Charlotta "Lottie" Brimhall

Born May 20, 1862 in Hyrum Utah

 

        This story was taken from the "Black Family Herald", number one and two of that newsletters, compiled by Paul Black as editor:  "Lottie Brimhall Walker As Told To Daughter Lavina Walker Mcmullin:  I was born in Hyrum, Cache County, Utah on May 20, 1862.  My parents pioneered in Southern Idaho and later went to Arizona.  When they made the trip to Arizona, I was 16 years old and was to be married to a young man by the name of William Albert Walker.  When we reached Brigham City, Weber County, Utah, we were married in the home of Apostle Lorenzo Snow on November 10, 1877.  Then we drove to our camping place, cooked and ate our wedding dinner around the campfire.  The dinner consisted of spare ribs, potatoes and onions cooked in a large bake oven.  We had our wedding cake, fruit, cheese, bread  and  vegetables which had been prepared before.  When we had eaten all we could, the food was cleared away and we sat up until late, singing songs, telling stories and dancing.  There were two violinists in the company, one being Jesse Walker, who played and sang exceptionally well.  When we tired of dancing, we retired to our beds in the covered wagons. 

        The next morning, everyone was up early, hustling around, getting ready to travel on.  There were five families in the company: Noah Brimhall, his wife Lovina and children; Joseph Kay and Margaret Walker Kay; Jesse Walker and his wife Retta; Grandmother Elizabeth Ann Walker; William and myself.  There were ten wagons, a herd of cattle and some horses.  The company toiled patiently over this seven hundred mile trip: over hills,  through deep gullies, over boulders, through tall slapping brush, and over miles of desert and cactus beds.  The winter overtook us and for days we traveled through snow. When we reached the big Colorado River, we found the water freezing.  A Mr. Johnson, who was in charge of Lee's Ferry insisted he had never seen it freeze before.  He said that we would need to stay there for a 

week, before it would thaw sufficiently to ferry across.   A week of camping in the snow for ourselves or our stock was too long.  The men talked it over and told Mr. Joihnson that they would pray for the ice to thicken so that they could cross in the morning and be on their way.  "The big Colorado doesn't freeze over and has never been crossed that way," insisted Mr. Johnson.  Noah and his companions walked the bank of the river, praying, testing and counseling each other, then pleading with the Lord to make it possible for them to cross the river.  With the breaking of dawn, the men were out testing the ice with poles.  The ice seemed thick enough.  "The Lord is on our side; we shall cross over safely,"  shouted Noah Brimhall.  We unloaded the wagons, cut timber and made sleds.  Before the sun had barely risen, 

the contents of the wagons were being sledded across the ice.  This was great fun for the children, racing back and forth, hauling the sleds.  Now came the time to get the cattle and horses across.  Instinctively, they sensed danger and would neither be led nor driven over the ice.  One of the men started getting buckets of sand and made a trail across.  One old mare, the recognized  leader of the band, was coaxed 

on the track.  The other horses and cows followed, one by one, until all were safely across.  Next, the white hooded wagons moved slowly across the ice.  One by one, they landed safely.  The last team had  just stepped onto the firm ground when a breaking sound was heard and the hind wheels of the wagon went down, but the faithful team pulled it ashore.  The pioneers went on their way, singing praises to the  Lord, who had truly been with them.  This was the first and last time that the Colorado River had been crossed at that place on ice. 

        At Taylor, Apache County, Arizona on Silver Creek, this little company settled.  Other settlers had proceeded them, but it was still a great lonely, silent wilderness.  In the land of the Apache and Navajo,  great deserts hemmed them in and was forever reaching out their hungry arms to destroy them.  The 

silence of the night was broken only by the hoot of the owl, the call of the coyote and the far away chant of an Indian war dance. 

        The days were busy, but happy ones.  Logs had to be cut and homes built, brush grubbed, land broken and planted, and water ditches dug.  There were no idlers in this group.  Every man, woman, and 

child had his work to do and had no time to think of loneliness nor danger.  We went through the same things that all pioneers do, raising a family and making a living for them.  In 1880, our first child was born. We named him William Albert, Jr.  When he was eleven months old, we went to the Saint George Temple by wagon, a distance of one thousand miles to have our temple work done.  These ceremonies were performed by David H. Cannon on November 10, 1881. 

