Lovina Jones Brimhall
        Lovina Jones was born according to the only available information we have, on 31 March 1844 at Glamorganshire, S. Wales. Her father's name was Morgan Jones and her mother's name was Johanna Morgan. At this writing, research has turned up no record of any other children by this couple nor of their marriage date. Neither can we find either a birth certificate for Lovina nor a death certificate for Johanna Morgan. 

        In 1851 Newbridge Pontyprid census record shows a Lovina Jones living in her grandmother's (Joan Jones, widow 70) household. This we have assumed to be her. 

        We know that Lovina accompanied by Morgan, by her grandmother Jones and Uncle William Jones sailed to America on a steamship when Lovina was about nine years of age and that Morgan was married to a Mary Parry on board ship while it was at sea. We then find them crossing the plains in a handcart company and arriving in the Salt Lake Valley. 

        Morgan later moved his growing family to Idaho, finally settling in Malad, Oneida County, where he resided the remainder of his life. He had 5 sons and 4 daughters by this wife, Mary Parry, namely; Sarah Ann, Mary, Morgan Parry, Susan, Elizabeth, David Parry, Bernard Parry, William Parry and Joseph Parry. 

        From all information available it is believed that Lovina didn't get along with her stepmother and probably left her home and returned to the main body of the Latter-day Saints around Salt Lake City, as we find she was married and sealed at age l3 to William Bailey Lake on 20 March 1857 by President Brigham Young in his office. He was sealed to another young 14-year-old girl, Louisa Ann Garner, at that time. One year later, 31 March 1858 William Bailey Lake was killed by Indians and this now 14 year old girl was left uncared for again and she went to live in the home of Bailey's sister, Samantha Lake Brimhall, wife of Noah Brimhall, whom Lovina married about a year later as a polygamous wife, by whom she bore 15 children. She often made the remark that she was a bride, wife and widow and again bride, wife and mother before she was 15 years of age. However, Lovina was faithful to her heritage and she defended polygamy to the end, declaring her polygamous days were the happiest of her entire existence, a testimony to her of its truthfulness and heavenly origin. 

        Because of the bitterness in her father Morgan's heart over polygamy, and because Lovina married into it, and married this "old" man, he disowned her, and the family has never been able to find out anything of her background or childhood. Morgan would not talk about her to anyone. His bitterness continued until it resulted in his pulling his wife and family out of the L.D.S. Church and joining the "Josephites." 

        On 28 January 1859, Lovina married Noah Brimhall, as his third wife, and the story of their travels across the desert, mountains, and the Colorado River has been pretty well narrated in Noah's history. However, shortly after their arrival at Woodruff, Arizona, they received word that Noah's first wife, Samantha, who had gone to New Mexico with her younger children, was dead. She and the children had all come down with smallpox. Noah drove there to get his children and had to stay until they were well enough to bring back. He apparently made good money while there as he came back to Woodruff with his wagons filled with food and clothing, as well as his four children. Lovina promptly took them under her wing, caring for them as her own. That she did exceedingly well was attested to by Norman, one of the oldest of the four, who declared he would always be grateful to Aunt Lovina "for her kindly care" in those bereaved days. 

        While Noah was away, Lovina and her children had joined the United Order at Woodruff. They built a fort to protect themselves from the Indians. This consisted of an adobe wall and rows of adobe houses. Each family had two rooms. Besides this, there was a large community kitchen and dining room they all shared. There was also a storehouse. All the cattle and horses were put in together and everyone took turns at whatever duty they could perform. The women took charge of the cooking. 

        They had a milkhouse down on the river where they kept the milk, butter and cream to cool. It has been told by one of the children how one lady in charge of the milkhouse was not so generous with the cream, and a crowd of young and mischievous folk plotted against her. They were frightened to death about being found out and were all trying to figure out an alibi for the next day, but during the night the water came up and washed the milkhouse and contents away, so they were glad they at least saved the cream and their "skins." 

