as my father and I rode it down the hill across the street, the runners gently folding under as the combined weight turned the sled




—. into firewood and two unusable runners. There were tree-climbing episodes including the Tarzan-like leap for a limb in Wallace Scott's apple
tree, followed by a deadening thud as I hit the ground belly down, the wind knocked out of me. I recall the horrible sight of 20 or more
mangled rabbits of the 50 or so we had, brutally destroyed by a dog when left in what Dad thought was a safe, movable enclosure in the alfalfa
patch one summer night. Our old battle-scarred black cat fought a gopher to its death as two of us watched (sad to say, without interfering),
the animals--seemingly by agreement--taking a brief intermission, both of them lying on their sides a few feet away from each other, panting,
too tired to fight--then resuming the battle. I remember seeing this same cat disappearing in a cloud of dust, chased into a garage/rabbit
coop combination by three dogs, all three of which emerged yelping as the cat rode astride one of them, leaped to another, to the third, and
finally up the great old cottonwood tree to the south of our house as the dogs dashed past. Then there were our own dogs: Susie, a fox
terrier; Fritz, one of her mongrel pups that loved to chase reflections of the sun on car windows; Jackie, a Boston/Chihuahua mixed breed--
each one of the dogs killed by a car. I can still see the old bull that belonged to one of our neighbors butting 2 Daynes Jewelry sign completely
to the ground in the field across the street.

I believe it was in the winter of 1933-34 that there was a snowdrift between our house and Ronneburg's that completely blocked the view
from the facing windows of the two houses (we could walk on the hard crust for a number of days). There was a trip to the zoo with the first
grade students in the old 1924 Dodge bus belonging to the Granite School district--a bus that chugged to a stop, boiled over, and had to be
pushed by children and teachers the last quarter of a mile. And those special gifts from Santa Claus: the yellow wooden wagon, the little
wind-up army tank, the scooter, the electric train. And our Halloween escapades--climaxed by a laundry bag lying in a ditch that, even
though it resembled a picket fence fallen down, became my dad who almost before our eyes leaped and yelled at our both-arms-severed-
above-the-elbow neighbor, Mr. Chegwidden (who had approached the "fence" to see what it was lying there in his front yard as we were
coming down the road. Father had intended to scare us, but when Mr. Chegwidden came out the temptation was too great.). How can I ever
forget the trips to Grandpa and Grandma Kirkham's home with aunts Roma and DeEsta and uncle Dale there to play games and spoil me and
with Grandpa's exquisitely frightening ghost stories. Their home contained the only privately owned grand piano I could use during those
childhood years; and then there were Grandma's deliciously different meals. There were our less frequent, and perhaps even more exciting,
trips to Grandma and Grandpa Campbell's Preston, Idaho home with yet other different meal menus. They had was a large vegetable garden,
a beautiful raspberry patch, a big lawn flanked by three poplars, and a lovely old home containing a chilly bathroom, an upstairs area with a
bannister flanking the stairs, a cozy kitchen, and the clear cold Preston water. There were also trips down to Aunt Fern's to yet another type
of life--horses and dairy cattle, long walks through pasture and farm land, farming equipment, an irrigation canal for swimming, and all the
food one could eat. Near the top of memories are those of Christmas Eves when we sat in our own front room with the lights shining from
the Christmas tree while listening to the little table radio bring sweet messages as the spirit of Christmas crept into our hearts. During this
time came my first experiences with death: the drowning of a schoolmate, Eugene Christensen, the loss of a still-born baby brother, and the
viewing of the body of Grandpa Campbell lying in the casket in the hushed Campbell home in Preston as Grandma came slowly into the room
escorted by others, quickened her pace, and leaned over the casket sobbing, "Oh Ezra, Ezra!"

For a few months during my fifth-grade year we lived in the coal-mining town of Consumers, one of three settlements in a large box canyon
some 17 miles from Price, Utah. School was different--two grades in one room, children of Grecian, Italian, and Spanish descent
predominating, and Mr. Boehm, a fine teacher who was a native of the eastern United States. The general store where my father was
manager was something new. Occasionally I stocked the candy racks. To the rear of the store was an iron door leading to the railroad tracks
immediately behind--and as the cold wind whistled around the building corner I would often step out to view the massive coal cars standing
there row behind row (both coal-filled and empty cars were there side by side). The Christmas decorations in the store left me gaping--they
were so close, and so touchable. The gigantic ten-wheel drive locomotive was fascinating, whether it was standing there with its cab almost as
high as our third-story window in our apartment or thundering down the valley with dozens of coal cars locked behind.

Sleighriding was the best--a "mile" run down the main street that was filled with challenges--cars coming up, people crossing the road, the
locomotive hauling its load across the street. Speed was the goal--and the momentum gained was sufficient to carry us, with scarcely a
slowdown, across a dry spot in the road caused by heating tubes running beneath the road. The trips to Price were exciting. Several times we
drove along the desolate road from Consumers to the city, passing the eroded cliffs and scraggly desert growth on both sides to go to stake
conference, to go shopping, or to attend a show. Two shows I remember well were "Ali Baba" with Eddie Cantor and "The Firefly" with
Jeannette MacDonald and Alan Jones. Father's new '34 Ford was the ultimate to me in transportation. How I liked the smooth feel, the purr
of the motor, the sleek streamlined shape.

