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FOREWORD

Since returning to Southern Utah from the Midwest in 1996, I have renewed my association with
former classmates and friends. A few of us have met regularly to enjoy lunch and give presentations
about our lives — careers, interests, and especially families. I had occasion to share my family and
experiences. The comments following my presentation were that, “It sounds like you have had a good
life and many interesting experiences, and that you have a great family." I have to agree that I have
had just that.

I love and appreciate my family and am proud of the good people they have become. I am pleased
with their accomplishments and the skills and talents they have developed and the service they give to
the Church and the communities in which they live. They are great parents. I love my grandchildren
and I am proud of each one of them. I consider my family and the goodness of their lives as my
greatest accomplishment.

Appreciation is extended to family members for the contributions they have made to my personal
history. A special thank you to my daughter, Julie Hamilton, for spearheading the project and her
many hours collecting needed materials. I'm very appreciative of Teague Bengtzen who so generously
printed my history.

With love and best wishes,

Dad

" Cedar City, Utah

December 2005




; ‘w»»"’

S

The personal history of Carl Lenzi Moss, Jr.

I was born in St. George, Washington County, Utah, on 13 February 1934, the only son and fourth
child of Carl Lenzi Moss and Annis Blair. My Dad was 33 years old when I was born, he having been
born on 16 October 1900. My Mother was 26 years old when I was born, she having been born on 16
March 1907. I was named after my father.

Each of the children was born in St. George, where we spent our early years. Loa was born 23 May
1924.  She married Marden Brown on 8 September 1942 in St. George. They have four children:
Marden Walter Brown, Judy Ann Brown Richards, Richard Sherwin Brown, and Betty Jane Brown
Leavitt.

My sister Rea was born 19 November 1925 and died 27 November 1925.

Betty Lou was born 24 June 1927. She married Oscar Frederick Gramlick 25 April 1946 in Reno,
Nevada. They have three children: Michael Frederick Gramlick, Gregory Louis Gramlick, and
Catherine Ann Gramlick Luna Simpkins. Betty Lou died 1 January 1954, less then one month
following Cathy’s birth. Betty is buried in a Los Angeles Cemetery. Michael, her eldest son, died 27
July 1969 while serving in Vietnam. Mike is buried in Cedaredge, Colorado.

Four years after I was born, Mom gave birth to Ila Jane on 20 February 1938. She was married at 19
years of age to Charles Dale Willis on 19 July 1957, in the Mesa Arizona Temple. They have three
children: Charles Dale Willis, Jr., Allen Russell Willis, and Jane Ann Willis Peppler. Ila died as an in-
patient in the local hospital on 26 November 1999, in Chandler, Arizona. Carol and I attended the
viewing at the mortuary and her funeral the next day at the Chandler Stake Center. I was invited by
the family to dedicate her grave (a copy of the dedicatory prayer is attached). She is buried in the
Chandler Cemetery.

The effects of the Great Depression of 1929 were still being felt at the time of my birth. I had assumed
for many years that I was born in the old McGregor Hospital in St. George. I learned more recently
that I was born at home - the Tom Shamp place - about 400 South and 100 West. Eventually, my
parents were able to acquire a home of their own at 31 West 200 South.

Archie D. Wallis owned two city lots; he sold one of them to Dad. Dad purchased the old bandstand
which was located close to the Recreation Hall, and near the St. George Tabernacle. Dad dug a
basement and poured a foundation on which to build the home. My childhood was spent in this home,
which is now owned by Marden and Loa Moss Brown.

One of the few recollections I have of my mother was when I was a preschooler. I attended Relief
Society with her in the old South Ward Building. The building still stands; however, it has been
remodeled several times. It is between First and Second South on Main Street in St. George. We
would enter on the east side of the building. There was a foyer and a stairway on each side that would
take you upstairs into the main chapel. You would go downstairs to a lower level for the classrooms, I
recall standing at the front door and holding it open for the sisters to either come in or to leave the
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building. Some of them would actually give me a penny. I thought that was pretty neat duty, to have a
penny or two for penny candies.

Dad frequently raised various animals such as pigs, lambs, and chickens. He also owned a milk cow
which provided the family with milk and cream. The fresh milk was placed in the refrigerator in a
large pan. Iliked to scoop some cream from the pan onto a large slice of homemade bread, sprinkle
sugar on it and eat it. One year he had some geese. I apparently irritated them enough that one of
them pecked me hard enough to make me bawl very loud.

In our home we seemed to have good food to eat, especially during the holidays. Pineapple seemed to
be ubiquitous at that time and I hated it. Mom always tried to disguise the flavor whenever she
included it in salads or entrées, but I was rarely fooled by her deception. My liking for pineapple
finally came as an adult.

One of the highlights of my childhood was getting up one wintry morning and looking out of the
window and seeing very deep snow. The snow made the telephone or electric wires appear to be two
inches in diameter. My recollection is that it was at least 8 — 10 inches deep. The only markings in the
snow were the footprints of our neighbor, Ed Miles, who walked through the snow to get to his shoe
shop located on Main Street.