        Six more children were born to them at Taylor, Arizona: three boys and three girls - Don Carlos, Ezra Erastus, Estella, Josephine, Walter Noah, and Lavina.  The thousand mile trip to the Saint George Temple is typical of the faith of my mother for the Gospel of Jesus Christ.  No effort was too great to try to do those things that the Lord had commanded. 

        Life in Arizona was difficult; there were so many outlaws roaming the country, stealing cattle, making trouble between the cattlemen and, sheepmen, and keeping the Indians on the warpath, This made it 

most difficult for the settlers.  After some years, the folks decided to move to New Mexico where several of my mother's half-brothers had settled.   So many of their cattle had been stolen, that they didn't have a great deal to move.  They bought an acreage in Fruitland, New Mexico and lived there for a number of 

years.  More children came: Jesse Lorenzo, Mae, Ruth and Ethel. Mother had difficult times with each of her babies and only had the help of a mid-wife.  It was only through the mercy and goodness of the Lord that her life was spared many times. 

        While living at Fruitland, their first big tragedy struck.  In my mother's patriarchal blessing given by her father, she was promised the power of healing the sick that they might have health and strength.  This was used only upon her family; she nursed the children through epidemics of whooping cough, measles, 

small pox, typhoid fever, and many other illnesses.  They all came through these sick spells with no ill effects except the eldest son, Willie. He had rheumatic fever as a child and it left him with a heart   condition.  Mother had been childless through the first few years of her married  life and had great apprehension as to her remaining childless.  She prayed earnestly to the Lord and finally promised him that if He would bless her with a child, she would be willing to let him return whenever the Lord would desire.  In due time, a baby boy was born to them.  She always thought of him as being an exceptional  child since he was bright, always kind, cheerful and obedient.  In his early teens, his heart condition became more serious.  Mother nursed him through years of illness.  At the age of sixteen, he knew that he must soon return to his Heavenly Father.  Several times he spoke of going, saying he really didn't mind 

but that he didn't like to go alone.  Shortly before passing, he called mother to his bed side and asked her to listen to the beautiful singing; he wouldn't be going alone since there was a group of young people waiting to take him with them.  They were singing and seemed to be so happy that he was coming.  Quietly he slipped away.  Mother's grief seemed like more than she could bear.  Try as she would, she couldn't find consolation from any source.  In one of her moments of deep despair, a voice came to her saying, "the Lord only took back that which was promised Him."  Mother then remembered her promise and knelt down and thanked the Lord for the sixteen years that she was permitted to keep him. 

        Mother was a beautiful woman and one of many talents.  She was ambitious, proud, and possessing boundless energy.  Her entire married life was devoted to the proper raising of her family.  They were 

her first concern, her pride and joy.  She loved nice clothes and was always well-groomed.  In spite of the fact that supplies in any part of our living were limited, she was a beautiful seamstress and made the  greater part of our clothing.  This made it possible for us to be well-dressed.  The problem of feeding and  clothing fourteen people became increasingly difficult.  Father found it necessary to move so that he 

might have a larger acreage.  So we moved to Jewett,  New Mexico (just outside of Fruitland).  There we had a large fruit orchard, grape vineyards and patches of different berries.  Father always had hives of bees and grew sugar cane so we had plenty of honey and molasses. 

