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Lavina was born October 25, 1894 in Taylor, Arizona to William Albert and Lottie Walker. She was the seventh child of twelve children. Her mother, Lottie, was one of many children of Noah and Lovina (Jones) Brimhall. Her Father, William, was a blacksmith by trade and he had a shop located in Taylor, Arizona. He also was a good Indian scout and did some ranching as well. When Lavina was born, her Father was 44 years old, and her Mother was 32. She had two sisters and four brothers at that time. They all shared a two story framed house that her father built on a hill. At the time of Lavina’s birth, her brothers and sisters were William Albert Jr. who was 14 years old, Don Carlos 11 yrs old, Ezra Erastus 9 yrs old, Estella 7 yrs old, Josephine 4 yrs old, and Walter Noah 2 yrs old. 
Because of the harsh living conditions, outlaws and Indian trouble, the family decided to move. Lavina moved with her family when she was about one and a half years old to Fruitland, New Mexico in April 1896.  They first moved in with Clayborne Brimhall, Lottie’s half brother. In “The Life of Estelle Walker Call” it stated; 

“After a short time, Father traded our home in Taylor to Tom Bryran for a seven-room adobe home in Fruitland, … The house was on the banks of the San Juan River. The River would flood every Spring and was very treacherous. …It separated our town from the Navajo Indian Reservation, and we would often go across the river to their dances. The fishing and swimming were good. There were groves of cottonwood trees on our place.” 
I can visualize Lavina climbing on trees, or swimming in the San Juan River. In Fruitland, New Mexico, four more children were born. They were Jesse Lorenzo, Mae, Ruth, and Ethel. Willam Albert Jr. died 1896 while they lived in Fruitland. When Lavina was about 9 years old, the family moved to Jewitt, New Mexico, which was about six miles away. In Jewitt, New Mexico, their last child, Nellie was born. Lavina spent many of her childhood years in New Mexico. 
Her father traded their home in New Mexico to Mr. Parker for a ranch in Redmesa. So, in 1907, Lavina with her family moved to Redmesa, Colorado. Lavina was 12 years old at this time. This family of 11 children came to Redmesa with hopes and dreams of a new life. Lavina Walker shares her life in Redmesa in depth in “The Life of Lottie B. Walker” and I will not duplicate it.
It is my understanding that she fell in love with a schoolteacher by the name of Charles Howard Hawkins in Redmesa.  She had a child out of wedlock.  She named him Conrad Harold Hawkins and he was born September 22, 1919. Charles was a married man but Lavina did not know this.  
My records show that Charles married Edith Josephine Anderson, January 3, 1893. Later Charles married Pearl Mauldin, November 10, 1916. I found a Charles H. Hawkins in the 1920 Census of McKinley County, New Mexico working as a Principal at a Navajo Indian school. His wife, Pearl, was also teaching school there. The census gave Indiana as the birthplace of Charles and Alabama as the birthplace of his wife Pearl. Charles H. Hawkins was also found in the 1930 Census of Calhoun County, of Alabama. He owned a farm and his occupation listed as farmer. This 1930 census listed his wife, Pearl A., a daughter Elsie, and two Sons Glenn and Gene. 
About 1920, Lottie took Lavina with her young son Conrad, and the four youngest Daughters, Ruth, Ethel, Nellie, to live in Provo, Utah. Lottie wanted to have her youngest daughters continue their education. At the time of the move to Provo, Lottie was 58 years old, Lavina was 26, Lavina’s son Conrad was less than one, Ruth was 20, Ethel was 18, and Nellie was 16. They all worked to save money for school. They all worked in the strawberry fields picking berries and Lavina took in Sewing. By the fall of 1920, they had enough money to enroll in Brigham Young Academy. Ruth taught school, Lottie was a chambermaid for the Roberts Hotel, and Lavina had a traveling sales job. Only Ruth, Ethel, and Nellie were able to attend College. 
Between this time and 1930 there is a void in the history of Lavina Walker. I wish other Walkers would add to this needed history.
In 1930, Lavina married Samuel Jefferson Black in Seattle, Washington.  In Los Angeles, California, Sam and Lavina had a son and named him Paul Leon Black – my dad.  He was born March 6, 1931.  He was the only child from this marriage.  About 1933, Lavina and Sam took Paul and Conrad to live in Honolulu, Hawaii.  Paul was two years old at the time and Conrad about eleven.  It was probably where Sam was stationed at in the Navy.  About 1935, Lavina and Sam move to Los Angeles, California and lived at 323 92nd Street.  It was shortly after living here that Sam left Lavina and the two children with no support during the depression.  