        When Noah returned from New Mexico he and Lovina continued to live in the "Order" for several years, but finally he could see it just wasn't working out and he desired to pull out of it, so took his family and their possessions and moved to Taylor, Arizona, a little farther south on the Little Colorado River. The family now consisted of fourteen children with the four new members. 

        Life was perilous and dangerous in those parts at this period. Apache Indians, always more fierce than the Pimas, were on the war-path, committing depredations on all sides. Cattle were stolen and men murdered, and their bodies shoved into sand in the river banks. At times these red men appeared suddenly and silently, almost as if from nowhere, terrorizing the villagers. Walking brusquely into homes, they demanded food and any bright object visable. Children fled, darting in terror under beds. The startled housewives and settlers alike were in a continual state of alarm and concern. 

        In Taylor, this distress was acute, continuing until at last, roused to the situation, the government stepped in, sending soldiers to guard the settlement. These trooped in, in bright, showy uniforms, and parents now sensed a new cause for alarm, gravely warning their fair daughters, and keeping them much under cover until the soldiers were recalled. As one daughter confessed, "They attracted us, but we were taught obedience and didn't dare disobey. We honored our parents and feared the Lord." 

        Like most of the men of God at that time who had given all for religions sake, Noah was stem and severe, but also tender and loving. But happily for all concerned, the Indian scare eventually died down. Missionaries mingling among them staged a reform, teaching them, to trade their goods of buffalo robes, blankets, dried meats, etc., for the things they desired. 

        In Taylor, the Brimhalls made the acquaintance of young Brigham Young, who became a boarder at their home. 

        All the Brimhall children were extremely useful at this new location, in aiding in setting out tomatoes, cabbage and other plants. Hops were cultivated to form yeast for bread. 

        There were endless hardships to be endured at this place, although they owned a few cows. Dams were being continually washed out by floods and it was next to impossible to raise crops, and being dependent in great measure on truck-gardening, trading their produce for food stuffs as they did in Holbrook, they were often poorly fed and at times almost without means of support. Every grain and every morsel of food meant something, and the children followed the harvesters, like Ruth in the fields of Boaz, timelessly and industriously gleaning both wheat and beans. 

        Hats were manufactured from straw by the women and girls themselves. Soaked and split straws were braided and then sewed into strips and the finished product was then handed over to one skilled in blocking and bleaching. Bleaching was accomplished by placing in a tight container with fumes from burning sulphur. Then with such meager trimming as could be afforded they were now ready to replace for best, the homely bonnet adopted by all pioneers, for no matter what the hardships, skins must be kept flawless -- an inate yearning for beauty and refinement. Later the bonnet was glorified with ruffles. Women's shoes at this time were high-topped and laced or buttoned, and were constructed of strong, rough leather. Toes were enforced with copper bands and when half-soled, a ridge remained between instep and heel where leathers refused to join. But no matter how clumsy, owners were too grateful for any covering to utter complaints. 

        Their long, black wool hosiery was created from their own knitting and knitting needles seemed constantly plied. Even while making a trip to town, fingers kept busy. Winter was coming and moments were too precious to waste. 

        The Brimhalls were forced to leave Taylor because of Noah's ear trouble, aggravated by constant winds. They made several stops in an earnest effort to find a satisfactory location, and eventually settled in Nephi, a little village between Tempe and Mesa, Arizona. As pioneers, they first camped in their wagon box, cooking over coals and in bake kettles until a temporary shelter could be effected. 

        These hastily-built shelters consisted of a framework of poles against which brush tied together for walls, leaned wearily, sometimes resembling a man who had been imbibing too freely and was now leaning drunkenly against his neighbor. Roofs were of mud, and the shelter afforded no privacy, but at least shielded against the furious, striking fists of the rain and the too ardent advances of old sol. 