One last memory is tied up with the L.D.S. branch consisting of but a few families and just four boys my age. We met in the schoolhouse,
using the desks for chairs. Iremember that I enjoyed the meetings and felt considerable pride in belonging to the Church.




—. Cache Valley--the place of my dreams! How I have desired to recapture the fullness of those beautiful days. Our time spent with Grandma

Campbell was choice, even though three families lived together and relations became somewhat strained at times. The one-room shack we
inhabited as a temporary dwelling while our own house was being built was exciting for me, and I had privacy for practicing the piano. Our
newly finished home at 450 So. 2d East would probably have been permanent but for the sad break in our family ties due to Dad's infidelity.
Once the bonds of love were loosed and the spirit of evil released, aspirations turned to ashes and removal was inevitable.

But up to that point Heaven seemed very near to me both in terms of school and church. Friends included Lynn and Glen Perry (the twins),
Hal Peterson, Tommy Kerr and Paul Wilcox (the vocal duet), brothers Douglas and Reed Merrill, Ross Wynn and Keith Aller (Ross, Keith, and
an almost inseparable trio), Jeanne Brown (my first case of puppy love), Margaret Bingham, Donna Jean Hansen, and my cousin, Gordon
Campbell. Teachers included Mr. Cutler, math; Mr. Keller, social studies, Mr. Stanfield, math and gym; Mr. Hirschi, geometry; Mr.
Christensen, orchestra; and Mr. Spilsbury, the principal and Spanish teacher. I accompanied Reed Maughan frequently on the flute. Brother
Eberhard, our seminary teacher, did so much to help instill the gospel and a love for it into me.

How well I remember: working at the Campbell Brothers' Market every night after school for the weekly wage of 50 cents (later to be
expanded to 75 cents, to 1 dollar, and finally to the inconceivable amount of 2 dollars per week); the deep snow and the clear frosty weather
with its accompanying winter sports--especially the sleighriding hill near the fifth ward (it was here an over-excited German Shepherd dog
gnawed into my leg as I went down the hill); the Singalong boys' chorus, founded by Dad--in demand all over the valley (we even sang in the
Washakie Indian Ward--I sang alto); tearing down our old red-brick First Ward to make the new ward and stake center; the bi-monthly
attendance at either the Isis or Grand theaters; our Boy Scout troop activities including the trip to Bear Lake, the frequent overnight camps on
the creek land owned by our Scoutmaster, frantic games of "Steal-the-Flag;," three music contests that I entered as a piano contestant,
receiving a first place in each; the operetta, "The Pirates of Penzance," in which my uncle Dan Campbell had a lead part and for which I
played piano; the birth of my only living brother, Brent, by Caesarian operation; my new-found love for him; and the final, sorrowful days and
nights as we watched Dad leave all that he might have had for a hopelessly crippled woman who appealed to his sense of chivalry and who
flattered him as the two together broke two homes, established a new one for both of them and her one child, and raised two more boys (my
half brothers Barry and Scott) in Boise, Idaho--how we missed him! His infrequent visits to us later on were always bright spots in my life,

~ but they dimmed in such a short while, since he had to go "home." The long, seemingly endless heartbreak suffered by Mother gradually

turned to a seeming calm as the realization came to her that there was no hope or prayer that would bring him back.. (I need to note that
since that time many reconciliations have taken place, and I believe all of us love each other. 1hope there may be a way to unite us into one
family at some future time.)

Due to this last sad event we found ourselves, after some three years in Preston, back in Salt Lake at the doorstep of Grandpa and Grandma
Kirkham. Grandfather was ill--ill with cancer. Although diagnosis was not clear at first we knew something was seriously wrong. For the
first time in several hikes I had had with him (this last one to Timpanogos Cave) he lagged behind while we raced on ahead. By the time he
died he was reduced to a living skeleton. A few days before he passed away he called each of the family members who were around into his
bedroom and gave us a "father's" blessing. To me he said that 1 ought to be a leader for righteousness--and example--since I was the oldest
of his grandchildren, and he charged me to be clean and obedient. We loved him so much. His death came during the night with his loving
wife sitting there beside him. I need to mention that a week or so before his death Elder Harold B. Lee—then an Apostle—came to the
home and gave Grandpa a blessing. To read a more detailed account, see his history. But let this much be known—Grandfather Kirkham
was a good man—and the blessing reflected that goodness.

The last two years of school were spent at Granite High. I had a job with Wendell Cottrell, my uncle, in a grocery store, and for the first time I
owned a bicycle originally belonging to Wendell, which bicycle was used to take me the ten miles I rode every day from home to school to the
store and also to help me deliver small boxes of groceries to customers living close to the market. For the entire high-school experience 1
rode that distance daily except for Saturdays and Sundays. I arrived back home about 7:30 or 8:00 each night (on Saturdays it would be
10:30 or 11:00, sometimes midnight; and one Christmas eve the last delivery went out at midnight and we went home after some 20 hours of
steady work without even a lunch break). I must mention Miss Anne Pehrson, my English teacher, and James Moss, my seminary teacher, as
being particularly influential in my life. Scholastically I finished well, receiving the typing and shorthand medals for the year, the business
medal, and the "G" medal (given to 10 boys and girls). I had the opportunity of giving one of the four graduation speeches.

L did not get called into the army due to a weakness in my back--a back that was at times quite painful. I went to an old masseuse who set

me up with a group of exercises that I have used off and on since that time.