After Sam left, her mother Lottie moved from Utah in 1936 to live and help Lavina tend the two children while Lavina worked.  Lottie Walker died April 3, 1947 and was buried at Rose Hill Memorial Park, Whittier, California in the Nauvoo Lawn section.  Lavina Married Charles Vinson McMullin October 24, 1948.  Lavina died November 12, 1965 and is buried in the Nauvoo Lawn section with her mother Lottie. Charles Vinson or “Mac” died September 2, 1971 and was buried along side his wife Lavina.

Dad’s Memories


Paul Black writes in the Black Family Herald newsletter; 

“If you’ll notice, at the conclusion of Lottie B. Walker’s story, the family had traveled a distance of one thousand miles to have their temple work completed. At that time, their family was sealed together for time and all eternity in the St. George Temple. Mom and I were also sealed together at the St. George Temple on September 4, 1950…some 69 years later. All of our future offspring were sealed to us at that time, being born in the covenant (BIC). It will always be our hope that all members of our family can, through their faithfulness, merit the same joyful reunion in the spirit world as the Walker-Brimhall family.”

Paul Black also writes in the same news letter; 

“My Early Childhood – When I was two years old, my Father, Mother, Brother and I traveled to Hawaii on a ship. I locked myself in our cabin during the trip. My parents couldn’t talk me into opening the door. I just sat down and cried, unwilling to cooperate in unlatching the lock. They finally had to cut the door down with an axe! … We lived in Honolulu for two years. My Dad was stationed there while in the Navy. My Mom watched after me carefully because she always worried about my running into foot-long centipedes … 


After moving back to Los Angeles, my Dad left our family during the depression and we were forced out of our home. We went through hard times. My mother frequently had to travel downtown and stand in line for potatoes and other necessities. Finally, my Grandmother, Lottie B. Walker, moved from Arizona to stay with us. She helped to care for my Brother and me when my Mother found work as a seamstress. 


We later moved to 323 92nd Street where I lived most of my childhood years until leaving home after my marriage … I can remember my first day in kindergarten. It was scary. After my Mom dropped me off, I kept trying to leave and follow her home. She had prepared a small lunch for me that I carried around in a sack all morning. I had wrapped a small cap around the sack. By the time I was ready to eat, I found my sandwich, banana, apple and potato chips all smashed together!” 

My dad Paul Black writes again, in the Black Family Herald newsletter about his childhood; 

“Memory Flashbacks My Early Childhood (Cont.) – When I was about six years of age, my brother Conrad took me to see the movie, Captain Blood. We walked quite a distance to the theatre. When I tired, he carried me on his shoulder … I looked forward each day to radio broadcasts of my favorite programs: The Lone Ranger, Jack Armstrong, The Green Hornet, Captain Midnight, and I Love a Mystery … The local theatre attracted me to the serial movies during Saturday matinees. I had to return, of course, to see what happened to Flash Gordon or Buck Rogers at the conclusion of the previous ‘Cliff-hanger’ episode. Hop-a-Long Cassidy, Gene Autry and Roy Rogers were my favorite cowboy heroes. 


Mom was frequently on the night shift at work. So I became quite a ‘con artist’! My Grandmother was the victim. I was usually able to talk her into taking me to the movies while Mom was away. Boy, did I develop into a ‘spoiled brat’ … In school, I did manage to excel in one subject – spelling! It just seemed to come natural to me. I won most spelling bees! I’ll always remember one class. The teacher offered a free trip to Bimini Plunge when every pupil scored 100% on a spelling test! Wow!  She had everyone helping everyone! It was really a challenge! Success finally came on the 5th or 6th try! We all enjoyed a great time at the three-swimming pool facility … 


During one Christmas, a much hoped-for gift arrived from Santa Claus – a bicycle! Of course, it took all day to ‘break in’. Oh, was I sore that night! … One of the saddest days of my life occurred during the following summer. I was told to be home when my Brother arrived with Lora’s family for a trip to the ‘beach’! I returned too late from a bike ride and found they had left without me … 

One evening my mother was away visiting a neighbor. I began to admire myself in front of a mirror while wearing a newly-acquired cowboy hat. But the piano bench I was standing on collapsed! A broken arm was the result! All I could think about at the hospital was the doctor and a ‘saw’. But the next morning I woke up to find my arm in a cast. Later, Mom took me downtown to see the movie, The Man in the Iron Mask. She then took a picture of me and my cast standing by the billboard advertisement.”