        They had many trials and tribulations and of course no conveniences. Very often the girls would have to launder the dress they had worked in all day to wear it to a dance that evening. (Square dances only, were then in vogue.) 

        Accustomed as they were to grappling with difficulties, they considered their labors challenging, and were undaunted by the clossal task of clearing the land that was still in it's desert state. With the aid of horses and logs, they soon had the bristling wild growth subdued, uprooting stumps and banishing mesquite and chaparral and all other wayward and stubborn brush. Strength and power, resourcefulness and ingenuity were born of such toil. 

        As river water was the only water available for drinking and kitchen purposes, a well was dug and the water was brought to the surface by hand with rope and pail. Later a pulley was used and a casing built around the well for safety. 

        Screen for windows and doors was still a future commodity, and flies were a terrible menace. But regardless of trials, the pioneers were grateful it was no worse and expressed gratitude soulfully, night and morning in family prayer. 

        Crops that were planted soon blossomed, ripening into golden plumes of grain, and this was ground in the Hayden grist mill at Tempe. 

        Clothes were laundered by hand by scrubbing on a wash board, and were ironed, with hand irons heated on outdoor fires and later on wood-burning stoves. A heavy cloth pad was used around the handle to protect against burns. Lye that softened wash water and whitened clothes came from mesquite ashes poured into a water-filled barrel and allowed to settle. Soap was made from grease extracted from fat of pigs or other animals at butchering time. Butchered animals were kept fresh in winter seasons by hanging in trees, for manufactured ice was unheard of. 

        Noah and Lovina had brought to their new home a cow and a few chickens, and the chicken coop had jolted serenly on one side of the wagon, with water barrels balancing the other. Nose bags for horses hung supinely at the rear end, and grain reposed inside for the hungry animals. 

        A good sized, square-shaped adobe house was finally constructed on the newly acquired Nephi property and answered admirably for home for the family for the next ten or twelve years. The house was located in a shady lane, lined with black and white fig and blue and white mulberry trees, property of William Parks, and running west toward the big Tempe Canal a short distance farther on. In this stream settlers bathed and enjoyed aquatic sports, often gathering in groups on sultry afternoons. The home faced south and a yellow honeysuckle bloomed at it's west front, and it was here that the family was destined to witness a cruel tragedy when five-year-old Ruth, the baby of the family choked slowly to death from a watermelon seed lodged in her windpipe. 

        Cultivating the intellect was a difficult problem in pioneer days. Schools were scarce, yet available, and although the children's education suffered, still Lovina saw to it that they were all taught the basics, at least. 

        The fifteen children born of this union (Noah and Lovina), each occupies a page or paragraph in the following chapter. The couple continued to reside on their Nephi property until Noah's death. After his passing, Lovina traded this for a small home on S. Hibbert Street in Mesa where she and Rachel resided. After Rachel's death, Lovina continued to reside there for a period of time, but eventually spent her remaining years with her daughter Medora or son Loren and his wife Neoma. 

        Lovina passed away at Mesa, Arizona, 6 November 1933 of a heart attack, at the age of 89, and is buried in the Mesa Cemetery beside Noah, who preceded her 15 years. 

        Lovina was a small, stocky woman in stature, about 5', a little on the plumpish side, having dark-wavy hair and brown eyes and as a young woman was said to have been very beautiful, and was in direct contrast to her tall, blonde, slenderly built husband. The two enjoyed dancing and made an attractive couple on the ballroom floor. Noah sometimes played for dances using the base drum, and his son Don, the snare drum. 

        She was known to be quite high-spirited but basically quite congenial, with a keen sense of humor, which most of her children inherited. Although she had quite a hard life, she seemed to enjoy living and looked on the bright side of life. She liked people and people liked her. She loved to quilt, which hobby kept her occupied until her death. Likewise she was a good seamstress and was making her own clothes at the time of her death. She was a hard worker and very talented. She managed her large family well. 

--Florence Brimhall Brinkerhoff, granddaughter