        While we seemed to have a fairly comfortable living, Mother didn't care for the environment the  children were thrown into; it bothered her so much that we moved to Red Mesa, Colorado.  There, hundred acres of land which was divided among the boys as they married.  Although land was plentiful,  water was scarce.  During the dry spells, the crops were thin.  In the fall of 1914, we had a fire while we  were away from home and it destroyed everything with the exception of the barn and livestock.  It was a most difficult thing to face a Colorado winter with everything gone.  However, Father, Mother, and brothers,  Walter and Jesse went to a saw mill to work.  Mother did the cooking for the mill hands.  With their earnings, they bought lumber and windows for our new house.  Father and the boys did an excellent job building it.  The evenings in the winter were spent reading, singing and practicing the organ.  Mother was an excellent reader.  We would take turns sometimes reading; when we reached an exciting part of a book, Mother would take over and we would listen to her read by the hour.  We had volumes of the stories of the Book of Mormon and the Bible as well as history and fiction.  We learned to know the lives of Abraham, Moses, Nephi, and George Washington as well as we knew our next-door neighbor.  While we had few educational advantages beyond grade school, all of us could be considered educated people.   The older children in the family married young and got their education through experience in facing the realities of life.  Only the last three of us went to college, attending Brigham Young University.  The thirst for knowledge that Mother had given us continued with us. 

        In 1919, we moved to Provo, Utah so the girls could attend the University.  After we were married,  Father passed away.  Then Mother sold the small house and went to Los Angeles, California to live with 

Lavina.  In summing up my mother's life, it is my conviction that few women have gone through more hardships and have put forth more effort to overcome them.  She had great faith in the Almighty and strove to keep His commandments.  She felt that her life had its reward in that her children were all active in the Church and were raising their families likewise. 

        She passed away on April 3, 1947 at the age of 85.  She had a stroke and had fallen and broken her hip.  Her last five months were spent in a Los Angeles hospital.  Even death came hard for her.  Her   funeral services were held at Manchester Ward in the South Los Angeles Stake.  She lies in a beautiful spot in the Rose Hills Cemetery, surrounded by her friends, at Whittier, California." 

Also from the "Black Family Herald" are found these two commentary insights, told by Paul Black: 

Commentary Insights
        I can remember my Grandmother, Lottie B. Walker, telling of her experiences with Geronimo, the Apache Warrior.  She was often asked to speak in Church on her pioneer adventures.  While living in Taylor, Arizona, the Walker-Brimhall families operated a small trading post.  The Apache Indians 

occasionally came in to trade for necessities.  On one occasion, Geronimo entered.  Lottie aided him with kindness.  Thereafter, when he returned, he would not let anyone wait on him except the "golden-haired"   lady.  Later, Geronimo became a renegade Indian.  At one time, Grandmother and some of the children were returning home from a distant town.  A galloping horseman came by yelling, "Geronimo is on the warpath; he has just hit a near-by town.  Get out of here, quick!"  Lottie thought it would be safer to head  home another way.  Unfortunately, after some distance, they passed through another town that also had 

been struck.  Fires were still smouldering.  Several dead men were seen hanging upside down in trees. Their feet had been tied together and their hands were tied behind their backs.  Grandmother and the  children made their way home.  However, the vivid scene they had witnessed continued to linger on for some time.  The Taylor community remained somewhat safe during this period of Indian raids.  Perhaps  the kindness by the "golden-haired" lady had been remembered?  Geronimo was finally captured.  He was seen again as he was paraded through several towns by the military, caged up like an animal. 

Commentary Insights
        The Ancestral Reminiscences story of my grandmother, Lottie B. Walker, reminds me of an experience that my Aunt, Mae Bond related to me while visiting with her on one occasion.  With permission, I quote her: 

        "One evening while sleeping, I heard a voice come to me just as clearly as I am speaking to you  now.  I recognized it immediately as that of my Dad, William Albert Walker.  There was no mistake as 

to who it was!  He said:  'Lottie, here comes Ethel!'  I woke up immediately and turned on the light.  I  looked at the clock and noticed the time.  It was very early in the morning...about 1:00 A.M.  I finally got back to sleep. The next morning I placed a phone call to the family in Seattle to inquire about my Sister, Ethel.  I knew she had been in bad health but I hadn't spoken to her for quite awhile.  They were surprised at my timely call, for they had planned on calling me within the hour.  I was informed that she had passed away early that morning.  I asked them if they could tell me about what time it occurred.  The time was  about the same as the time my father's voice was heard." 