Memories of a Grandchild

            My personal memories of Lavina Walker were from a very young mind. My grandmother died when I was 13 years old. I broke my arm and I had it in a cast at Lavina’s funeral. It was a very sad day for all of us. Vinson, or “Mac” my grandfather, was an emotional wreck and never got over the loss. He went senile and was very delusional. Conrad and Lora Hawkins took care of Mac after Lavina’s death. I remember one day the Hawkins dropped Mac off at our house in Arroyo Grande, California. This was so they could go on a vacation without the hardship of his care. It was suppose to be dad’s turn to take care of Mac. Although, he made it us kids job to watch him every second of the day. This proved to be a real chore. Often we would lose track of him and find him trying to walk home to Huntington Beach. This was over one hundred and fifty miles away, but he thought it was just down the road. After this experience, I was not sure how the Hawkins might have managed to watch over Mac, while in their care.  I am ashamed to say that I was a little relieved to see the Hawkins get back from their vacation.  


I remember our family visits to Grandma and Mac’s house. One bit of confusion was that my mother’s sep-dad wanted us to call him Mac also. This was confusing to us kids when our parents would say “we are going to visit Grandma and Mac.” We didn’t know which ones. Was it dad’s parents or mom’s? To be very honest, I think mom didn’t care too much for dad’s folks and dad didn’t care that much for mom’s folks. I remember our parents arguing which set of parents we were going to visit. We usually saw Lavina and Mac once a year and mom would just bear with it. There was quite a contrast between the two grandparent houses. Our mom’s parent’s house was more of a modern style or to the style of the day. Her parent’s place was a carefree atmosphere with cigarette smoke and martinis, which dad did not care for. Lavina and Mac’s house had old fashion style furnishings. It was a house of order, serene, homey, and refined. Our Mother was not use to this type of life style, and I guess us restless kids also weren’t use to this style to some extent. I remember Lavina and Mac coming to Arroyo Grande for a visit. Lavina tried to give housekeeping tips to my mother. This was not received well. 

All of us kids were rather wild and did not have much manners. We were not used to being corralled and wanted more area to roam. We loved grandma Lavina and Mac, but we were not use to being cooped up and trying to use proper type of behavior than we were use to. Lavina had some strict rules that you had to follow, but she was very loving to her grandchildren. As most kids are, we would rather play than sit and talk, so we became very restless there. If grandmother found that we were bored, she would want her grandkids to sing primary songs while she played the piano, but most of us didn't want to do that. My brother Dave and I would rather go outside and roller-skate. Lavina and Mac had a television but we were not allowed to watch it unless it was something like “The Lawrence Welk Show.” This was the only program Lavina deemed fit for us to watch. Mac liked watching wrestling or “Roller Derby.” When Lavina went to the kitchen to clean up, Mac would turn the T.V. to one of these programs. When Lavina came out and discovered what Mac and us kids were watching, she would scold Mac and make him change the channel back to the “Lawrence Welk Show.” Thus we could only enjoy about ten minutes worth of sin. 

            Lavina believed in a big breakfast, a small lunch and a small dinner if any. This was something we were not use to. If we did not eat much at breakfast time we were hungry the rest of the day. At breakfast, Lavina would not allow her grandkids to drink a drop until we finished every bit of food. At breakfast, there were no Rice Krispies or Sugar Pops, only a hot meal of oatmeal or cracked wheat along with whole wheat toast. Grandma and Mac would also drink their hot Postum in the morning. If we were hunger between meals, Lavina would give Mac a peach, pear, or apple and he would sit on the front porch cutting the peels off with his pocket knife. He then would slice it up and hand them to us one bite at a time.  I thought it was strange, because at home we would just grab some fruit and eat it whole, peel and all. 

            Mac used his pocket knife for just about everything. Another use of his pocket knife was when all of us went to a park for a picnic.  I had got gum stuck in my hair. He told me to come here. Then he took out his pocket knife and cut the gum out and leaving a big bald spot on my scalp. Another thing about Mac was that he hated dogs and cats and I'm sure our dad got his same feelings from him. Mac would keep a BB gun and sling shot in the garage for any dogs and cats that dared to walk by his house. 