I was always taller than my friends. They liked to tease me that it was due to the afternoon naps I had
to take. My best friends in those growing-up years were Jim Pendleton who lived on the corner and
Sheldon Snow who lived across the street from Jim. Sheldon was a year older than I, and Jim was two
years older. They were the boys in the neighborhood who were nearest my age. We used to go to
movies together. We played along the ditch banks in front of our homes. One of our favorite activities
included a hike two miles south of town to the Virgin River. We liked to run up and down the river
bed in our birthday suits. There was only a small stream of water except during flood stage, when the
river would go on a rampage. We were cautioned to watch out for quicksand, which I now think came
from someone trying to frighten us. To keep us safe from falling into a pool of quicksand and
suffocating, we used a bamboo pole long enough for all three of us to take hold of while running
through the water. We thought that if we fell into quicksand, we could use this pole as an aid in
getting out.

Dad owned a .22 caliber pistol that had a hexagonal barrel. When he thought that I was old enough,
(about six years old) he gave it to me. Having the pistol in my possession only elevated Mom’s
concerns. During a visit by Dad’s younger brother, Gilbert, I was persuaded to trade it to him in
exchange for a Lone Ranger outfit. It included two cap pistols with holsters, silver bullets, and a mask.
I thought I was pretty cool at the time. Since then I have wondered whatever happened to the pistol
with the hexagonal barrel.

When Dad was putting a new roof on the house, I climbed the ladder and came up behind him to look
over his shoulder. He did not realize that I was there. When he swung the hammer back to pound a
nail, he caught the claws of the hammer in my forehead, just above the bridge of my nose. It knocked
me out. Later Dad said, “It’s a good thing you got hit in the head. Anywhere else may have hurt you.”
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Aunt Trelma Moss, Uncle Bill’s wife, reported not long before her passing in 1982, that my Mom had
had a miscarriage between Betty’s birth and mine. It occurred while the family was living at the
Brooks” place. Mom reportedly hemorrhaged badly following the miscarriage; my sister, Loa, recalls
seeing the foot of Mom’s bed elevated supposedly for that reason. Had the child progressed to full
term, Mom would have given birth to a fifth daughter. It was due to the hemorrhaging that Mom was
counseled by Dr. Wilford J. Reichman not to have any more children. Mom apparently expressed to
Aunt Trelma, in confidence, that she would have another child, and that it would be a boy. Mom
received her patriarchal blessing thirteen months before my birth; this excerpt states: “And thou shalt
be blest with the blessings of Sarah of old.” She believed that this confirmed her previous feeling that
she would indeed have a son. Mom experienced various problems related to her health. Some time
prior to my birth, she had an episode of partial blindness. During a stake quarterly conference, Dad
asked the visiting general authority, Elder Melvin J. Ballard of the Quorum of the Twelve, to give her a
blessing and to heal her blindness. She was administered to by him. She was promised that she would
recover her sight, which she did, but she was not promised a long life. My parents were active
members of The Church of Jesus Christ of Latter-day Saints. They served as stake missionaries, and
as ordinance workers in the St. George Temple. Mom gained a testimony of temple work, and was
convinced that she was blessed from having served in the temple. "

Probably the most traumatic segment of my early childhood centered on the untimely death of my
mother. She died 11 April 1942 at LDS Hospital in Salt Lake City, Utah. It was said that her death
was due to a brain abscess. Ihad reached my eighth birthday, and Ila Jane her fourth birthday, just two
months earlier. Our nation was at war in both the Atlantic and Pacific theaters. We, as kids, feared
being invaded by the Japanese. There was a certain amount of fear and dislike for both the Germans
and the Japanese. I did not know anyone of Japanese descent, but there was one woman who was a
native of Germany. Her name was Irene Exener Everett, wife of E. Ellis Everett. Irene and her family
were members of our ward. We didn’t have access to current news like we have today. Most of our
news came in the form of a newspaper or by going to the movies. One of the preview items prior to
the start of the movie would be an update on the news. It was called the “News Reel.” The News Reel
would typically contain film clips from either the war in Europe or the Islands of the Pacific, or both.
Eventually we heard a lot about James H. (Jimmy) Doolittle: “On April 18, 1942, in the early stages of
World War II, Doolittle led his celebrated bombing attack on Tokyo, for which he was awarded the
Congressional Medal of Honor and promoted to the rank of brigadier general.” © 19932003 Microsoft
Corporation. All fights reserved. e pawws of the war engendered anxiety, if not fear among us. World War II,
in addition to Mom’s death, made it a very difficult time for me.

About a year after my Mother’s death, Dad married again. Dad met Viola Ibsen Lundin while working
for the Church, repainting some of its buildings. I recently obtained a photo from Viola’s daughter
Ann Lundin Winterton. The photo includes Dad, Viola, and three other painters; it was taken with
them standing near the exterior of the Recreation Hall. Viola and her children joined the Church in
Fremont, Nebraska, and later moved to St. George. She was divorced. The record shows that they
were married in the St. George Temple, on 17 March 1943. Viola and Dad made an agreement to
bring only the two youngest children from their previous marriages into this marriage. My sister Loa
was already married and had her own apartment in St. George (her husband, Marden, was a soldier in
WWII); she agreed to let Betty live with her until Betty graduated from high school. On the other hand







