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Foreword 

 

Gladys Pratt Young was born March 24, 1895, in Colonia Juárez, 
Chihuahua, Mexico, the youngest child of Helaman and Emaline Victoria 
Billingsley Pratt. Victoria was born to a pioneer family in Salt Lake, and 
Helaman, a son of Parley P. Pratt, was born in 1846 on the Mormon trail. 
Victoria and Helaman helped pioneer the Muddy Mission in Nevada before 
being sent to the colonies in Mexico. (For their story, see Mary Pratt 

Parrish, Look to the Rock from Which Ye Are 
Hewn [privately published, ca. 1984; available 
in the LDS Church Historical Library].) Gladys 
spent her childhood in a second colony near 
Juárez, Colonia Dublán, and on the family’s 
ranch in the Sierra Madre Mountains. Her 
father died when she was thirteen and her 
mother when she was fourteen, after which 
Gladys moved to Mexico City to stay with her 
brother, Rey, where she witnessed events of the 
Mexican Revolution. She moved with Rey and 
his family to Manassa, Colorado, then probably 
attended teacher college in Salt Lake, then 

went to Ogden to teach gym at Mound Fort Junior High. She married  
S. Dilworth Young in the Salt Lake Temple May 31, 1923, and raised two 
children, Dilworth Randolph and Leonore, in Ogden. 

Gladys was know for her dances, dramas, haunted houses, dancing dinner 
parties, and puppet shows all over northern Utah. She directed pageants on 
the side lawn of the Young home at 1506-24th Street, on the mountain and 
pond at Camp Kiesel, and at the Ogden Stadium. The largest of these, for 
Ogden’s Pioneer Days, had a budget of $12,000 and a cast of 1,500 actors, 
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dancers, and extras, recruited from every LDS and non-LDS congregation 
and civic group in town. Her husband Dilworth was called to be a General 
Authority in 1945, and Gladys served as mission mother in the New 
England Mission from 1947–1951. The Youngs moved to 575 -J- Street in 
Salt Lake in 1956. Gladys traveled with her husband on various mission 
tours until paralyzed by a stroke in 1959. Dilworth cared for her until she 
died on April 3, 1964. (For the details of Gladys’s later life, see Benson 
Young Parkinson, S. Dilworth Young: General Authority, Scouter, Poet 
[Covenant, 1994].) 

The stories in this book were given to me by Gladys’s niece, Mary Pratt 
Parrish (Rey’s daughter), in about 1985. Mary, whom the family calls 
Nena, told me Dilworth gave them to her rather than throw them out after 
Gladys’s death. She said he had offered them to Leonore, who didn’t want 
them, though when I asked Leonore she had no memory of it. No doubt the 
misunderstanding grew from the normal grief for Gladys’s loss and the 
confusion of settling her affairs. The stories are handwritten for the most 
part, on yellowed, lined notepaper. Most of them exist in two or three 
drafts, disagreeing in wording and often in detail (my experience as a 
biographer tells me that’s the norm in lifewriting). The papers include a 
few other stories set at her home in Salt Lake or in the mission field, a 
poem or two, and page after page of tortured, stream-of-consciousness 
writing, often in the form of prayers, written after her stroke. It’s possible 
she began the Mexican stories before the stroke, but dates and details in the 
other papers place them in or around the summer of 1960, and Leonore and 
one or two of the grandchildren have memories of her writing from her 
wheelchair. One entry that may refer to the Mexican stories goes: 

And now I am going to try something that may work. I must 
have an absorbing experience to help me to stop this infernal 
concentration on myself. So I am going to try to write as 
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interestingly as I can about the main events of my mother’s 
life, her joys and sorrows, her responses to all the pioneer life. 
I shall do my best to keep it coherent. However, if it goes off 
at angles, I’ll pull it back and get on the track again. I need 
something absorbing and I can’t do dramatics, gardening, 
house decorating as yet but I can write with this good right 
hand and a pen, so here goes. Maybe some of it will be untrue. 
Some of it will be only half true. But all of it will be most 
sincere. I’ve got to save my emotional life, and as I save my 
emotional life I save my soul and my physical life as well. I 
will not work at this too hard but only when I need good 
absorbing thought to soothe the self-indulgence of my 
emotion concerning myself. Heaven help the venture. Please 
let this therapy work, Lord, and save me from horror and 
disgrace with Dil and all my friends. 

This book includes just the Mexican stories, because they form a whole. 
The originals of these and the others, plus some she wrote of her parents’ 
experiences pioneering and accounts of her own spiritual experiences, I 
have in my files and would be happy to make available to family members. 
For this book I’ve combined the different versions of the Mexico stories, 
smoothed up the transitions, standardized spelling and punctuation (though 
not all—some of the eccentricities are expressive of her character), and 
trimmed the wordiness some, making every effort not to dilute the natural 
charm of her prose style. (I have precedent for the trimming. Leonore says 
that when Gladys wrote plays and pageants, “She always wrote very, very 
flowery, and much too much, and my father was the one that cut 
them” [S. Dilworth Young, 191].) I’ve been obliged to fill in various gaps. 
In particular, the three paragraphs in Chapter 10 describing how to brand a 
calf and break a horse were not written by Gladys but by me, based on my 
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wife Robin’s memories of ranch life in New Mexico in the 1960s. I’m quite 
sure the techniques are similar and that this is close to what Gladys wrote, 
though I have no way of knowing. Additionally, the account in Chapter 10 
of Gladys having a tooth pulled is missing from the papers Nena gave me. 
I’ve reconstructed it from the abbreviation Nena gives in Look to the Rock, 
pages 60–61. 

Nena paraphrases several of these stories in 
Look to the Rock, though where Gladys writes 
Carl, Nena gives her father’s name, Rey. I don’t 
know whether she heard these stories from her 
father, or Gladys told her she was taking artistic 
license to get the stories to fit a single narrative, 
or whether the license was on the part of Nena. 
It would have been a simple thing to ask Nena, 
but by the time I noticed, she had passed away. 
Gladys gives her own age in the stories as ten, 
which would put them in 1905. Rey married in 
1900 but continued to work the Pratt ranch with 
his brothers Carl and Ira. (I’ve called the ranch 

Cliff Ranch here, after one of the drafts and Nena’s book, though another 
draft calls it El Rancho Grande.) Rey continued on the ranch until 1906, 
when he was called as a missionary, then soon after as president of the 
Mexican Mission, then finally as a General Authority. Carl, two years 
younger than Rey, never married and died in the winter of 1905 at the age 
of 25. I imagine him living at home and helping care for his mother and 
little sister. Certainly it makes sense for him to be driving the wagon in the 
early chapters. 

Anyway, here are the stories, written for Gladys’s grandchildren, reaching 
them just in time for some of their own children to hear them while still 
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young. I was a baby when these stories were composed, and can barely 
remember my grandmother, and then as someone withered by illness and 
age, her voice slurred and gravelly, though after editing them I feel like 
I’ve heard her true voice now. One thing I know—my children, who range 
in age from five to sixteen, like them quite a lot, and so do I. 

 