            I remember on one visit that my brother Dave and I got the privilege of walking to a local school, all by ourselves, to play in the playground. We were really excited because this was a rare treat and we wanted to hurry before somebody changed their mind. When we entered the playground we found a falcon by the side of the building. It was just sitting on the ground with out stretched wings and squawking. We were both puzzled as to why it would not fly away. The thoughts of my school studies on hawks, eagles, and falcons came to mind. I thought how cool it might be to have a falcon for a pet and I wanted to take it home.  Dave just wanted to leave it alone and play. After all, we might never get the privilege to come here again and Dave didn’t want to miss the chance. I took off my coat, wrapped the bird up in it, and then picked it. Reluctantly, my brother followed me to our grandparent’s house. 

My brother and I wanted to sneak it past Mac, because we knew the feeling he had for dogs and cats, and we thought he might have the same feeling for this bird. When we got to our grandparents house we were out of luck. Mac spotted us and motioned us to him. But to our surprise, Mac took great interest in the falcon. He even took it across the street to show the neighbors. I remember that Conrad and some of his family members were there. So, I followed Mac everywhere he went, beaming with pride, because this was my bird! After Mac showed everyone, he promptly went back across the street toward the side of their garage. I started to follow but Mac told me to stay. I followed him anyway and saw Mac twist the birds neck and throw it in the trash can. From this time on, I developed a dislike for Mac. Although, after I got older I realized he was probably putting it out of its misery. Maybe it could not fly because it had broken its neck. I don’t know. I was only thinking of myself at the time. 

            I know Grandmother and Mac loved all of us and meant well. My sister Karen and I were thinking back at the odd and humorous things about our visits to Grandma and Mac’s house. I remember that they had a six foot long framed print of “Guernica,” by Pablo Picasso above their couch. It did not seem to match their décor and it was very humorous to behold. I think Conrad gave it to them as a gift and Grandma and Mac didn’t want to hurt Conrad’s feelings. So, they hung it up above their 1930’s style couch with doilies.  
I remember sometimes sleeping over at Grandma and Mac’s place. Everyone had a cot, a couch, a hid-a-bed, or something to sleep on, and there were a lot of us. At our home we would just sleep on the floor if we had a chance. It was just like camping-out indoors. The funny thing about it was that we all had to sleep on our backs, with arms straight to our sides, outside the covers, and as straight as a board. Lavina would come back to check up on us to see if we rolled over or moved from our position. If we did, we were soon corrected. She tried to instill in us proper posture, proper eating, and proper sleeping habits. These were the things that Lavina tried to teach us but with no success. 
Mac had a bit of a green thumb and Grandma would brag about this. She claimed that he stuck a stick in the ground once and it grew into a bush. Mac loved to brag also and he did a fair share of it. One time Mac claimed that he invented the scooter. Mac saw that Dave and I had skateboards without the handles and wanted to fix them by adding some. We wouldn’t let him and we said that they weren’t supposed to have handles. He thought this was silly and very unsafe. 

Now that I am older and both my grandparents gone, I wish they were both still here, so I can view them and treat them differently. I appreciate their love for us. I know that Lavina loved her boys and all of her grandkids. It made me sad to see Mac cry at Lavina's funeral services. It made me see, for the first, that Mac had a compassionate heart. 
My wife’s relatives crossed path with the Walkers
Another story of interest was when my wife and I went to my wife’s family reunion. Her grandmother Bessie Behrmann Huffman found out that I was related to the Walkers of Redmesa. She said that she knew my Walker relatives.  Bessie and her husband raised their family in Redmesa. She then told my wife and I of a spiritual experience that she had when she was young.  At this point in her life, she was having many miscarriages.  When Bessie was four months along, she felt she was starting to have another miscarriage. This worried Bessie greatly and she disparately wanted to keep it.  Because of this concern, her father who had passed away not long ago, tried to come to her in spirit. He made three attempts to give her a message.  However, every time he appeared to her, she got very scared.  Therefore, Pearl Wheeler Walker who had passed away earlier appeared to Bessie. Pearl was the mother of Bessie’s best friend, Irene Walker. Pearl appeared to Bessie and told her the message so quick that Bessie did not have time to be scared. The message was that she was to have a baby boy and she was to name him John Henry. That this boy would grow to manhood and do an important work in the church. She kept the child and gave birth to a baby boy, which she named John Henry.
Redmesa Visit

After the 1999 Walker reunion in Monticello, Utah, our family went to visit my wife’s Dad and Brother in Cortez, Colorado. Then we went to Redmesa to stay a day with my wife’s first cousin Mavon Lee and her husband Doug. The small Redmesa cemetery was just in back of their house. It was over grown with weeds and shrubbery. We located William Albert Walkers grave site there. The Grandmother of Doug Lee, Mavon’s husband, lived next door. Everyone that knew her called her Aunt Olive. Actually her house was attached to his. Her maiden name was Tooley. She told me, that when she was a child, she remembered the Walkers. Her family was asked to take care of William Albert Walker when he was senile. Lottie and the girls took off to Provo, Utah and left him in the care of Aunt Olive’s family. Her family would have him at the dinner table when they ate. Aunt Olive claimed that her parents were never paid for his care and that they did it out of the goodness of their heart. She could not understand why they would abandon him. However, talking with other Walker relatives, her parents were hired and paid for their services. 
Aunt Olive said that the Walkers lived on the dry side. This was a high plateau above the La Plata River. People called it the dry side because there is no water up there. About six in the evening, I invited Aunt Olive to go with my wife, myself, and the kids to look for evidence of the Walker’s home up there. I wanted her as a guide. There was talk that there was a stone pathway somewhere showing the place where they lived. It was located on a farm that was owned by the Church of Jesus Christ of Latter-Day Saints. The road was getting rugged and muddy. The sun was going to set in about an hour. Aunt Olive started to get frighten. She started to imagine mountain lions attacking us, getting our car stuck in a mud hole, or being shot by Indians from the reservation. She made us all laugh. So we went back home, to Olive’s relief, without a picture of the Walker’s land.
Next, we talked with Joy Brown Walker who was living there. She was researching the lines that branched off the Brimhall line. She chose to let the Walker genealogists work on the Walker line – or battle out their disagreements of historical facts. I copied some Walker histories that she did have. And so, this ended our Redmesa trip.

Did you know that my Mom and Dad’s relatives were also neighbors at one time?
My Mother, Nancy Jane Griswold’s great-grandfather, John Wesley Farmer and his Son John W. Farmer Jr. were living in Aztec, New Mexico in 1930. Also my mom’s grandmother Anna Giles Griswold was in Aztec, New Mexico the same time. Both mother’s grandfather Albert James and Anna Giles Griswold were living in Aztec, New Mexico in 1920. John Wesley and family were also living in Aztec New Mexico in 1900. The Walkers were living in Fruitland, New Mexico in 1900. Aztec and Fruitland are only about 25 miles away, making the Walkers of dad’s kin, and Farmers and Griswold of mom’s kin, neighbors. Well, sort of!
In Closing


Lavina’s talents were sewing and playing the piano and the organ. Her Mother Lottie, who had the same talents, probably taught her. Lavina was an active member of the LDS church. She loved all of her Grandchildren dearly.     
There are many gaps in the history of Lavina Walker. Not much information have been found.  We hope that her any Walker relatives will give more insight on the life of Lavina. Our family went to the 1999’s Walker reunion and met many relatives. My sister Karen and some of her children and my brother David and his son Kyle were also there. It was fun and exciting to get to know some of our relatives. I was hoping to find out more about the life of my Grandmother, but instead everyone at the reunion was hoping to find out more from us.
	Rose Hill Memorial Park, 

Whittier, California

	WALKER, LOTTIE B 

DOB: 05/20/1862 

Burial Property Name: Nauvoo Lawn 

Burial Section: 1 

Burial Lot: 3421 

Grave/Niche: 3  

Entrance Gate: 16  


	MCMULLIN, LAVINA BLACK 

DOB: 10/25/1894 

Burial Property Name: Nauvoo Lawn 

Burial Section: 3 

Burial Lot: 1124 

Grave/Niche: 2  

Entrance Gate: 16  



	MCMULLIN, VINSON CHARLES 

DOB: 06/18/1894 

Burial Property Name: Nauvoo Lawn 

Burial Section: 3 

Burial Lot: 1124 

Grave/Niche: 1  

Entrance Gate: 16  


	* SHAW, GERTRUDE LUCY 

DOB: 04/02/1901 

Burial Property Name: Gardenia Lawn 

Burial Section: 1 

Burial Lot: 819 

Grave/Niche: 3  

Entrance Gate: 11  




* Gertrude Lucy Shaw is Vinson McMullin’s first wife.
